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Preface

Sri Aurobindo considered Savitri as his “main work” and out of 
his precious time allotted every day two and half hours for its 
composition. This was during the late 1940s when the tempo of 
work had speeded up considerably, as if it had to be speeded up 
in that way. In fact he was otherwise engaged with it almost for 
fifty years though with some long gaps in between. Today we have 
a poem written in pentametric blank verse form running almost 
into twenty-four thousand lines. Divided into twelve Books,—as 
is the Western tradition for an epic,—it has forty-eight Cantos 
and an Epilogue. Part I consisting of the first twenty-four Cantos 
was published in September 1950 about twelve weeks before Sri 
Aurobindo’s passing away; Part II and Part III as a single volume 
appeared in May 1951.

“I used Savitri,” writes Sri Aurobindo in a letter, “as a means of 
ascension. I began with it on a certain mental level, each time I 
could reach a higher level I rewrote from that level. In fact Savitri 
has not been regarded by me as a poem to be written and finished, 
but as a field of experimentation to see how far poetry could be 
written from one’s own yogic consciousness and how that could be 
made creative.” In another letter he writes: “Savitri is the record 
of a seeing.” Indeed, birth and growth of Savitri the poem as a 
“flame-child” is a Yogi’s spiritual record of realisations. Its birth is 
in the Tapas-Shakti of one who is committed to discover the Word 
that can transform the lot of our mortality, and its growth is in the 
action that can bring diamond-bright prosperity to it. Therefore 
Savitri is also named the Sun-Word or the Daughter of Infinity.
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The Mother sees Savitri as a supreme revelation of Sri Aurobindo’s 
vision. She also says that the importance of Savitri is immense; 
its subject is universal; its revelation is prophetic. But perhaps 
here is something more than that: “These are experiences lived 
by him, realities, supracosmic truth. He experienced all these 
as one experiences joy or sorrow, physically. He walked in the 
darkness of inconscience, even in the neighbourhood of death, 
endured the sufferings of perdition, and emerged from the mud, 
the world-misery to breathe the sovereign plenitude and enter the 
supreme Ananda. He crossed all these realms, went through the 
consequences, suffered and endured physically what one cannot 
imagine. Nobody till today has suffered like him. He accepted 
suffering to transform suffering into the joy of union with the 
Supreme. It is something unique and incomparable in the history 
of the world. It is something that has never happened, he is the 
first to have traced the path in the Unknown, so that we may 
be able to walk with certitude towards the Supermind. Savitri is 
his whole Yoga of Transformation, and this Yoga appears now for 
the first time in the earth-consciousness.” Savitri is the Yoga of 
Transformation—that is the entire significance and content, the 
strength of yogic Savitri.

Savitri is the veritable Yoga of Transformation even as it embodies 
in it experiences of the Master Yogi. Intensely also these are the 
experiences of the Mother. Not only these are experiences; there 
are the prophetic possibilities that open out for the very Soul of 
the Divine, possibilities in this creation in the context of the soul 
of the earth, of the soul of the mortal. The Mother says: “Savitri is 
an exact description—not literature, not poetry (although the form 
is very poetical)—an exact description, step by step, paragraph by 
paragraph, page by page. ... The realism of it is astounding.”

And again: “In Savitri, Sri Aurobindo went through all the worlds, 
and it so happens that I am following that without knowing it ... 
I was in that Muddle of Falsehood, it was really painful, and I 
was tracking it down to the most tenuous vibrations, those that 
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go back to the origin, to the moment when Truth could turn into 
Falsehood—how it all happened—it’s a marvel, but... it’s so sad, 
so miserable, oh, I could have cried (I don’t easily cry).” Such 
indeed is she we see in the incarnate Savitri, the “poem of sacred 
delight”.

The true self of Savitri who has taken the mortal birth is the eternal 
Consciousness and, naturally, it is free, always free. But she has 
condescended to pass through the portals of the birth that is a 
constant death, the recurrent death, death in life. Naturally, “when 
accepting to take a body upon Earth, this true self is covered by so 
many different layers of consciousness that, unless it takes a very 
complete resolution to manifest and to overcome all the obstacles, 
it cannot act freely. Now she was put in front of the expected 
catastrophe in her life, which externally would put an end to the 
joy of her existence, and there was only one way to overcome this 
fatality.” That is the story of Savitri in Savitri. Savitri’s narrative 
is a mode of presentation of things occult-divine in the human 
medium.

Savitri was put in front of the expected catastrophe in her life and 
she had to rise to meet the expected catastrophe. She did it. Yes, 
“All can be done if the god-touch is there.” This is what happens 
when the god-touch is there. But in the case of Savitri there is 
something more than the god-touch. Here is God-Force herself 
who is in full action. For the god-touch to work, to be operative 
there is the condition, there is the imperative in regard to we 
small mortals. Sri Aurobindo stipulates it: “There are two powers 
that alone can effect in their conjunction the great and difficult 
thing,—a fixed and unfailing aspiration that calls from below and 
a supreme Grace from above that answers. But the supreme 
Grace will act only in the conditions of the Light and the Truth; 
it will not act in conditions of Falsehood and Ignorance. There 
must be a total and sincere surrender; there must be an exclusive 
self opening to the divine Power; there must be a constant and 
integral choice of the Truth that is descending, a constant and 
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integral rejection of the falsehood of the mental, vital and physical 
Powers and Appearances that still rule the earth-Nature.” That is 
the kind of yoga-tapasyā human Savitri has to do first. In fact 
there is the double tapasyā. If the “call from below” is Aswapati 
carrying the world’s desire to the transcendental Mahāshakti, she 
ready to grant a boon to him, the supreme answering Grace comes 
here, she herself to receive the Supreme’s grace for the soul of 
the earth. She vanquishes Death who all along was standing in 
the way of the divine manifestation. She does it and cuts a door 
through the eternal Void to meet that very transfigured Death, the 
Supreme himself. She cuts the impossible rock-door of the eternal 
Void to bring here on earth the reign of Krishna-and-Kali in their 
splendid happy dynamism for this mortal world.

In the case of Savitri it is not just the question of god-touch; it 
is the very God-Force who has to be the vibrant unconquerable 
executor of the divine Will, a will and work to set things into 
motion against the antagonistic powers. If she has to hew the 
pathways of immortality she must first establish that God-Force 
in her deep soul, she has to first do the qualifying yoga-tapasyā. 
That is the only way to make the Highest Spirit and its Power 
intervene directly in order to counteract the laws of Destiny. 

Hewing the pathways of immortality means for Savitri cutting 
a door in the intractable eternal Void, to cut and pass through 
it. Savitri does it by vanquishing Death. The mask of Death the 
Supreme had put on is now gone and she meets him as the Fourfold 
Being—Virāt-Hiranyagarbha-Prajnanaghana-Anandamaya; behind 
this Fourfold Being is indeed the Being of Love, Premamaya 
Purusha with all sweetness gathered in him. He is one who upholds 
the seven earths, Sapta-Bhūmī, Bhūmī the ground for endless 
growth; bhūmī is that which grows, is that which expands, is that 
which becomes rich and multi-yielding, all in dynamic luminous 
spiritual sense, in terms of growth of consciousness, in terms of 
the spirit’s potentials and possibilities. The Master, the Lord of this 
Bhūmī is Bhūmā, and it is he whom Savitri meets, appropriately 
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enough, after entering into the Transcendent via the eternal Void. 
He stands there behind all, endowing the riches of immortality. 
From him she receives the Boon for the Soul of the Earth. In it is 
fulfilment of the mortal creation. It is an accomplishment which 
marks the beginning of a new creation, of nava samsāra.

This Fourfold Being is all grace and glory, is all divinity, he who 
bears all godheads in his grandiose limbs. He wears the mystery 
of a nameless Name:—he is Virāt who lights his camp-fires in 
the suns;—he is Hiranyagarbha, author of thoughts and dreams, 
he who sees the invisible, and hears the sounds, and builds the 
secret uncreated worlds;—he is the third spirit, Prajnanaghana, a 
mass of superconscience closed in light, Creator of things in his 
all-knowing sleep, and because he is there the Inconscient does 
its work;—above the three is the brooding bliss of the Infinite, 
Anandamaya, absolute and alone. He is the:

As from the harp of some ecstatic god 
There springs a harmony of lyric bliss 
Striving to leave no heavenly joy unsung, 
Such was the life in that embodied Light. ||149.33||

He seemed the wideness of a boundless sky, 
He seemed the passion of a sorrowless earth, 
He seemed the burning of a world-wide sun. ||149.34||

The life divine upon earth—such is the commitment and realisation 
of avataric Savitri. Such is also the significance of Sri Aurobindo’s 
Gayatri Mantra which is a meditation on the auspicious form of 
the Sun, the Sun of divine Light. The Mantra affirms that the 
Light shall illumine us with the Truth. It shall illumine all the 
parts of our being, even the very physical. In it shall be our true 
progress. The threefold reality of Sat-Chit-Ananda shall express 
itself in this creation. Even the physical shall express the dynamic 
Truth. The significance is proclaimed to us by narrating it as a 
story. What would otherwise prove to be beyond the reach of our 
understanding, what is too occult to grasp, that is made tangible 
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through the medium of a household episode. The story thus turns 
out to be a fruitful device; by it the higher truth is made somewhat 
comprehendible. The ancient story belongs to the early Vedic 
times. It is a significant myth, a symbolic myth showing the way 
from mortal state to divine consciousness and immortal life in the 
mortal world. Thus has Savitri cut a door to immortality leading 
through this terrifying Void.

About this significant Savitri-tale we might get a certain light 
from the Pauranic accounts also. Once Brahma beheld himself 
and he was astonished to see that his own lustre was becoming 
dimmer and dimmer. Some mysterious Darkness was surrounding 
him and it was becoming more and more mysterious, more and 
more thick and opaque. Brahma could not find the cause of it 
and, perplexed as he got, consulted other gods. They decided that 
Varuna of the far vision should undertake the task of discovering 
this mysterious situation. Finally the reason for the dimming of the 
lustre was discovered. It was due to the fact that Brahma’s Power, 
his executive Shakti, went so far away that she got separated 
from him, she lost contact with him. Varuna further reported to 
the gods that the Power not only separated, but also got arrested 
in the Inconscience. She lost all her old memory and remembered 
not the origin from which she had come. The gods conversed 
amongst themselves to find a way to awaken the lost supreme 
Power. It is in their reunion, of Brahma and the separated Power, in 
their coming together in another delight, that the lustre of Brahma 
will be restored to its original brightness. It may even become 
multiply bright. Brahma was alone in the beginning and he desired 
company. There was an urge to be many, bahusyām prajāyéyéti. It 
is that which had caused the separation of his Power from himself. 
After getting this report from Varuna the gods took the next step. 
They deputed Soma, the Moon-God of Delight, to awaken the 
inconscient Power. She was to be made aware of the sad state 
into which she had fallen; she was also to be informed about the 
plight of her Lord, with his lustre getting faded. When told so, 
she felt concerned and agreed to join him. The two gods, Varuna 
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and Soma, completed the difficult mission of uniting the two. This 
union of the Lord and the Spouse in the human form took place 
again in the meeting of Satyavan and Savitri; it took place at the 
destined hour and the destined spot in the lonely wilderness of 
life, here upon the earth where are disclosed the mystic courts 
with doors opening to beauty and surprise.

This is one nice way of looking at the Savitri-legend. It parallels 
the Story of Creation Théon had described to the Mother. But 
the point is, these legends and myths and tales are perhaps our 
way of understanding the abstruse nature of things that go far 
beyond mental conceptualisations, things that are too occult and 
deep. It is a way of expressing the rationale of the creation and 
of recognising whereto it is heading. It is the Word that runs 
through another form of language. If we lend ourselves to it we 
perceive that it is but another kind of expression that enables us 
to enter into its evocative spirit. The essential feature is, there is 
some profound Truth embedded in the manner of narratives. Our 
concern has to be to intuitively grasp the significances of their 
Truth-content.

Thought-content and pursuit of Truth-content apart, there are also 
things warmly spiritual and they bring out flavours and flames, 
they bring out felicities which are always there behind Truth and 
Life and the manifesting Spirit. The origin of all art really is in 
beauty and delight, its soul is in them; the creative and expressive 
nature of the free self is in them. In poetry of a large spiritual 
inspiration we hear “the song of the growing godhead... of human 
unity, of spiritual freedom, of the coming supermanhood of man, 
of the divine idea seeking to actualise itself in the life of the earth, 
of the call to the individual to rise to his godlike possibility and 
to the race to live in the greatness of that which humanity feels 
within itself as a power of the spirit which it has to deliver into 
some yet ungrasped perfect form of clearness... to make life more 
intimately beautiful and noble and great and full of meaning is its 
higher office, but its highest comes when the poet becomes the 
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seer and reveals to man his eternal self and the godheads of its 
manifestation.” The poet of the spirit becomes a seer, a hearer of 
the voices of the Truth, satyaśrutah.

But this great poetry is possible only by opening ourselves to 
the higher planes from where comes the inspired utterance. In 
that inspired utterance there is also a certain kind of inevitability 
which in its resolute manner confirms the revelatory truth 
that it is proposing to establish here. It becomes the Word of 
Knowledge and Power wearing a form of Beauty and having the 
soul of Delight. About this Overhead Poetry with its objective to 
express some inmost truth of things, the deeper reality which is 
behind them, Sri Aurobindo writes as follows: “The voice of poetry 
comes from a region above us, a plane of our being above and 
beyond our personal intelligence, a supermind which sees things 
in their innermost and largest truth by a spiritual identity and 
with a lustrous effulgency and rapture and its native language is 
a revelatory, inspired, intuitive word limpid or subtly vibrant or 
densely packed with the glory of this ecstasy and lustre... The 
inspired word comes, as of the old Vedic seers, from the home 
of Truth... The word comes secretly from above the mind, but 
it is plunged into the intuitive depths and emerges imperfectly 
to be shaped by the poetic feeling and intelligence.” It is born 
as the Satya-Mantra, the Truth-Word. Sri Aurobindo explains that 
the Mantra 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 largeness 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.”

That is what Savitri gives to us. No wonder Sri Aurobindo considered 
it as his main work. We might as well say that it is because of such 
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utterances Savitri becomes his main work. When we receive it we 
receive the gift of the Soul of Gladness, a gift from a Yogi-Poet 
who attempted and achieved all for us. His has been an untiring 
endeavour making all life a Yoga, all life a Poem of Delight in the 
fulfilment of the Divine in this earthly circumstance.

The more we plunge into the tranquil-emerald of Savitri’s ocean 
the more we discover its pearl-bright richnesses, of truth, light, 
beauty, joy, sweetness, harmony, strength, perfection. Even when 
one reads Savitri on a mental level it can open out for us prospects 
of lustrous spiritual realisations; it can lead us to “understand 
deeper things”. Though Savitri is a textbook of the Yoga of Physical 
Transformation and continually needs the author’s “knowledge and 
experience for understanding it,” its esotericism in some respect 
can yet be grasped if we read it with a silent mind. Bhakti there 
is in it and the heart can also approach the wonderlands of its 
delight; but the mountain splendours of its climb take us to the 
worlds of higher spiritual illumination in the greatness of the triple 
glory of manifestation. The ascending and descending streams 
derive their waters from the secret source of its delight. It is now 
for us to pick up the textbook and profit from it. And the nice thing 
is that the textbook has also a definite literary form. It therefore 
becomes enjoyable; it makes available to us in a concrete way 
the profundities that can lead us along the spiritual path, lead us 
on and on. We have to open it and read it, we have to breathe 
in it. Indeed in its origin that form of Savitri is varam rūpam, the 
auspicious form of Savitra himself, the Light of the Supreme, he 
who shall illumine us with the Truth. It will be therefore a mistake 
if we take it only as an epic written on traditional grounds.

The most important aspect of Savitri is of course its affirmation of 
the Spirit as dynamic Truth shaping the destiny of this creation. 
This also implies that to enter into it we have to make considerable 
yogic-spiritual progress. While Savitri itself can become a means 
for that progress, there is needed the equally important basis 
of our willingness to undertake such a task. We have to be also 
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prepared to undergo the hardships of its discipline by keeping 
ready all the instrumental faculties of our personality—with the 
mind capable of receiving intimations of luminous knowledge, 
and the heart responding to the ardencies of life-movements in 
their thousand moods of magnificence and dignity, and the will 
steady in its intent like a bright flame of sacrifice burning upward 
to heaven. There has to be a “call” to live in Savitri who shall give 
us the Truth and the things of the Truth. Rare are the souls who 
have that urge, have received that call, and rarer still who will 
practise its Yoga.

In the meanwhile, however, we can live in its presence in several 
expectant ways. In Savitri there is spiritual philosophy put in the 
revealing language of a poet, its expression carrying the inspired 
and inevitable Word. We have in it mysticism, occult knowledge, 
religion, metaphysics, art, science, literature, history of man and 
history of earth, all that is noble and living, that can impart to our 
perception the sense of infinity which can give meaning to our 
daily occupations. Any one of these can become our foundational 
engagement; in fact it has thus already opened out an altogether 
new world of creative action for us. Based on Savitri we already 
have the beginning of new music and new paintings. We further 
envisage the coming of new schools of thought, choreography, 
poetry, criticism, fiction, comparative research and studies, songs, 
oratorical dissertations, discourses, recitations and readings 
all welling up from this inexhaustible fountain of creativity. The 
poem has also been translated into several languages mostly in 
verse-form but also at times as prose renderings. Maybe some of 
these are rudimentary attempts and much will have to be done to 
achieve some minimum aesthetic satisfaction that is to be expected 
from a work connected with it; nonetheless these attempts do 
demonstrate the possibilities that have sprung up from Savitri’s 
world of delight. If around the stone-still statue of Buddha in the 
Ajanta caves there is the calm of infinity that nothing can disturb, 
we shall expect a crystalline stream of sweetness and joy rushing 
from the marble face of Savitri haloed by the moon of beauty, or 
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carved in the heart of amethyst she shall prove to be “the Sun 
from which we kindle all our suns.” If Savitri ascends to the vast 
realms of delight, brihat saubhagam, then it does open out a way 
for those who wish to follow it.

Savitri is the Word of Infinity, the incarnate Word, Brahma, it 
having a timeless spiritual body, brahmaņo rūpam. It is the Word 
born in the omniscient Hush, with an absoluteness that belongs 
to truth-word and truth-rhythm and truth-vision. This triple 
embodiment of the Word is the means of ascension to the home of 
supreme Truth, ŗtasya sadanam, as much as allowing that home 
to invade our mind and heart and the awakened cells of the body 
with the power to transform them into its sunny contents. The 
threefold samyama of focusing the attention on it is the growth 
our aspiring soul strives for. While Savitri is the Home of Truth, 
ŗtasya sadanam, Savitri is also a perfect Shrine for the God of 
Love to dwell in. Since first the earth-being’s heavenward growth 
began never a rarer creature bore his shaft, that burning test of 
the godhead in our parts, a lightning from the heights on our 
abyss. All in her pointed to a nobler kind. Her young large-visioned 
spirit voyaging through worlds of splendour and of calm overflew 
the ways of Thought to unborn things. Her self-poised unstumbling 
will was ardent; her mind, a sea of white sincerity, had not one 
turbid wave even while passionate in flow it was. Hers was a heart 
of silence in the hands of joy, and her body a parable of dawn that 
seemed a niche for veiled divinity or golden temple door to things 
beyond. Immortal rhythms swayed in her time-born steps; her 
look, her smile awoke celestial sense even in earth-stuff, and an 
intense delight poured always supernal beauty on men’s lives. A 
wide self-giving was her native act; a magnanimity as of sea or 
sky enveloped with its greatness all that came and gave a sense 
of a greatened world: her kindly care was a sweet temperate sun; 
her high passion a blue heaven’s equipoise. This is the description 
in Savitri of divine Savitri poised to take mortal birth; but then 
it could also be a description of Savitri itself, Savitri who could 
incarnate the highest Truth, a living power of the incarnate Word:
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A deep of compassion, a hushed sanctuary, 
Her inward help unbarred a gate in heaven; 
Love in her was wider than the universe, 
The whole world could take refuge in her single heart. ||3.37||

The great unsatisfied godhead here could dwell: 
Vacant of the dwarf self’s imprisoned air 
Her mood could harbour his sublimer breath 
Spiritual that can make all things divine. ||3.38||

For even her gulfs were secrecies of light. ||3.39||

At once she was the stillness and the word, 
A continent of self-diffusing peace, 
An ocean of untrembling virgin fire: 
The strength, the silence of the gods were hers. ||3.40||

In her he found a vastness like his own, 
His high warm subtle ether he refound 
And moved in her as in his natural home. ||3.41||

In her he met his own eternity. ||3.42||

He met in her his own eternity. She is a perfect shrine for the 
God of Love. But then the life of the God of Love is also a perfect 
shrine for her to live in; it could embrace her the way the earth 
is embraced by the sky. This is the description of infinity living in 
infinity, each finding itself in another.

Such are the revealing dimensions of infinity’s vastnesses, these 
breathing into each other, one multiplying into another. Such 
are also the glowing dimensions of the epic Savitri, one rolling-
sprawling into another; there is, for instance, at once the stillness 
and the word, there is the self-diffusing peace and the ingathering 
intensity of a virgin fire, there is the strength in the silence of 
the gods and silence in diamond strength of the gods. We have 
luminescent qualities with which the divine Savitri presents herself 
here, transcendental qualities that go in forming a perfect shrine 
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to house upon earth divine Love. It is a full glowing moment in 
which eternity can move freely, it is a body for infinity to live in. All 
heaven’s beauty crowds in earthly limbs! She descends and breaks 
the iron Law, her spirit’s power changes Nature’s doom. Music of 
griefless things weaves her charm; the harps of the Perfect attune 
her voice, the streams of Heaven murmur in her laughter, her lips 
are the honeycombs of God, her limbs his golden jars of ecstasy, 
her breasts the rapture-flowers of Paradise. Strength is with her 
like a conqueror’s sword. That is the brahmaņo rūpam poised to 
take the mortal birth. Like Yogi Aswapati’s daughter Savitri the 
poem Savitri too has the size of such an infinity that ever grows in 
every direction, grows luminously in the joy of becoming.

What is the size of that infinity? infinity that the extraordinary 
Savitri is? and what are the directions in which it grows? or it can 
grow? In the immediate context it has an epic stateliness, a deep 
purple majesty flourishing with the psychic-spiritual; it is an epic 
with crimson fire of the occult burning in the soul; it is an epic lifted 
by orange surreal wings to meet the crescent tossed in night’s wide 
distances. They all hold the divine Ananda in mellifluent rush of 
the moods of the spirit. It has the power of poetic Word to make us 
see the truth everywhere, and in every direction, and in every walk 
of life, in every movement. Here is the swiftness of Savitri, here is 
the celestial enthusiasm, āvéśa, here is the ruby haste of love and 
joy that at once holds in the magnificence of its living and speedy 
measure both earth and heaven; it has come from some far-off 
region to this evolutionary mortal world and goldenly identified 
itself with it, yet retaining that firm indissoluble connection with its 
bright fountain of existence, the transcendental that supports it in 
every way. It is a terrestrial birth for immortal purposes, a divine 
concern for the creation. Eagerness to connect earth and heaven 
is visible in Savitri’s will and action and feeling and thought. 
Here is the sweep of a wide-winging spirit, at once luminous and 
well-poised. Even in this terrestrial sky there is the overmental 
rhythm in that flight. The skies of thought are too narrow, almost 
unimportant for the freedom of the flight that can reach their very 
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birthplace above all altitudes, the worlds of splendour and of calm 
that are far beyond the mortal range; the original wing-beat of 
the gold-and-blue dazzle has the passion and greatness to carry 
them into the birth of a life that shall know no end, no sorrow, 
no death. Following the path of the Truth, ŗtasya panthāh, the 
path seen by the realised Rishis, Savitri full of Truth, ŗtāvarī, leads 
the creation to the Truth, Savitri’s abundances bringing to it the 
abundances of the Truth. They become accessible, the beyond 
being brought vibrantly close to us. Such is the Yajna-Sacrifice of 
Savitri, the leaping tongues rising to the immortal skies and the 
immortal skies flaming in its mystic Fire. Such is the wonder of 
Savitri’s movements, carrying the substance of the Eternal, the 
senses opening to truth-conscient and truth-joyous hearing and 
seeing, a sight that is not cut into segments and a sound that is 
charged with possibilities of the omniscient hush.

This and certainly much more than this is the epic Savitri. To enter 
into greatness of such an epic Savitri needs many greatnesses 
on our part, many disciplined preparations, many readinesses. 
The dimensions themselves are staggering, incredibly staggering, 
astounding; they are encyclopædic. If the poem Savitri has the 
size of infinity, which it has, then it has the infinity of dimensions 
wherein the infinite becomes the innumerable. We have to have at 
least some perspective of this innumerability, of these measures 
and dimensions. Savitri is the Yoga of Transformation, Savitri is 
the incarnate Word, Savitri is the Mantra of Truth, Savitri is Satya 
Mantra, Savitri is the Vision of a Yogi-Poet, Savitri is a supreme 
Revelation, Savitri is brahmano rūpam, Savitri is sunlight moulded 
like a golden maid—all right, all right. But Savitri is also an epic, 
Savitri is a poem, Savitri is a literary creation, Savitri has a literary 
form, Savitri is the lovely soul singing in joy of new æsthesis, 
the joy coming from higher worlds of the gods, from the realms 
of gold, Savitri is metrical composition moving in the rhythm-
beats of infinity, Savitri is an expression of some other speech 
driven by the divine Muse herself, Chhanda-dévatā, yet given to 
us by which our occult senses can get awakened. It is a treasure 
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house of knowledge providing entry in so many branches of 
secular learning, it has history, it has geography, it has literature, 
it has philosophy, sociology, religion, mythology, commerce, 
economics; understandably, therefore, a certain understanding 
and appreciation of these is essential to enter into its globality, 
into the wider spirit of its theme and content and its life of glory.

If we are running through Savitri then it is necessary that both 
these aspects are duly taken care of, the Spiritual-Revelatory and 
the abundant Encyclopædic aspects. We have to grasp that the 
Yogi and the Poet are simultaneously present in Sri Aurobindo. 
His wide-ranging learning has an incredibly prominent place in 
his literary creations which vis-à-vis his yogic attainments should 
not go unappreciated. On the contrary, the yogic-spiritual shades 
and nuances, in fact depths and widths and heights in all their 
extensions as well as details and minutiae come out most tellingly 
and vividly when this comprehensiveness of knowledge or learning 
or even erudition is also assimilatively included in any approach 
towards Savitri. It is another wonderful mode of savouring and 
enjoying the æsthesis of creation, of drinking the honey-rich and 
honey-sweet essence, Rasa, of happiness. It will be a pity if this 
is not made a part of our Savitri-engagement. In Sri Aurobindo 
the Poetic has to be valued in its own right even while his Yogic 
always awes us. We must take resplendent Sri Aurobindo at once 
as a Yogi and a Poet,—he is a Yogi-Poet. It is with such an intuitive 
plus academic enrichening perspective that we could approach his 
Savitri.

There are many ways of approaching Savitri. In the present work 
we have chosen to run through it in steps of what we might call 
octaves or 8-line sentences. Running through Savitri is one such 
attempt. There are in all 196 octaves, summing up to 1568 lines 
in a total of 23 811 lines of Savitri. This is roughly 6.6 per cent 
of the entire composition, or out of 1000 lines we are picking 
up just 66 lines—in every 1000 lines we are skipping 934 lines 
which is a very unfair way of running through the poem as if these 
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lines need not have been there or are just a padding, as if these 
934 lines were superfluous, that while these lines might make 
very acceptable and enjoyable poetry they are inconsequential in 
terms of the thematic development or continuity. This is of course 
fallacious, outright ridiculous, that we can merrily hop over 93 per 
cent of Savitri! an absurd hop! a hippety-hop! taking a country 
mile run while looking at Savitri! But let us first assert that every 
bit of Savitri is purposeful and meaningful, absolutely purposeful 
and meaningful, that all that is in it is unquestionably unskippable. 
Yet there is a way out.

But what is an octave? In poetry it is a group or stanza of eight 
lines, also called an octet. In the Petrarchan sonnets it is the set 
of first eight lines with abba-abba rhyming scheme. It concludes 
a given idea. There is completeness in it, a desired inclusiveness. 
Often an octave is also called a diapason, a full rich outpouring of 
melodious sound. That is what makes octave an acceptable unit for 
running through Savitri, a full rich outpouring of melodious sound; 
it sets up a perfect pace to get a certain view of the epic. “In 
music, an octave (Latin: octavus: eighth) or perfect octave is the 
interval between one musical pitch and another with half or double 
its frequency. The octave relationship is a natural phenomenon 
that has been referred to as the ‘basic miracle of music’, the use 
of which is ‘common in most musical systems’. It may be derived 
from the harmonic series as the interval between the first and 
second harmonics.” In ecclesiastical tradition it is an “entire period 
between a feast day and the eighth day following it”. To emphasise 
that octave is a perfect pace for our purposes, it can be designated 
as P8 as is done in defining perfect interval in the musical scale. In 
it is the “basic miracle of music”.

With this natural choice of an octave to run through Savitri, 
we have to also take care of the 93 per cent of the text that 
gets left out in the process. Seen in terms of 159 Sections in 
Savitri as many as 57 Sections do not have any octave in them 
at all; section-wise this means—please see the appendix for 



Preface xxi

details—about 36 per cent. Yes there is a big hiatus for smooth 
continuous running in the paces of octaves. But we have tried 
to take care of it in two ways, by recognising the two aspects of 
Savitri, the Spiritual-Revelatory and the abundant Encyclopædic 
aspects. While considering a particular octave an effort has been 
made to provide the necessary details in the context which has 
immediately the advantage of assimilating the contents of the 
related missing links. Continuity is thus maintained in some way. 
In fact the abundant referencing to the writings of Sri Aurobindo 
and the Mother creates an all-enveloping ambiance which indeed 
is a tremendous encouragement. This itself is not only the dense 
unifying greatness to go fluently and smoothly through the 
passages of Savitri; it has the power to put us directly in contact 
with the truth that flows everywhere even though may not be 
directly presented as text. The encyclopædic aspect unites us with 
the civilizational abundances that are in such plenty in the corpus 
of Savitri. Generally these tend to get neglected by the feeble souls 
who consider Savitri entirely a scripture and dismiss all academic 
discussions to demean the spiritual work that Savitri is. Not that 
there may not be an element of truth in it; but the timeless 
universality of the spirit that is there in Savitri needs also to be 
imbibed in the depths of our consciousness. When Sri Aurobindo 
was making direct or indirect allusions to these richnesses he was 
not just proudly displaying his vast erudition; they have a multi-
functional role which needs to be grasped. Towards this we have 
made extensive use of the technology that is available to us there 
on the Internet; a free use of it has been made in our discussions. 
It is also that which provides the connections we might have lost 
in strident paces of the octaves while running through Savitri. With 
this apologia, and with our sincere thanks to the Internet sources, 
we can safely run through Savitri in bright paces of octaves.

RY Deshpande

2 June 2014





The indexing is based on the Digital-friendly Edition of Savitri 
published by Savitri Foundation

||1.15|| 15th Sentence in the 1st Running Section of the whole 
Epic

Example:

Intervening in a mindless universe, 
Its message crept through the reluctant hush 
Calling the adventure of consciousness and joy 
And, conquering Nature’s disillusioned breast, 
Compelled renewed consent to see and feel. || 1.15||

For quick web access to sentences just append the sentence index 
to url:

http://savitri.in/read/

So that our example sentence will have the url:

http://savitri.in/read/1.15
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All can be done if the 
god-touch is there

A thought was sown in the unsounded Void, 
A sense was born within the darkness’ depths, 
A memory quivered in the heart of Time 
As if a soul long dead were moved to live: 
But the oblivion that succeeds the fall, 
Had blotted the crowded tablets of the past, 
And all that was destroyed must be rebuilt 
And old experience laboured out once more. ||1.16||

All that was destroyed must be rebuilt, all that was lost must 
be recovered, the old experience must be revived and carried 
forward. Yes, it can happen, it must happen.

All can be done if the god-touch is there. ||1.17||

There was darkness all around, the primordial darkness that 
appeared when the manifesting powers had cut themselves off 
from the divine Source, from their Origin. That was the Fall, 
perhaps a creative Fall, perhaps a well-intended purposeful Fall, 
giving rise to the Oblivion, the non-awareness non-existence of 
the Originator himself, the Cause of Absence, his state of Self-
Forgetfulness. It is a Forgetfulness which he remembers. It is his 
Nothingness. It is his Darkness. It is his Void. Because it is his it is 
charged with his contents. It is the Darkness, the Shadow of Light, 
his Shadow and his Light. In fact where is the Shadow? Where is 
the Darkness? Pain? Death? Where?
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At the bottom of that Darkness was present the Divine himself, 
the inconscient Divine. It was because of this Presence there was 
the desire for the Light, for the change though it may be a distant 
change, that which would not happen immediately.

An un-quivering seed was present, deathless but holding back all 
life, hidden in its own radiance, a quenchless invisible spark, the 
Urge to be that could flame up in all its thousand possibilities, the 
raison d’être for which it is there.

It is because of that assuring Urge something also arrived from the 
other side of the Boundlessness, from the non-manifest Supreme, 
from the absolute Non-Manifest. That assuring Urge would mean 
something that would call for consciousness and joy.

A thought was sown, a sense was born, a memory awoke.

Yes, all that was destroyed in the pre-æonic Era must now be built 
again, the thread that was lost in the Void picked up and extended 
to the future that is waiting for its triumphant arrival. It is that 
thread which will run through the Void and be triumphant.

Surely, that will happen when the god-touch is there.

But the god-touch does not work in a vacuum, and it needs 
instruments for things to happen. There is the preparation and 
there is the sanction, there has to be tapah-prabhāva and there 
has to be deva-prasāda.

□□□
Here is the condition for the god-touch to work:

There are two powers that alone can effect in their conjunction 
the great and difficult thing,—a fixed and unfailing aspiration 
that calls from below and a supreme Grace from above that 
answers. But the supreme Grace will act only in the conditions 
of the Light and the Truth; it will not act in conditions of 
Falsehood and Ignorance. There must be a total and sincere 
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surrender; there must be an exclusive self opening to the 
divine Power; there must be a constant and integral choice of 
the Truth that is descending, a constant and integral rejection 
of the falsehood of the mental, vital and physical Powers and 
Appearances that still rule the earth-Nature. Do not imagine 
that truth and falsehood, light and darkness, surrender and 
selfishness can be allowed to dwell together in the house 
consecrated to the Divine. Reject the false notion that the 
divine Power will do and is bound to do everything for you 
at your demand and even though you do not satisfy the 
conditions laid down by the Supreme. Make your surrender 
true and complete, then only will all else be done for you. A 
glad and strong and helpful submission is demanded to the 
working of the Divine force, the obedience of the illumined 
disciple of the Truth, of the inner Warrior who fights against 
obscurity and falsehood, of the faithful servant of the Divine.

[The Mother]



Truth’s throne on the shadowy  
back of doubt

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 to our joy and bale, 
Our prostrate soil bore the awakening ray. ||1.36||

There was a promising moment, a moment of consequence 
when an intense aspiration arose from the soul of the earth. In 
it suddenly all became an act of devotion and worship and joy, of 
oneness with the deity residing in the bright-blazing depths of the 
heart. There was in it participation of the whole world. Air was a 
vibrant link between earth and heaven, the wind on its priestly 
wings rose as would rise a hymn in adoration to the Goddess of 
Nature, the branches of the trees prayed in a revealing sky. It 
didn’t matter what was here, outside, ignorance and death and 
fate and unfortunate time, half-lit and half-living mortality, nothing 
seemed to matter when none knew what was going to happen the 
next instant, when doubt was looking at the face of the truth. 
But then the wonder dawned in the sky, the prostrate soil carried 
in her bosom the poised confident awakening ray. In spite of all 
the limitations, with all the earthliness of the earth the prophetic 
gleam could step in, the vision brighten up the wide ranges, the 
daily things turn into miracles. Yet this was not sufficient, it was not 
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sufficient to receive and hold what was coming, the divine afflatus, 
the divine message, the word would not stay. Consequently, it 
withdrew, the luminous rush of the creative power, the idea-force 
behind the inspiration went back, went back  to the place from 
where it had come. It preferred to go back to its home of truth 
and light and self-expressive joy. The messenger returned. But 
there was left a trace in the wake of the message. There was the 
difficulty, that things were not ready. That is why it preferred to 
go back. In our present state, in this state of unpreparedness of 
our mortality only a little the god-light can stay. As the message 
withdrew, as the divine messenger returned, the bid had to be 
made again, another effort had to be put in once more, another 
beginning attempted possibly in another way. Things could not be 
left in that predicament. Certainly the message had come with a 
purpose, with a definite intention, and therefore its going back 
cannot be the last in the sequence, it cannot mean the frustration 
of that purpose; that cannot be in the scheme of things, cannot 
be in the logic of things, its going back will not be without another 
strategy. The purpose is with an idea-force behind it and it has 
to be realized notwithstanding the difficulties and obstacles and 
dilemmas. A way has to be found if there are issues involved in 
the entire working. The purpose has got to be served. But there 
are also conditions. If things have to happen in this mortal world 
in their natural way, there has to be that element of urge in them, 
that insistent craving, that yearning, that desire. There has to be 
the basic necessity, the will, the craving, the wish, the aspiration 
of the human soul for things of the spirit. Deep within us there has 
to be something to go by what the message would offer. There 
has to be the ache of the world, the primordial urge, the flame 
lighted in our hearts. To it can then come the answering consent, 
a response in the nature of the birth of a conquering and radiant 
Power. If the desire is weak, if the longing is feeble it may have 
to be strengthened. The necessary yoga-tapasyā may have to be 
done. But who else can do such a yoga-tapasyā if not the Supreme 
himself, he taking a mortal birth, he coming as Aswapati?

□□□
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O LORD, Thou of whom I would be constantly conscious and whom 
I would realise in the smallest cells of my being, Thou whom I 
would know as myself and see manifested in all things, Thou who 
art the sole reality, the sole cause and aim of existence, grant that 
my love for Thee may grow ever greater so that I may be all love, 
Thy love itself, and that, being Thy love, I may unite integrally 
with Thee. May this love grow more and more intense, complete, 
luminous, powerful; may this love become an irresistible urge 
towards Thee, the invincible means of manifesting Thee. May 
everything in this being become pure, profound, disinterested, 
divine love—from the unfathomable depths to the outermost 
substance. May the God with form who manifests in this aggregate 
be entirely moulded from Thy complete and sublime love, the love 
which is at once the source and the realisation of all knowledge; 
may thought be clarified, organised, enlightened, transformed by 
Thy love; may all the life-forces, solely impregnated by Thy love 
and moulded from it, draw from it irresistible purity and constant 
energy, power and rectitude. May this weakened intermediary 
being, take advantage of its weakness to reconstitute itself with 
elements entirely moulded from Thy love, and may this body, now 
a burning brazier, radiate Thy divine, impersonal, sublime and calm 
love from every pore. . . . May the brain be reconstituted by Thy 
love. Lastly, may Thy love overflow, flood, penetrate, transfigure, 
regenerate, animate all things, with the power, the splendour, the 
sweetness and force which are its very own. In Thy love is peace, 
in Thy love is joy, in Thy love is Thy servitor’s sovereign lever of 
work. Thy love is vaster than the universe and more lasting than 
all the ages; it is infinite, eternal, it is Thyself. And it is Thyself 
I want to be and that I am, for such is Thy law, such is Thy will.

[23 May 1914]



Hard is it to persuade 
earth-nature’s change

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. ||2.11||

Hard is it to persuade earth-nature’s change. The roots of nature’s 
obstinacy in us are present in our inconscient birth. Howsoever 
we might try to remove it, it persists. It has to persist. That is the 
foundation. It cannot be ignored. Perhaps it is so for a purpose. 
The question is, how to deal with it, how to take care of the 
pragmatics. It is the habit of life to die, but shall it always remain 
so? Death is a habit, and the effort is to change the habit. It can be 
fixed by going to the basics of things. Our habits, our nature, our 
preferences and addictions, our practices cannot disappear unless 
a radical change occurs in us. As long as we live in the surface 
consciousness, as long as we are governed by the ego-soul we 
cannot hold expectations of light, light that carries no darkness as 
its shadow, hope of happiness behind which does not trail sorrow 
and suffering, breath of nobility that is not dragged by the vileness 
of mortality. Can this be reworked? But this must reworked though 
we are a dog’s tail that can never be straightened. Crookedness 
is in our nature’s DNA. Can the DNA be modified? But it must 
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undergo modification. That is the problem faced in the inconscient 
creation. But perhaps it is also seeded with the flame of change.

□□□
Vivekananda recounts a story of a dog’s curly tail:

There was a poor man who wanted some money; and 
somehow he had heard that if he could get hold of a ghost, 
he might command him to bring money or anything else he 
liked; so he was very anxious to get hold of a ghost. He went 
about searching for a man who would give him a ghost, and 
at last he found a sage with great powers, and besought his 
help. The sage asked him what he would do with a ghost. “I 
want a ghost to work for me; teach me how to get hold of one, 
sir; I desire it very much,” replied the man. But the sage said, 
“Don’t disturb yourself, go home.” The next day the man went 
again to the sage and began to weep and pray, “Give me a 
ghost; I must have a ghost, sir, to help me.” At last the sage 
was disgusted, and said, “Take this charm, repeat this magic 
word, and a ghost will come, and whatever you say to him he 
will do. But beware; they are terrible beings, and must be kept 
continually busy. If you fail to give him work, he will take your 
life.” The man replied, “That is easy; I can give him work for 
all his life.” Then he went to a forest, and after long repetition 
of the magic word, a huge ghost appeared before him, and 
said, “I am a ghost. I have been conquered by your magic; 
but you must keep me constantly employed. The moment you 
fail to give me work I will kill you.” The man said, “Build me a 
palace,”, and the ghost said, “It is done; the palace is built.” 
“Bring me money,” said the man. “Here is your money,” said 
the ghost. “Cut this forest down, and build a city in its place.” 
“That is done,” said the ghost, “anything more?” Now the man 
began to be frightened and thought he could give him nothing 
more to do; he did everything in a trice. The ghost said, “Give 
me something to do or I will eat you up.” The poor man could 
find no further occupation for him, and was frightened. So he 
ran and ran and at last reached the sage, and said, “Oh, sir, 
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protect my life!” The sage asked him what the matter was, 
and the man replied, “I have nothing to give the ghost to 
do. Everything I tell him to do he does in a moment, and he 
threatens to eat me up if I do not give him work.” Just then 
the ghost arrived, saying, “I’ll eat you up,” and he would have 
swallowed the man. The man began to shake, and begged the 
sage to save his life. The sage said, “I will find you a way out. 
Look at that dog with a curly tail. Draw your sword quickly 
and cut the tail off and give it to the ghost to straighten 
out.” The man cut off the dog’s tail and gave it to the ghost, 
saying, “Straighten that out for me.” The ghost took it and 
slowly and carefully straightened it out, but as soon as he let 
it go, it instantly curled up again. Once more he laboriously 
straightened it out, only to find it again curled up as soon as 
he attempted to let go of it. Again he patiently straightened it 
out, but as soon as he let it go, it curled up again. So he went 
on for days and days, until he was exhausted and said, “I was 
never in such trouble before in my life. I am an old veteran 
ghost, but never before was I in such trouble.” “I will make 
a compromise with you;” he said to the man, “you let me off 
and I will let you keep all I have given you and will promise 
not to harm you.” The man was much pleased, and accepted 
the offer gladly.

This world is like a dog’s curly tail, and people have been 
striving for hundreds of years to straighten it; but when they 
let it go, it has curled up again.

□□□
In the old Scriptures they used to compare that with a dog’s twisted 
tail. And it is truly like that, it’s a sort of TWIST that you try to 
straighten out and which goes back to its shape automatically, 
idiotically—you untwist it, it twists up again; you reject it, it comes 
again. It’s extremely interesting, but it’s miserable. Miserable. And 
all illnesses are like that, all, all of them, whatever their external 
form. The external form is only one way of being of the SAME 
THING—because things are arranged in every possible way (there 
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aren’t two identical things and everything is arranged differently), 
so then, some follow similar twists, and that’s what doctors call 
“such and such an illness.” But if they are sincere, they will tell 
you, “There aren’t two like illnesses.”

[18 December 1965]

□□□
Tailpiece

Dogs do not wag their tails only when they are happy. There could 
be other reasons—fear, insecurity, challenge. The wagging also 
serves the function of communication, as does the smile in our 
case. A dog left to itself would not wag the tail. Vertical tail is a 
clearly dominant signal meaning, “I’m boss around here,” or even a 
warning, “Back off or suffer the consequences.” As the tail position 
drops lower, it is a sign the dog is becoming more submissive, is 
worried or feels poorly. The extreme expression is the tail tucked 
under the body, which is a sign of fear, meaning, “Please don’t hurt 
me.” The speed of the wag indicates how excited the dog is.

http://www.psychologytoday.com/blog/canine-corner/201112/
what-dog-s-tail-wags-really-mean-some-new-scientific-data



The assault of ether and of fire

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. ||2.11||

Inflicting on the heights the abysm’s law, 
It sullies with its mire heaven’s messengers: 
Its thorns of fallen nature are the defence 
It turns against the saviour hands of Grace; 
It meets the sons of God with death and pain. ||2.12||

Savitri is itself the assault of ether and of fire. The assault comes 
by declaring the inevitability of the death of Satyavan, of the 
incarnate god-soul who is in the grip of death and ignorance. He 
is the divine Urge to grow, the Flame, the Will to expand, to be 
many, bahusyām, open out the possibilities of the spirit in the 
world of mortality. A difficult thing he has done, and therefore a 
day has to come that he dies; that the past is dissolved—for that 
to happen Satyavan must die. But that death has to take place 
in an exceptional manner, he must die in the lap of Savitri, the 
Daughter of the Infinite, who alone can conquer the Exterminator 
of Life, vanquish Death. The birth of Savitri, her coming for that 
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purpose is the assault of ether and of fire. She comes with a 
Conqueror’s Sword and cuts the knot that had tied Satyavan to 
the world of Ignorance and Death. In the process, one who stood 
in front of her as Death he himself gets transformed into his true 
self, he becomes the giver of happy boons to the world.

□□□
The birth of Savitri is the assault of ether and of fire: “Impersonally, 
all things here, even the movements of the Ignorance, are herself 
in veiled power and her creations in diminished substance, her 
Nature-body and Nature-force, and they exist because, moved by 
the mysterious fiat of the Supreme to work out something that 
was there in the possibilities of the Infinite, she has consented to 
the great sacrifice and has put on like a mask the soul and forms 
of the Ignorance. But personally too she has stooped to descend 
here into the Darkness that she may lead it to the Light, into the 
Falsehood and Error that she may convert it to the Truth, into this 
Death that she may turn it to godlike Life, into this world-pain 
and its obstinate sorrow and suffering that she may end it in the 
transforming ecstasy of her sublime Ananda. In her deep and 
great love for her children she has consented to put on herself 
the cloak of this obscurity, condescended to bear the attacks and 
torturing influences of the powers of Darkness and the Falsehood, 
borne to pass through the portals of the birth that is a death, 
taken upon herself the pangs and sorrows and sufferings of the 
creation, since it seemed that thus alone could it be lifted to the 
Light and Joy and Truth and eternal Life. This is the great sacrifice 
called sometimes the sacrifice of the Purusha, but much more 
deeply the holocaust of Prakriti, the sacrifice of the Divine Mother.”

A Vedic Rishi says: “He is the child of the waters, the child of 
the forests, the child of things stable and the child of things that 
move. Even in the stone he is there for man, he is there in the 
middle of his house,—he is as one universal in creatures; he is the 
Immortal, the perfect thinker.”
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He is the Immortal, the perfect thinker, and he has thought out 
everything perfectly. If the abysm’s law can affect the heights, it 
only shows the formidable nature, the strength of the problem 
that has to be met and tackled. The perfect thinker waits for the 
perfect might to get into the business. He came as perfect love 
and bore the cross of pain. In it the cross will be transformed into 
a white four-petalled flower.



The blue mountains of 
her soaring youth

As in a many-hued flaming inner dawn, 
Her life’s broad highways and its sweet bypaths 
Lay mapped to her sun-clear recording view, 
From the bright country of her childhood’s days 
And the blue mountains of her soaring youth 
And the paradise groves and peacock wings of Love 
To joy clutched under the silent shadow of doom 
In a last turn where heaven raced with hell. ||3.4||

□□□
ONE day I wrote: “My heart has fallen asleep down to the very 
depths of my being. . . . ” Merely asleep? I cannot believe it. I 
think it is completely hushed, perhaps for ever. From sleep one 
awakes, from this quietness there is no falling back. And since that 
day I have not observed any relapse. In place of something very 
intensely concentrated which for a long while was intermittently 
tumultuous, has come an immensity so vast and calm and 
untroubled, filling my being; or rather my being has melted into 
that; for how could that which is limitless be contained in a form? 
And these great mountains with their serene contours which I see 
from my window, range after majestic range up to the very horizon, 
are in perfect harmony with the rhythm of this being, filled with 
an infinite peace. Lord, couldst Thou have taken possession of Thy 
kingdom? Or rather of this part of the kingdom, for the body is still 
obscure and ignorant, slow to respond, without plasticity. Will it be 
purified one day like the rest? And will Thy victory then be total? 
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It matters little. This instrument is what Thou wantest it to be and 
its bliss is unalloyed.

[Akakura: 13 July 1917]

□□□
When I used to go out in the evenings—towards the end of the 
afternoon I used to go for a walk with Monsieur X to see the 
countryside, go walking in the mountains, the neighbouring 
villages—I used to lock my door; it was a habit with me, I always 
locked my door. Madame X would rarely go out, for the reasons I 
have already mentioned, because she was in a trance most of the 
time and liked to stay at home. But when I returned from the walk 
and opened my door—which was locked, and therefore nobody 
could have entered—I would always find a kind of little garland of 
flowers on my pillow. They were flowers which grew in the garden, 
they are called Belles de Nuit; we have them here, they open in 
the evening and have a wonderful fragrance. There was a whole 
alley of them, with big bushes as high as this; they are remarkable 
flowers—I believe it’s the same here—on the same bush there 
are different coloured flowers: yellow, red, mixed, violet. They 
are tiny flowers like... bluebells; no, rather like the convolvulus, 
but these grow on bushes—convolvulus is a creeper, these are 
bushes—we have some here in the garden. She always used to put 
some behind her ears, for they have a lovely smell, oh! delightfully 
beautiful. And so, she used to take a walk in the alley between 
these big bushes which were quite high, and she gathered flowers, 
and—when I came back, these flowers were in my room!... She 
never told me how she did it, but she certainly did not go in there. 
Once she said to me, “Were there no flowers in your room?”—“Ah! 
yes, indeed,” I said. And that was all. Then I knew it was she who 
had put them there.

Madame X had the power to dematerialise and rematerialise 
things. And she never said anything, she did not boast, she did not 
say, “I am going to do something”, she did not speak of anything; 
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she just did it quietly. She did not attach much importance to 
these things, she knew they were just a proof that there are other 
forces than purely material ones.

[15 March 1957]

□□□
315 – I am weary of the childish impatience which cries and 
blasphemes and denies the ideal because the Golden Mountains 
cannot be reached in our little day or in a few momentary centuries.

[Thoughts and Aphorisms]



An hour comes when fail 
all Nature’s means

An absolute supernatural darkness falls 
On man sometimes when he draws near to God: 
An hour comes when fail all Nature’s means; 
Forced out from the protecting Ignorance 
And flung back on his naked primal need, 
He at length must cast from him his surface soul 
And be the ungarbed entity within: 
That hour had fallen now on Savitri. ||3.6||

This is an extraordinary context and, although it is spoken for 
man, for the collectivity, it is not that everyone of us is going to 
meet it, arrive at it. It is for exceptional individuals, it is for those 
who draw near to God. How many of us come to that expectation? 
We continue to be happy in ignorance, we continue to remain 
safe under the protecting Ignorance and possibly once in a while 
desire to get out of it, that desire which does not have much force, 
much intensity in it, desire which could just be some vital wish or 
a mental formulation, a vague passing idea, a notion, a fancy. We 
live with the surface soul, in the outward nature, in the transient 
ego-self. But here is the tussle in the greatness of life demanding 
the greatness of our true self to emerge.

□□□
Here human Savitri is about to enter into that greatness. The seed 
for that to happen has been cast in her soul by Narad. He has also 
told her that Satyavan will die one year after their marriage. That 
year is soon coming to a close, and the future is the unknown 
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blank staring into her eyes. Savitri looks for help, waits for 
guidance; but nothing seems to happen, nothing of avail comes. 
She has reached a point where life must be in vain or else, if it 
has to have an assertive meaning in her life, her will must cancel 
her body’s destiny. She must break out of the timeless barrier, 
penetrate through the monstrous hush of the Void, look into the 
eyes of Death standing in front of her. That great and dolorous, 
that dangerous moment was now close for Savitri. But there is 
already something yogic in her, and suddenly to her calm heart the 
Voice of her summit Self, of the deity presiding over her destiny, 
the Voice of the mighty Spirit speaks, and she is set on the Path. 
She is now a flaming warrior on the eternal peaks standing there 
to smite from immortal Death the visage of the dumb absolute.

□□□
Let us first see from a metrical point of view the two “hour”-lines 
that are present in the passage: “An hour comes when fail all 
Nature’s means” and “That hour had fallen now on Savitri”. It may 
also be noted that about “come” there is an editorial issue. About 
it there can be differences of approach but priorities need be fixed 
properly.

Let us look at the line “An hour comes when fail all Nature’s 
means.” This line in the Revised Edition reads as follows: “An hour 
arrives when fail all Nature’s means.” The obvious question is, how 
has the line undergone such a change, though perhaps not of a 
very crucial kind, interesting yet it is from a certain point of view.

In fact, there is an editorial problem here, though of a minor 
nature, whether it should be “An hour comes…” or “An hour 
arrives…” As far as the sense is concerned there is really not much 
to choose between “comes” and “arrives”. From the point of view 
of poetic technique we have: An hour/ arrives/ when fail/ all Nat/ 
ure’s means—four beautiful iambs with spondee as the fourth 
foot; An ho/ ur comes/ when fail/ all Nat/ ure’s means—this is also 
acceptable, with ‘hour’ taken with two syllables, not an uncommon 
thing in Savitri; with this ‘ho /ur’ the first line—It was the hour 
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before the Gods awake—would become iamb-iamb-anapaest-
iamb-iamb, which could also pass without any technical objection. 
In many places Sri Aurobindo scans ‘inspires’ or ‘desires’ with three 
syllables, trisyllabic though generally these are disyllabic; so too 
could be taken ‘hour’ as ‘ho/ ur’. As far as rhythm is concerned, it 
is a matter of one’s taste and association, one’s predilections also; 
nor can there be any strict formula everywhere for the same poet; 
it could depend upon the situation. Then, while in the ‘arrival’-
line there is a strong ‘r’-alliterative effect, in the ‘comes’-line the 
additional ‘m’-alliteration brings a kind of self-closing poetic result. 
Nor is this line that kind of a mantra in which nothing can be 
changed, the exact word in the exact position. There is neither 
the mantric inevitability of ‘arrives’ nor of ‘comes’. However, the 
opening line should be scanned with five iambs; anapaest would 
tend to give it a hurrying effect which wouldn’t suit the royal gait 
of the opening line of Savitri! Through the first line of Savitri—It 
was the hour before the Gods awake—the entire poetic technique 
of Savitri is also gets illustrated. The epic will be essentially using 
iambic (short-long) pentameter with end-stopped lines, each line 
or a set of lines forming a unit by itself. The first foot in the first 
line will be strictly a pyrrhic—short-short—but here due to stress 
and quantity, and not due to accent which it lacks, it can be treated 
as an iamb.

And yet there is a problem. The whole passage we are discussing 
was written first by Sri Aurobindo around 1945, written on a tiny 
chit-pad sheet. On it our line in his hand is ‘An hour arrives when 
fail all Nature’s means.” But there were revisions by dictation 
around it and when the scribe made a fair copy of the text he put—
inadvertently we might suppose, probably being carried away by 
the sense of the sentence—‘comes’ instead of ‘arrives’. Obviously, 
‘comes’ continued to be there through all the subsequent stages 
of composition, including a number of times the line with ‘comes’ 
having been read out to Sri Aurobindo. Nirodbaran’s fair copy, 
that is, the ledger, as well as several earlier manuscripts had 
‘comes’; Nolini’s type-sheets, proofs from the press on three or 
four occasions—all of them were read out to Sri Aurobindo and 
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he never felt uneasy with his ‘arrives’ having been “changed” 
to ‘comes’ by somebody else. It should also be noted that, in a 
few cases, there are differences between what was sent to the 
press and what came out of it; obviously the proofs had on them 
revisions by dictation given by Sri Aurobindo, but unfortunately 
those proofs have not survived. Which could make room for one 
to argue that Sri Aurobindo, at that stage, could have re-dictated 
the line as follows: “An hour approaches when fail all Nature’s 
means” with the third foot as an anapaest, the line scanning as 
iamb-iamb-anapaest-spondee-iamb; but this dictated change 
was not carried out by the press, again, something which is quite 
conceivable. However, it must be admitted that in ‘approaches’ we 
do not have the naturalness of ‘comes’ or ‘arrives’.

One way of looking at the situation, as vehemently argued by 
the upholders of the ‘arrives’ version, as suggested by the editors 
of that blemished Revised Edition, is as follows. In their general 
remarks they write: “…an accident produced a reading that was not 
noticeably wrong and even found its way into the printed text. This 
raises the question: when Sri Aurobindo let a variant introduced 
by someone else remain intact, is it the same as if he had written 
it himself? If we want an authentic edition of Savitri in which each 
word is Sri Aurobindo’s own, it would seem that in such a case the 
word found in his manuscript should be restored in place of the 
word that was inadvertently substituted for it by another person.” 
That is a very rational argument and there is no doubt about it, 
sounds perfectly indisputable, a laudable faithfulness. But then 
there could also be another way of looking at things. If the author 
has allowed to stand something, can we really object to him in 
that respect? If he has passed something—“passed unnoticed and 
remained in the published version,” as the editors put it—can we 
overrule him and change the text? The fact is, the author has left it 
unchanged. If Sri Aurobindo keeps something, though not his, who 
are we to dismiss it? Can that which Sri Aurobindo retained be said 
to be not ‘authentic’ or less ‘authentic’? In this particular case it is 
not that ‘comes’ did not exist earlier; it did. Perhaps there should 



An hour comes when fail all Nature’s means 21

be some other way to resolve the issue. Is there any? But let us 
look at the problem from the perspective of objective detailing 
of the facts. This has unfortunately been not made known to the 
readers and researchers of Savitri.

At the moment we are analysing the situation arising out of ‘comes’ 
/ ‘arrives’ without really knowing how the said passage developed 
in the process of its composition. If it had remained intact all 
through, except for the inadvertent change of ‘arrives’ to ‘comes’ 
while making a fair copy of the manuscript, then perhaps one can 
concede the restoration of the author’s hand-written word. But 
around it, if there are new dictations or changes due to dictation, 
then the case for ‘arrives’ becomes weak, suspect. We have 
absolutely no knowledge of it, and there is reason to say that the 
whole editing has been done in a kind of hush-hush manner. That 
makes it highly vulnerable, quite dubious, even if there is plenty of 
scholarship and hard work behind it. We have argued about some 
of these aspects in Editing Savitri—a Brief Discussion but a more 
detailed look into it is essential. This can happen only if there is 
access to the archival documents. Until then one can only point 
out uncertainties in the revised text and leave the matters at that.

□□□
Here is a perceptive comment from a student of Savitri: I checked 
that all previous editions have ‘comes’ in it and not ‘arrives’. 
Consider the leading lines in the passage:

Twelve passionate months led in a day of fate. ||3.5||

An absolute supernatural darkness falls 
On man sometimes when he draws near to God: 
An hour comes when fail all Nature’s means; ||3.6||

“An hour arrives” would sound too dramatic here. If we keep in 
the mind the context of the narration, nobody else knows that 
Satyavan is doomed to die that day. Only she experiences that 
“supernatural darkness” while the rest of the world goes on as 
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usual. “An hour comes when fail all Nature’s means” has a bare 
simplicity about it which adds to the poignancy of the hour. Anyway, 
“hour arrives” sounds too dramatic and “hour comes” tells us how 
quietly such an hour can descend, even though Savitri has been 
waiting for it the entire year.

Take the futile example of discussing “god-touch” or “God-touch”. 
We may have liking for one or the other, and we may argue in 
one way or the other, argue endlessly, and that will not lead us 
anywhere. As a matter of awe and respect, we may prefer “God-
touch”, something great (or Great) entering into the operation. 
But that something Great (and not great) can be disastrous if 
we are not able to withstand its power, and so the preference 
could go for “god-touch”. This is an interminable argument. In the 
absence of any data the best thing is to go by the 1950 where 
it is “god-touch”. [1.17] If there are variations from the earlier 
drafts, we should also examine if the entire passage had remained 
unchanged except for the given word.

□□□
“An hour comes when fail all Nature’s means.” Here are some 
examples:

This is true in the case of the Avatars and great Vibhutis. Christ 
had to accept the Cross to complete his work. Nothing could 
be done when Sita fell under the sway of a phantom deer. The 
only way to make Arjuna pick up the mighty bow of conquest 
was by revealing to him the Time-Spirit as the Destroyer, the 
Destroyer of the Worlds. That hour had fallen now on Savitri, 
the hour of the proclaimed death of her lover and husband 
Satyavan. In that hour her will must cancel deathful destiny. 
The fate of the creation is locked in that momentous moment 
of Eternity.

□□□
Sri Aurobindo was an undertrial prisoner in Alipore Jail. In his 
Uttarpara speech, dated 30 May 1909, he tells us:
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When I was arrested and hurried to the Lal Bazar Hazat I was 
shaken in faith for a while, for I could not look into the heart 
of His intention. Therefore I faltered for a moment and cried 
out in my heart to Him, “What is this that has happened to 
me ? I believed that I had a mission to work for the people of 
my country and until that work was done, I should have Thy 
protection. Why then am I here and on such a charge?” A day 
passed and a second day and a third, when a voice came to 
me from within, “Wait and see.” Then I grew calm and waited, 
I was taken from Lal Bazar to Alipore and was placed for one 
month in a solitary cell apart from men. There I waited day 
and night for the voice of God within me, to know what He had 
to say to me, to learn what I had to do. In this seclusion the 
earliest realisation, the first lesson came to me. I remembered 
then that a month or more before my arrest, a call had come 
to me to put aside all activity, to go in seclusion and to look 
into myself, so that I might enter into closer communion with 
Him. I was weak and could not accept the call. My work was 
very dear to me and in the pride of my heart I thought that 
unless I was there, it would suffer or even fail and cease; 
therefore I would not leave it. It seemed to me that He spoke 
to me again and said, “The bonds you had not the strength 
to break, I have broken for you, because it is not my will nor 
was it ever my intention that that should continue. I have had 
another thing for you to do and it is for that I have brought 
you here, to teach you what you could not learn for yourself 
and to train you for my work.” Then He placed the Gita in my 
hands. His strength entered into me and I was able to do the 
sādhanā of the Gita. I was not only to understand intellectually 
but to realise what Sri Krishna demanded of Arjuna and what 
He demands of those who aspire to do His work, to be free 
from repulsion and desire, to do work for Him without the 
demand for fruit, to renounce self-will and become a passive 
and faithful instrument in His hands, to have an equal heart 
for high and low, friend and opponent, success and failure, 
yet not to do His work negligently. I realised what the Hindu 
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religion meant. We speak often of the Hindu religion, of the 
Sanatan Dharma, but few of us really know what that religion 
is. Other religions are preponderatingly religions of faith 
and profession, but the Sanatan Dharma is life itself; it is 
a thing that has not so much to be believed as lived. This is 
the Dharma that for the salvation of humanity was cherished 
in the seclusion of this peninsula from of old. It is to give 
this religion that India is rising. She does not rise as other 
countries do, for self or when she is strong, to trample on the 
weak. She is rising to shed the eternal light entrusted to her 
over the world. India has always existed for humanity and not 
for herself and it is for humanity and not for herself that she 
must be great.

That was the “hour comes when fail all Nature’s means.”

□□□
Sri Aurobindo continues:

When the case opened in the lower court and we were brought 
before the Magistrate I was followed by the same insight. He 
said to me, “When you were cast into jail, did not your heart 
fail and did you not cry out to me, where is Thy protection? 
Look now at the Magistrate, look now at the Prosecuting 
Counsel.” I looked and it was not the Magistrate whom I saw, 
it was Vāsudeva, it was Narayana who was sitting there on the 
bench. I looked at the Prosecuting Counsel and it was not the 
Counsel for the prosecution that I saw; it was Sri Krishna who 
sat there, it was my Lover and Friend who sat there and smiled. 
"Now do you fear?" He said, "I am in all men and I overrule 
their actions and their words. My protection is still with you 
and you shall not fear. This case which is brought against you, 
leave it in my hand. It is not for you. It was not for the trial 
that I brought you here but for something else. The case itself 
is only a means for my work and nothing more." Afterwards 
when the trial opened in the Sessions Court, I began to write 
many instructions for my Counsel as to what was false in the 
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evidence against me and on what points the witnesses might 
be cross-examined. Then something happened which I had 
not expected. The arrangements which had been made for my 
defence were suddenly changed and another Counsel stood 
there to defend me. He came unexpectedly,—a friend of mine, 
but I did not know he was coming. You have all heard the 
name of the man who put away from him all other thoughts 
and abandoned all his practice, who sat up half the night day 
after day for months and broke his health to save me,—Srijut 
Chittaranjan Das. When I saw him, I was satisfied, but I still 
thought it necessary to write instructions. Then all that was 
put away from me and I had the message from within, "This 
is the man who will save you from the snares put around your 
feet. Put aside those papers. It is not you who will instruct 
him. I will instruct him." From that time I did not of myself 
speak a word to my Counsel about the case or give a single 
instruction, and if ever I was asked a question, I always found 
that my answer did not help the case. I had left it to him and 
he took it entirely into his hands, with what result you know. 
I knew all along what He meant for me, for I heard it again 
and again, always I listened to the voice within; "I am guiding, 
therefore fear not. Turn to your own work for which I have 
brought you to jail and when you come out, remember never 
to fear, never to hesitate. Remember that it is I who am doing 
this, not you nor any other. Therefore whatever clouds may 
come, whatever dangers and sufferings, whatever difficulties, 
whatever impossibilities, there is nothing impossible, nothing 
difficult. I am in the nation and its uprising and I am Vāsudeva, 
I am Narayana, and what I will, shall be, not what others will. 
What I choose to bring about, no human power can stay."

□□□
And here is the Mother in some of her prayers:

Yesterday morning the last veil was almost rent, the last 
stronghold of the blind and ignorant personality seemed 
to be on the point of yielding; for the first time I thought I 



Running through Savitri 26

had understood what true impersonal service was, and the 
obstacle separating me from the integral realisation seemed 
very fragile to me, and on the point of disappearing definitively. 
But the necessity of my outer duties tore me away from this 
beneficent and happy contemplation, and when I was obliged 
to return to the outer consciousness the veil closed again 
and now seems to me darker than ever. Why this fall into the 
inconscience of night after so great a light? … O Lord, Lord, 
wilt Thou not then let me escape at last from ignorance and 
become one with Thee? Now that I have known and seen so 
well what the work upon the earth must be, could I not realise 
it? Am I then riveted to ignorance and illusion? … Why, why 
this night after so great and pure a light? All my being is tense 
in a call of anguish! 

      O Lord, take pity on me! 
[18 April 1914]

□□□
Lord, Thou didst speak to me through the lips of one of those who 
have known Thee best—most probably to make me understand 
Thy lesson better (was I then deaf to Thy direct suggestion?). And 
still I do not understand at the moment what to do. Thou knowest 
what happiness would be mine if by Thy grace I could be integrally 
transformed into a hearth of divine love—that love which is the first 
and highest manifestation of Thy eternal Truth, that love which is 
at once the completest expression in this world of Thy Truth and 
the most direct road to lead to it the human consciousness that 
has gone astray. In the days when I used to aspire, desire and 
ask, how many times have I asked of Thee the grace of this state 
as the one most in conformity with my present ideal of action! And 
at that time it seemed to me that the day I should be purified of all 
egoistic preference, Thou wouldst choose this individual terrestrial 
being as an instrument of Thy manifestation of love upon earth. 
And now that Thou askest it of me, more than ever before do I feel 
my helplessness. For such a long time I thought I knew what love 
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was, and now that I no longer see anything that cannot be called 
love, I also no longer see anything that may specially be called 
love. And how can I be that which I can no longer define, that 
state which I can no longer distinguish? And yet Thou didst show 
me yesterday that I was holding enclosed in a dark sheath one of 
Thy most precious and powerful gifts… Lord, all my being aspires 
to obey Thy voice, to conform to Thy Law; but it does not know in 
its outer consciousness, does not understand what Thou expectest 
of it. It feels indeed that at present its love is a passive state and 
that Thou wouldst awaken it to an active state; but how to pass 
from one to the other is what escapes it. It knows that this active 
state of love should be constant and impersonal, that is, absolutely 
independent of circumstances and persons, since it cannot and 
must not be concentrated upon any one thing in particular; and 
in this it will resemble the present passive state of love which 
is pure, unchanging and impersonal. But what it still does not 
know is how, even while retaining its purity, unchangeability and 
impersonality, qualities now inherent in its being, it can resume 
its activity. That is why this evening I implored Lord Mitra who so 
perfectly symbolises Thy truth of love, asking him to come to my 
help and enlighten my ignorance, dissolve my doubts, vanquish 
my hesitations, break down the last obstacles and take possession 
of this physical instrument so that it may become what Thou 
expectest it to be. But my speech is timid and my voice faltering 
and I do not know if Lord Mitra heard my prayer.

[21 December 1916]

□□□
Thou hast subjected me to a hard discipline; rung after rung, I 
have climbed the ladder which leads to Thee and, at the summit 
of the ascent, Thou hast made me taste the perfect joy of 
identity with Thee. Then, obedient to Thy command, rung after 
rung, I have descended to outer activities and external states of 
consciousness, re-entering into contact with these worlds that I 
left to discover Thee. And now that I have come back to the bottom 



Running through Savitri 28

of the ladder, all is so dull, so mediocre, so neutral, in me and 
around me, that I understand no more… What is it then that Thou 
awaitest from me, and to what use that slow long preparation, 
if all is to end in a result to which the majority of human beings 
attain without being subjected to any discipline? How is it possible 
that having seen all that I have seen, experienced all that I have 
experienced, after I have been led up even to the most sacred 
sanctuary of Thy knowledge and communion with Thee, Thou hast 
made of me so utterly common an instrument in such ordinary 
circumstances? In truth, O Lord, Thy ends are unfathomable and 
pass my understanding… Why, when Thou hast placed in my 
heart the pure diamond of Thy perfect Felicity, sufferest Thou its 
surface to reflect the shadows which come from outside and so 
leave unsuspected and, it would seem, ineffective the treasure 
of Peace Thou hast granted me? Truly all this is a mystery and 
confounds my understanding. Why, when Thou hast given me this 
great inner silence, sufferest Thou the tongue to be so active and 
the thought to be occupied with things so futile? Why? … I could go 
on questioning indefinitely and, to all likelihood, always in vain… I 
have only to bow to Thy decree and accept my condition without 
uttering a word.

I am now only a spectator who watches the dragon of the world 
unrolling its coils without end.

Lord, how many times, giving way before Thy decree, I have prayed 
to Thee: “Spare me this Calvary of earthly consciousness; let me 
merge in Thy supreme unity.” But my prayer is faint-hearted, I 
know, for it remains unfruitful.

[Tokyo: 24 September 1917]

□□□
Since the man refused the meal I had prepared with so much 
love and care, I invoked the God to take it. My God, Thou hast 
accepted my invitation, Thou hast come to sit at my table, and 
in exchange for my poor and humble offering Thou hast granted 
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to me the last liberation. My heart, even this morning so heavy 
with anguish and care, my head surcharged with responsibility, 
are delivered of their burden. Now are they light and joyful as 
my inner being has been for a long time past. My body smiles 
to Thee with happiness as before my soul smiled to Thee. And 
surely hereafter Thou wilt withdraw no more from me this joy, 
O my God! for this time, I think, the lesson has been sufficient, 
I have mounted the Calvary of successive disillusionments high 
enough to attain to the Resurrection. Nothing remains of the past 
but a potent love which gives me the pure heart of a child and the 
lightness and freedom of thought of a god.

[Oiwak´e: 3 September 1919]

□□□
In Savitri we have the following lines with an obvious reference to 
Christ’s crucifixion.

Narad was asked about the why of pain in this world and if it was 
his God who was responsible for it. This earth is full of labour, 
packed with pain; but it is Nature who is using it to sculpt man. 
But the saviour who comes to redeem it must share it first. Then 
only the dark account can be settled. He who has found identity 
with God pays with the body’s death his soul’s vast light. And then 
he says:

His crucified voice proclaims, “I, I am God;” 
“Yes, all is God,” peals back Heaven’s deathless call. ||108.42||

Could this be connected with the hour that arrives “when fail all 
Nature’s means”? Possibly. In St Matthew we have: “Now from the 
sixth hour there was darkness over all the land unto the ninth hour. 
And about the ninth hour Jesus cried with a loud voice, saying E’-
li, E’-li, la’-ma sa-bach’-tha-ni? That is to say, My God, my God, 
why hast thou forsaken me?” The sun darkened at the death of 
Jesus. An absolute supernatural darkness falls on man sometimes 
when he draws near to God. Jesus had offered up himself as the 
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Passover Lamb, and there were supernatural signs, and wonders 
were witnessed on that day. And there was darkness over the land, 
over Jerusalem from noon till 3 pm. There was heavy darkness, 
skotos, more than the physical, the spiritual, the darkness itself 
could bear. In that darkness the Saviour had to deal with the evil 
that is present at the root of the cosmos. His “loud voice”, in spite 
of having been severely scourged, was the cry of agony, cry for 
the soul of man, and therefore Heaven’s response: “Yes, all is 
God.” Man’s hope on the cross is in it, that all is God; if it were not 
so, there would be no hope for man,—yet if only we know how to 
live in it. That is the revelation on the Cross.

The Lord said to Moses: “Stretch out your hand toward the 
sky.” And there was the darkness that helped Moses. There was 
darkness for three days over the land of Egypt. And behind that 
darkness was the God of Moses.

And Abraham—a good man who owned many sheep and cattle. 
One day God said to him: “Pack up all your things and go the land 
where all the families of the earth will be blessed.” He trusted 
God, and everything was settled for him. One night God appeared 
again, and said to Abraham: “Look up at the stars in the sky, and 
you will have a son.” The 75-year old man had faith in God, and 
God led him out of the darkness of the night. And the word of God 
came true.

In the Bhakti tradition of India there are any number of instances 
when the helpless and the desperate Bhakta is helped in one or 
the other by his friendly and intimate deity. Nothing of the world 
or of cosmic working comes to help, and the only thing that saves 
is the grace of the God of Belief, and he does not fail him.

The demanding Yoga of Savitri was carried out by her through 
unknown and difficult stages, carried out entirely under the 
instructions she received at every stage from her presiding 
Goddess, the Divine Shakti, the Consciousness-Force herself. For 
instance, Savitri had discovered her soul and it looked as though 
nothing more was needed to be done. But
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An abyss yawned suddenly beneath her heart. ||128.15||

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. ||128.16||

Then rushing came its vast and fearful Fount. ||128.17||

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. ||128.18||

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. |128.19||

It seemed to cry to her without thought or word  
The message of its dark eternity  
And the awful meaning of its silences:  
Out of some sullen monstrous vast arisen,  
Out of an abysmal deep of grief and fear  
Imagined by some blind regardless self,  
A consciousness of being without its joy,  
Empty of thought, incapable of bliss,  
That felt life blank and nowhere found a soul,  
A voice to the dumb anguish of the heart  
Conveyed a stark sense of unspoken words;  
In her own depths she heard the unuttered thought  
That made unreal the world and all life meant. ||128.21||

The answering Voice instructs Savitri what exactly she is to do in 
this situation. Her yogic journey moves to yet another realm of 
transcendence where nothing remains of hers; and all becomes 
God’s.
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Direr yet are the moments when no knowledge of the future is 
given, and the only supreme Mantra that comes to help is: “What 
Thou willest, Lord, what Thou willest.” In it is the entire assurance 
of the work that is to be done, and the way it is to be done, and 
what the work is to achieve in the Will of the Lord, Samkalpa of 
Ishwara. The Mother’s work of transformation of the physical had 
reached that glorious point and she achieved all that was to be 
achieved in it, in “What Thou willest, Lord, what Thou willest.” How 
marvellous! Tremendous yogic capacity is needed to reach that 
stage of working in the Will of Ishwara and leaving everything to 
it. The Mother did it. The hour in which all Nature’s means would 
have failed becomes the blessed hour.



“Christ still hangs on the 
cross in Jerusalem”

Altered must be Nature’s harsh economy; 
Acquittance she must win from her past’s bond, 
An old account of suffering exhaust, 
Strike out from Time the soul’s long compound debt 
And the heavy servitudes of the Karmic Gods, 
The slow revenge of unforgiving Law 
And the deep need of universal pain 
And hard sacrifice and tragic consequence. ||3.14||

□□□
“Christianity deifies suffering to make it the instrument of the 
earth’s salvation.”

You know, it came to me as a discovery.... The whole religion, 
instead of being seen like this (gesture from below), was seen 
like that (gesture above).... Here is what I mean: the ordinary 
idea of Christianity is that the son (to use their language), the 
“son of God” came to give his message (a message of love, unity, 
fraternity and charity) to the earth; and the earth, that is, the 
governing classes, which weren’t ready, sacrificed him, and his 
“Father,” the supreme Lord, let him be sacrificed in order that his 
sacrifice would have the power to save the world. That is how 
they see Christianity, it’s the most comprehensive idea – the vast 
majority of Christians don’t understand anything whatsoever, but 
I mean that among them there may be, there may perhaps be 
(among the cardinals, for instance, who have studied occultism 
and the deeper symbols of things) some who understand a little 
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better ... anyway. But according to my vision (the Mother points to 
her note on Christianity), what happened was that in the history 
of the evolution of the earth, when the human race, the human 
species, started questioning and rebelling against suffering, which 
was a necessity to emerge more consciously from inertia (it’s 
very clear in animals, it has become very clear already: suffering 
was the means to make them emerge from inertia), but man, 
on the other hand, went beyond that stage and began rebelling 
against suffering, naturally also against the Power that permits 
and perhaps uses (perhaps uses, to his mind) this suffering as a 
means of domination. So that is the place of Christianity.... There 
was already before it a pretty long earth history—we shouldn’t 
forget that before Christianity, there was Hinduism, which 
accepted that everything, including destruction, suffering, death 
and all calamities, is part of the one Divine, the one God (it’s 
the image of the Gita, the God who “swallows” the world and 
its creatures). There was that, here in India. There was Buddha, 
who on the other hand, was horrified by suffering in all its forms, 
decay in all its forms, and the impermanence of all things, and 
in trying to find a remedy, concluded that the only true remedy 
is the disappearance of the creation.... Such was the terrestrial 
situation when Christianity came in. So there had been a whole 
period before it, and numbers of people beginning to rebel against 
suffering and trying to escape from it with such methods. Others 
deified it and thus bore it as an inescapable calamity. Then came 
the need to bring down on earth the concept of a deified, divine 
suffering, a divine suffering as the supreme means to make the 
whole human consciousness emerge from Unconsciousness and 
Ignorance and lead it towards its realization of divine beatitude, 
but not—not by refusing to collaborate with life, but IN life itself: 
accepting suffering (the crucifixion) in life itself as a means of 
transformation in order to lead human beings and the entire 
creation to its divine Origin.

That gives a place to all religions in the development from the 
Inconscient to the divine Consciousness.
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It isn’t just a little remark noted down in passing: it’s a vision. 
One can always present it as something conceived mentally, but 
it’s not that; it’s not that, but it was, if you like, a necessity in the 
development. And it puts things in their TRUE perspective.

Islam was a return towards sensation, beauty, harmony in the 
form, and the legitimization of sensations and joy in beauty. From 
a higher viewpoint, it wasn’t quite of a superior quality, but from 
a vital viewpoint, it was extremely powerful, and that’s what gave 
them so much power to spread, to appropriate, seize, dominate. 
But what they did is very beautiful—all their art is magnificent, 
magnificent! It was a flowering of beauty.... Then there were 
others—it all comes one after another. And every religion came as 
a stage in the development and the relationship with the Divine, to 
lead the consciousness towards a oneness which is a totality and 
not a removal from a whole reality so as to obtain another. The 
need for totality, completeness, is what caused those religions to 
come like that, one after another.

Seen in that light, it’s very interesting.

Instead of looking at it from below, there was all of a sudden an 
overall vision from the highest height of how it was all organized 
with such a clear consciousness, such a clear will, each thing coming 
just when it was necessary so nothing would be overlooked and 
everything might come out, emerge from that Unconsciousness, 
and grow increasingly conscious.... And so, in this immense 
history, the earth history, Christianity finds its place—its legitimate 
place. That has a double advantage: for those who despise it its 
value is restored, and as for those who believe it’s the only truth, 
they are made to see that it’s only one element among others in 
the whole.

There.

That’s why I found it interesting—because it was the result of a 
vision, and that vision came because I started concerning myself 
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with religions (started again, to tell the truth, because I was very 
familiar with that subject in the past). And when I was asked 
questions on the Israelites and the Muslims, I looked and said, 
“Here is their place. Here is their place and their raison d’être.” 
Then, one day I said to myself, “Well, it’s true indeed! Seen in that 
way, it’s obvious: Christianity is like a rehabilitation of suffering as 
a means of development of the consciousness.”

And so Sri Aurobindo’s sentence assumes its whole value.... 
Christianity came because men were rebelling against grief and 
trying to escape from the world in order to escape from grief.... 
Then, with the years going by and the unfolding, men took a liking 
to suffering! And because they love it (see how Sri Aurobindo’s 
sentence becomes clear), “Christ still hangs on the cross in 
Jerusalem.” It assumes its full significance.

[12 August 1967]



And preen joy in her warmth 
and colour’s rule

As might a soul fly like a hunted bird, 
Escaping with tired wings from a world of storms, 
And a quiet reach like a remembered breast, 
In a haven of safety and splendid soft repose 
One could drink life back in streams of honey-fire, 
Recover the lost habit of happiness, 
Feel her bright nature’s glorious ambiance, 
And preen joy in her warmth and colour’s rule. ||3.36||

□□□
Birds’ music and deep hues

Yet perhaps sank not the bright lives and their glad venturings 
foiled, drowned in the grey ocean,

But with long wandering they reached an unknown shore and 
a strange sun and a new azure,

Amid bright splendour of beast glories and birds’ music and 
deep hues, an enriched Nature

And a new life that could draw near to divine meanings and 
touched close the concealed purpose.

[The Lost Boat]

□□□
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Wordsworth’s earliest vision of his task was the right vision, 
and whatever may be the general truth of his philosophy of 
childhood in the great Ode, it seems to have been true of him. 
For as intellectuality grew on him, the vision failed; the first 
clear intimations dimmed and finally passed leaving behind an 
unillumined waste of mere thought and moralising. But always, 
even from the beginning, it got into the way of his inspiration. 
Yet Wordsworth was not a wide thinker, though he could bring a 
considerable weight of thought to the aid of the two or three great 
things he felt and saw lucidly and deeply, and he was unfitted to 
be a critic of life of which he could only see one side with power 
and originality,—for the rest he belongs to his age rather than to 
the future and is limited in his view of religion, of society, of man 
by many walls of convention. But what the poet sees and feels, not 
what he opines, is the real substance of his poetry. Wordsworth 
saw Nature and he saw man near to Nature, and when he speaks 
of these things, he finds either his noblest or his purest and most 
penetrating tones. His view of them is native to his temperament 
and personality and at the opposite pole to Byron’s. Not that which 
is wild, dynamic or tumultuously great in Nature, but her calm, 
her serenity, the soul of peace, the tranquil Infinite, the still, near, 
intimate voice that speaks from flower and bird, sky and star, 
mountain and stream, this he knew, felt and lived in as no poet 
before or after him has done, with a spiritual closeness and identity 
which is of the nature of a revelation, the first spiritual revelation 
of this high near kind to which English poetry had given voice. 
Some soul of man, too, he sees, not in revolt,—he has written 
unforgettable lines about liberty, but a calm and ordered liberty,—
in harmony with this tranquil soul in Nature, finding in it some 
original simplicity and purity of his being and founding on it a life 
in tune with the order of an eternal law. On this perception the 
moralist in Wordsworth founds a rule of simple faith, truth, piety, 
self-control, affection, grave gladness in which the sentimental 
naturalism of the eighteenth century disappears into an ethical 
naturalism, a very different idealisation of humanity in the 
simplicity of its direct contact with Nature unspoiled by the artifice 
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and corruption of a too developed society. All that Wordsworth has 
to say worth saying is confined to these motives and from them he 
draws his whole genuine thought inspiration.

[The Future Poetry]

□□□
Preen: to groom with the bill especially by rearranging the barbs 
and barbules of the feathers and by distributing oil from the 
uropygial gland.

[From the Net]

□□□
In the description of Savitri as a perfect shrine for the God of 
Love we have in a passage of 51 lines one of the rarest examples 
in which the poetic utterance can reach the absolute of speech, 
the pure Overmind expression in its sustained level. This perfect 
shrine is a natural home to him and in it he can move freely. The 
passage also shows the possibilities that will express themselves 
on earth. These are already present in Savitri as they come to 
her from her Origin. She came to announce what could be, and to 
show that it would be possible. This is Savitri.

Savitri comes in an everlasting spiritual body, brahmaņo rūpam. 
So also does the poetry with an absoluteness that belongs to the 
omniscient hush; it is born of the truth-word and truth-rhythm and 
truth-vision. It has an epic majesty combined with the psychic-
spiritual, they all holding the divine Ananda. That becomes a 
Temple of God for God to dwell in. The power of the poetic Word is 
to make us see the truth. The embodiment of the Word is the means 
of ascension to the home of supreme truth, ŗtasya sadanam, as 
much as allowing that home to invade our mind and heart and the 
awakened cells of the body with the power to transform them in its 
sunny contents. The threefold samyama of focusing the attention 
on it, meditation, and absorption, absorption yet without losing 
oneself in it to hold one’s individuality as a centre of its working,—
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that is the growth our aspiring soul should strive for. This is the 
Invocation Hymn welcoming the God of Love to reside in it, it is 
the Mantra of Transformation. The Giver of the Mantra, its Seer, 
the Rishi, dŗstā, has put his full yogic force in it.

The several aspects of Savitri’s personality are already present in 
the Invocation. Aswapati makes his forceful plea, enumerating the 
qualities with which the divine Savitri should come, transcendental 
qualities that go in forming a perfect shrine to house divine Love. 
It will be a full moment in which eternity can move freely, it will 
be a body for infinity to live in. All heaven’s beauty shall crowd in 
earthly limbs! She shall descend and break the iron Law, her spirit’s 
power shall change Nature’s doom. Music of griefless things shall 
weave her charm; the harps of the Perfect shall attune her voice, 
the streams of Heaven shall murmur in her laugh, her lips shall be 
the honeycombs of God, her limbs his golden jars of ecstasy, her 
breasts the rapture-flowers of Paradise. Strength shall be with her 
like a conqueror’s sword. That is the brahmaņo rūpam poised to 
take the mortal birth.

Incarnate Savitri is in search of the incarnate God of Love. Her 
quest is across lands and countries and mountains, in cities and 
towns and pilgrim places, and forests and hermitages, across the 
wide and uncertain ways of the world. There is chance, there is 
fate, there is destiny, and wheels are locked within wheels. But 
suddenly the dream happens to come to be true. It was as though 
the God of Love was waiting there in the green mountainous land 
for the perfect shrine to walk unto him. He is noble and grand and 
youthful, a weapon of living light, erect and lofty like a spear, his 
figure leading the splendour of the morn. He moves like a lustrous 
statue of delight. But he is also a God who grows, grows in the 
divine marvel of this creation. Nature is his teacher and the wise 
sages of the woods are his preceptors.

In what manner does the incarnate God of Love become aware of 
incarnate Savitri? They have met on the well-planned chance road 
of Time and at once recognised each other, Savitri remembering 
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through the ages the one whose heart was longing for her as much 
as hers for him, he who knows that she is some immortal who has 
come to him putting on a mortal form. In this love are present all 
the beautiful things of Infinity and there cannot be any place for 
Death to step in. And yet he has to step in.

Here is the swiftness of young Savitri, full of celestial enthusiasm, 
āvéśa, the rush of love and joy, that at once holds in the magnificence 
of its living and speedy movement earth and heaven, dyāvā-
pŗthivī; she has come from some far-off region to the evolutionary 
mortal world and identified herself with it, as much as she yet 
retains a firm and indissoluble connection with the place of her 
bright origin, the transcendental that supports her in every way. 
Hers is a mortal birth for an immortal purpose, a divine concern 
for the creation. Eagerness to connect earth and heaven is visible 
in her will and action and feeling and thought.

Hers is the sweep of a wide-winging spirit, at once luminous and 
well-poised; she can travel freely in the naturalness of her flight 
from heaven to earth, as much as from earth to heaven. Even 
here in the terrestrial sky there is the overmental rhythm in that 
flight. The skies of thought are too narrow, almost unimportant 
or insignificant for the freedom of the flight that can reach their 
very birthplace, the worlds of splendour and of calm that are far 
beyond; the original wing-beat of the gold-and-blue bird has the 
intensity to carry them into the birth of a life that shall know no 
end.

Her will is supported by the purity of her mind, a sea that in its 
impetuosity can reach every shore of understanding. Absolute 
purity is the ādhāra, the support for all divine activity. Not swayed 
by passion is her will working in the true and the good. Her hands 
hold her heart. The joyous creativity has its surging fountain in 
the deeps of silence. There is a constant welling up of inspiration, 
originality, imagination, felicity, of idea-forces and truth-forces, in 
shapes of beauty, giving rise to new forms, bringing out new worlds, 
of thoughts and feelings and activities. There could the doors of 
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the sun, sūryasya dwārah, to step into the realm of immortality 
but this shrine itself is the golden temple door, hiraņya dwārah, 
to things beyond, perhaps even beyond the worlds opened out 
by the sun. It is beyonding the beyond. Following the path of the 
truth, ŗtasya panthāh, she leads the creation to the Truth, full of 
the Truth, ŗtāvarī, her abundances bring the abundances of the 
Truth. They become accessible, the beyond is brought close by. 
Such is the wonder of her movements, carrying the substance 
of the Eternal, the senses opening to truth-conscient and truth-
joyous hearing and seeing, a sight that is not cut into segments, 
and a sound that is charged with all the possibilities of omniscient 
hush. Savitri's spirit, mind, will, heart, her body, her physical 
movements, her smile, her beauty, they are all what Savitri is 
within and without and above. That is her perfection. That makes 
her a perfect shrine for housing the God of Love. Generosity, 
excellence, fineness, merit, self-poised and pleasant bearings 
radiate light from her personality, as does the calm temperate 
sun all sweetness. In the company of the accomplished souls 
there is always the spiritual presence and happiness, cheering 
and comforting harmony in which nothing can go wrong, nothing 
become inappropriate. This world is a haunt of Ignorance, a nest, 
a home of Pain. Full of sorrow and suffering is this worldly life but 
here is a nest of repose and comfort, well-cushioned and warm, 
and loving and tender, for the bird of love. It is not just a nest of 
quietude. It is a help to make progress, that divinity in everything 
will open out to our souls. That is the quality of her love. It heals 
our wounds. But more than that; it sets all our movements in 
the rhythms of the Truth, the love that moves the sun and the 
other stars. There are depths below luminous depths, depths in 
the triple superconscience, realms entering into the impenetrable, 
realms that have come into high manifestation and realms that 
can be brought into it, waiting for it, waiting even to enter into 
the dynamism of Time. That is her pregnant silence, that is her 
fruit-yielding strength. That is the creative Word and that is the 
supportive Calm, the Rhythm that carries the movements of the 
Truth and the Substance that upholds the Truth in the Vision of 
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the Truth-Conscient, the Real-Idea in its twofold play. The passive 
Brahman and the active Brahman are here. In it are the Becoming 
and the Being. That is Savitri. No wonder, the God of Love found 
her as her perfect shrine, the golden Temple, the Mandir in its all-
supportive stillness and in its expressive dynamism. In her he met 
his own eternity.

Long had been his search; rather long had been his waiting, since 
the beginning of the terrestrial creation. Now she has come, full-
grown and mighty. Because his own eternity is like her eternity, 
they do no hurt to each other. The quiet suffering eternity of the 
æons has now been taken over by the eternity that has accepted 
the mortal birth, consented "to pass through the portals of the 
birth that is a death."

Savitri comes to live with grief, to share the mortal's lot, to stay 
the wheels of doom, to confront death. This was the great divine 
task she was engaged in. For that she made the sacrifice of her 
suffering to the presiding Deity, surrendered herself completely 
to the Will of the Supreme. Indeed, in it she attempted all and 
achieved all. In it she received the most wondrous boon of divine 
life on earth.

Savitri is great and mighty, Savitri is perfect with the perfection that 
can enshrine the God of Love. However, there is another greatness 
and another might, perfect in the absoluteness of its imperfection, 
the all-devouring Void who assumes the shape of Death to accost 
her. Can there be any better food for Death than Love? He must 
have it. That is the harsh existential issue and Savitri cannot wish 
it away. The absoluteness of that imperfection does not touch her 
in her transcendental home, but it has its colossal sway in the 
cosmic functioning. Savitri in the trueness of her love has to match 
herself with it. She has to face her soul's issue.

That is the celebration of the arrival of the warrior with a 
"conqueror's sword". Her task is to dissolve Death. The "seeker of 
the Unknown and the Unborn, carrying a light from the Ineffable", 
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shall concentrate to remove the last veil of Death spread over the 
great Mystery of this mortal creation. Removal of Death is the 
prerequisite, the necessary and sufficient condition for the truer 
growth of the soul of the earth in the expanding worlds of the Truth, 
the Right, the Vast, satyam-ŗtam-bŗhat. Physical transformation 
and the new creation are the things to follow in this sequel. In that 
sense, Savitri’s task is specific, clear-cut, precise.



The impunity of  
unborn Mights was hers

On the frail breast of this precarious earth, 
Since her orbed sight in its breath-fastened house, 
Opening in sympathy with happier stars 
Where life is not exposed to sorrowful change, 
Remembered beauty death-claimed lids ignore 
And wondered at this world of fragile forms 
Carried on canvas-strips of shimmering Time, 
The impunity of unborn Mights was hers. ||4.2||

Savitri’s divinity shone everywhere—even in her state of grief. 
When grief becomes calm it acquires a yogic quality on which 
can be founded her future work, the work of conquest of Death. 
Human Savitri has identified herself with the divine Savitri and the 
transcendental starts getting translated into the terrestrial. The 
description in the first two cantos acquires the earthly reality in 
the beginning of the Book of Yoga.

□□□
On the mental heights, Buddhism had already said something like 
that: your thought, your will goes around the world and comes 
back to you. “Do not think you can do something with impunity,” it 
says, “because it goes around the world and comes back to you.” 
But here, it was … He showed me bad vibrations with their will to 
harm, he showed how they came, like that, and how, with this 
Consciousness there around someone, the vibrations hit and went 
back, they bounced back as if against a wall—they hit and went 
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back. And on their way, they modified themselves so as to take 
the very form needed to strike the person [who sent them].

[26 April 1969]

□□□
It is the custom of the immortal gods to grant temporary prosperity 
and a fairly long period of impunity to those whom they plan to 
punish for their crimes, so that they may feel it all the more keenly 
as a result of the change in their fortunes.—Julius Caesar

Do you think you can be righteous and holy with impunity?

□□□
Impunity: “exemption from punishment or loss”. In the international 
law of human rights, it refers to the failure to bring perpetrators of 
human rights violations to justice and, as such, itself constitutes 
a denial of the victims’ right to justice and redress. Impunity is 
especially common in countries that lack a tradition of the rule 
of law, suffer from corruption or that have entrenched systems 
of patronage, or where the judiciary is weak or members of the 
security forces are protected by special jurisdictions or immunities. 
The amended Set of Principles for the Protection and Promotion of 
Human Rights Through Action to Combat Impunity, submitted to 
the United Nations Commission on Human Rights on 8 February 
2005, defines impunity:

“the impossibility, de jure or de facto, of bringing the perpetrators 
of violations to account—whether in criminal, civil, administrative 
or disciplinary proceedings—since they are not subject to any 
inquiry that might lead to their being accused, arrested, tried and, 
if found guilty, sentenced to appropriate penalties, and to making 
reparations to their victims.”

The First Principle of that same document states that:

Impunity arises from a failure by States to meet their obligations 
to investigate violations; to take appropriate measures in respect 
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of the perpetrators, particularly in the area of justice, by ensuring 
that those suspected of criminal responsibility are prosecuted, tried 
and duly punished; to provide victims with effective remedies and 
to ensure that they receive reparation for the injuries suffered; to 
ensure the inalienable right to know the truth about violations; 
and to take other necessary steps to prevent a recurrence of 
violations.

Truth and reconciliation commissions are frequently established by 
nations emerging from periods marked by human rights violations—
coups d’état, military dictatorships, civil wars, etc.—in order to 
cast light on the events of the past. While such mechanisms can 
assist in the ultimate prosecution of crimes and punishment of the 
guilty, they have often been criticised for perpetuating impunity 
by enabling violators to seek protection of concurrently adopted 
amnesty laws.

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Impunity

□□□
Fighting impunity

Torture has been consistently prohibited in international human 
rights and humanitarian law for more than half a century and has 
been condemned in a number of international conventions. The 
prohibition is absolute and no exceptions, including situations of 
public emergency and war, may be evoked to legitimise the use 
of torture. Despite this, torture and other forms of ill treatment is 
still a predominant and widespread occurrence and continues to 
be practiced in over 100 countries.

International law obliges states to investigate allegations of torture 
and to punish those responsible. It also requires that victims of 
acts of torture obtain reparation and have an enforceable remedy 
to fair and adequate compensation, restitution of their rights 
and as full rehabilitation as possible. Nevertheless, torturers are 
seldom brought to court and torture survivors rarely receive any 
kind of redress as compensation for their suffering.
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Climate of Impunity

In a climate of impunity, crimes of torture can be safely committed 
without perpetrators having to risk arrest, prosecution or 
punishment. When torturers are not held responsible, there is a 
risk that torture will de-generate into a widespread or systematic 
crime. As such, impunity remains an important impediment for the 
prevention of torture.

Often, the political will to end the vicious circle of impunity does not 
exist. This is because States themselves are frequently involved 
in crimes of torture either directly or indirectly through police 
or military forces. Repression is often used by non democratic 
countries as a way to perpetuate their power.

Effective Investigation

One of the major challenges in fighting impunity is to obtain 
sufficient evidence in cases against alleged perpetrators. Most 
cases do not lead to justice for the torture survivor because the 
scars on his or her body have not been appropriately documented 
by doctors or used by lawyers in the legal proceedings.

A major problem is that it can be very difficult to prove that a 
person has been tortured. The torture may have taken place many 
years ago. Or the specific method used has left no visible marks. 
Many torture methods are designed precisely so as to inflict 
maximum pain while leaving minimum physical traces.

Effective investigation and documentation of alleged torture 
is decisive in proving that torture has taken place, bringing 
perpetrators to court and ensuring reparation and redress for 
survivors and their families. The official recognition that torture 
has taken place serves to restore individual and public morale. 
Moreover, it sends a strong signal to torturers and those authorising 
the use of torture. Fighting impunity is essential to prevent torture 
and to fulfil the victims’ rights.
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The role of health and legal professionals

Investigation and documentation of torture is a multidisciplinary 
task in which both health professionals (doctors, psychologists, 
nurses) and legal professionals (lawyers, prosecutors, judges) 
have important roles.

Both professions work within particular ethical codes and 
standards and both have a duty to assist within their capabilities. 
For example, judges have an ethical duty to ensure that the 
rights of individuals are protected; prosecutors have a duty to 
investigate and prosecute cases of torture committed by public 
officials; and lawyers must promote and protect human rights and 
fundamental freedoms. Health professionals have an ethical duty 
to treat victims of torture, ensure clinical independence and, with 
the consent of the victims, to make the relevant authorities aware 
of the torture, providing that this does not put the subjects or 
those close to them at risk.

Inadequate sanctions against perpetrators

In April 2005, the IRCT organised a parallel meeting at the 61st 
gathering of the UN Human Rights Commission on the obstacles, 
challenges and possibilities for investigating, documenting and 
proving torture.

http://www.irct.org/investigation---documentation/fighting-
impunity.aspx

□□□
The word “impunity” appears only once in Savitri, as we have in 
the current passage. And here is “immunity”:

The inspiring Light plays in fine boundaries; 
A faultless beauty comes by Nature’s grace; 
There liberty is perfection’s guarantee... ||31.2||
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There all feel satisfied in themselves and whole, 
A rich completeness is by limit made, 
Marvel in an utter littleness abounds, 
An intricate rapture riots in a small space... ||31.3||

All is enamoured of its own delight. ||31.4||

Intact it lives of its perfection sure 
In a heaven-pleased self-glad immunity; 
Content to be, it has need of nothing more. ||32.5||

impunity: immunity from detrimental effects, as of an action

□□□
immune: totally protected against, or naturally resistant to, a 
disease, injury, etc.



In the griffin forefront of 
the Night and Day

For him mind’s limiting firmament ceased above, 
In the griffin forefront of the Night and Day 
A gap was rent in the all-concealing vault; 
The conscious ends of being went rolling back: 
The landmarks of the little person fell, 
The island ego joined its continent: 
Overpassed was this world of rigid limiting forms: 
Life’s barriers opened into the Unknown. ||5.36||

The griffin, griffon, or gryphon (Greek: γρύφων, grýphōn, or 
γρύπων, grýpōn, early form γρύψ, grýps; Latin: gryphus) is a 
legendary creature with the body of a lion and the head and wings 
of an eagle. As the lion was traditionally considered the king of 
the beasts and the eagle was the king of the birds, the griffin 
was thought to be an especially powerful and majestic creature. 
The griffin was also thought of as king of the creatures. Griffins 
are known for guarding treasure and priceless possessions. In 
antiquity it was a symbol of divine power and a guardian of the 
divine.

While griffins are most common in the art and lore of Ancient Greece, 
there is evidence of representations of griffins in Ancient Persian 
and Ancient Egyptian art as far back as 3,300 BC. Most statues 
have bird-like talons, although in some older illustrations griffins 
have a lion’s forelimbs; they generally have a lion’s hindquarters. 
Its eagle’s head is conventionally given prominent ears; these are 
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sometimes described as the lion’s ears, but are often elongated 
(more like a horse’s), and are sometimes feathered. The earliest 
depiction of griffins are the 15th century BC frescoes in the Throne 
Room of the Bronze Age Palace of Knossos, as restored by Sir 
Arthur Evans. It continued being a favored decorative theme in 
Archaic and Classical Greek art. In Central Asia the griffin appears 
about a thousand years after Bronze Age Crete, in the 5th–4th 
centuries BC, probably originating from the Achaemenid Persian 
Empire. The Achaemenids considered the griffin “a protector from 
evil, witchcraft and secret slander”. The modern generalist calls 
it the lion-griffin, as for example, Robin Lane Fox, in Alexander 
the Great, 1973:31 and notes p. 506, who remarks a lion-griffin 
attacking a stag in a pebble mosaic Dartmouth College expedition 
at Pella, perhaps as an emblem of the kingdom of Macedon or a 
personal one of Alexander’s successor Antipater.

The Pisa Griffin is a large bronze sculpture which has been in Pisa 
in Italy since the Middle Ages, though it is of Islamic origin. It 
is the largest bronze medieval Islamic sculpture known, at over 
three feet tall (42.5 inches, or 1.08 m.), and was probably created 
in the 11th century in Al-Andaluz (Islamic Spain). From about 
1100 it was placed on a column on the roof of Pisa Cathedral until 
replaced by a replica in 1832; the original is now in the Museo dell’ 
Opera del Duomo (Cathedral Museum), Pisa.

Infrequently, a griffin is portrayed without wings, or a wingless 
eagle-headed lion is identified as a griffin; in 15th-century and 
later heraldry such a beast may be called an alce or a keythong. 
In heraldry, a griffin always has forelegs like an eagle’s hind legs; 
the beast with forelimbs like a lion’s forelegs was distinguished by 
perhaps only one English herald of later heraldry as the opinicus.

Griffins not only mated for life, but also, if either partner died, 
then the other would continue throughout the rest of its life alone, 
never to search for a new mate. The griffin was thus made an 
emblem of the Church’s views on remarriage. A Hippogriff is a 
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legendary creature, supposedly the offspring of a griffin and a 
mare. Being a union of a terrestrial beast and an aerial bird, it was 
seen in Christendom to be a symbol of Jesus, who was both human 
and divine. As such it can be found sculpted on some churches.

According to Stephen Friar’s New Dictionary of Heraldry, a griffin’s 
claw was believed to have medicinal properties and one of its 
feathers could restore sight to the blind. Goblets fashioned from 
griffin claws (actually antelope horns) and griffin eggs (actually 
ostrich eggs) were highly prized in medieval European courts.

When it emerged as a major seafaring power in the Middle Ages 
and Renaissance, griffins commenced to be depicted as part of the 
Republic of Genoa’s coat of arms, rearing at the sides of the shield 
bearing the Cross of St. George.

By the 12th century the appearance of the griffin was substantially 
fixed: “All its bodily members are like a lion’s, but its wings and 
mask are like an eagle’s.” It is not yet clear if its forelimbs are 
those of an eagle or of a lion. Although the description implies the 
latter, the accompanying illustration is ambiguous. It was left to 
the heralds to clarify that.

In heraldry, the griffin’s amalgamation of lion and eagle gains in 
courage and boldness, and it is always drawn to powerful fierce 
monsters. It is used to denote strength and military courage and 
leadership. Griffins are portrayed with rear body of a lion, an eagle’s 
head, with erect ears, and feathered breast, with forelegs of an 
eagle, including claws. The combination indicates a combination of 
intelligence and strength.

In British heraldry, a male griffin is shown without wings, its body 
covered in tufts of formidable spikes, with a short tusk emerging 
from the forehead, as for a unicorn. The female griffin with wings 
is more commonly used.
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In architecture

Flavius Philostratus mentioned them in The Life of Apollonius of 
Tyana:

As to the gold which the griffins dig up, there are rocks which are 
spotted with drops of gold as with sparks, which this creature can 
quarry because of the strength of its beak. “For these animals 
do exist in India” he said, “and are held in veneration as being 
sacred to the Sun ; and the Indian artists, when they represent 
the Sun, yoke four of them abreast to draw the images ; and in 
size and strength they resemble lions, but having this advantage 
over them that they have wings, they will attack them, and they 
get the better of elephants and of dragons. But they have no great 
power of flying, not more than have birds of short flight; for they 
are not winged as is proper with birds, but the palms of their 
feet are webbed with red membranes, such that they are able to 
revolve them, and make a flight and fight in the air; and the tiger 
alone is beyond their powers of attack, because in swiftness it 
rivals the winds.

And the griffins of the Indians and the ants of the Ethiopians, 
though they are dissimilar in form, yet, from what we hear, play 
similar parts; for in each country they are, according to the tales 
of poets, the guardians of gold, and devoted to the gold reefs of 
the two countries.

Griffins are used widely in Persian poetry; Rumi is one such poet 
who writes in reference to griffins.

In Dante Alighieri’s Divine Comedy, Beatrice meets Dante in 
Earthly Paradise after his journey through Hell and Purgatory with 
Virgil have concluded. Beatrice takes off into the Heavens to begin 
Dante’s journey through paradise on a flying Griffin that moves as 
fast as lightning. Sir John Mandeville wrote about them in his 14th 
century book of travels:
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In that country be many griffins, more plenty than in any other 
country. Some men say that they have the body upward as an 
eagle and beneath as a lion; and truly they say sooth, that they 
be of that shape. But one griffin hath the body more great and 
is more strong than eight lions, of such lions as be on this half, 
and more great and stronger than an hundred eagles such as we 
have amongst us. For one griffin there will bear, flying to his nest, 
a great horse, if he may find him at the point, or two oxen yoked 
together as they go at the plough. For he hath his talons so long 
and so large and great upon his feet, as though they were horns 
of great oxen or of bugles or of kine, so that men make cups of 
them to drink of. And of their ribs and of the pens of their wings, 
men make bows, full strong, to shoot with arrows and quarrels.

John Milton, in Paradise Lost, refers to the legend of the griffin in 
describing Satan:

As when a Gryfon through the Wilderness 
With winged course ore Hill or moarie Dale, 
Pursues the Arimaspian, who by stelth 
Had from his wakeful custody purloind 
The guarded Gold [...]

In The Son of Neptune by Rick Riordan, Percy Jackson, Hazel 
Levesque, and Frank Zhang are attacked by griffins in Alaska.

In the Harry Potter series, the character Albus Dumbledore has 
griffin-shaped knocker. Also, the character Godric Gryffindor’s 
surname is a variation on the French griffon d’or (“golden griffon”).

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Griffin



A long dim preparation is man’s life

Out of apprenticeship to Ignorance 
Wisdom upraised him to her master craft 
And made him an arch-mason of the soul, 
A builder of the Immortal’s secret house, 
An aspirant to supernal Timelessness: 
Freedom and empire called to him from on high; 
Above mind’s twilight and life’s star-led night 
There gleamed the dawn of a spiritual day. ||5.40||

Aswapati has at once the experience of static Oneness and dynamic 
Power, of the Passive Brahman and the Active Brahman. This is 
already a siddhi, an attainment for a Yogi who has just begun his 
spiritual journey. It has become a luminous and sturdy substantial 
foundation for his higher spiritual realisations. The journey is on 
the cosmic path, the dimension is the cosmic dimension. Rising 
from Matter and Life, his seeking is for the Glory that has made this 
all. He must break into the infinity of God. In the creative process 
of this creation there is the wonder and joy of Supernature; it is 
she who must take possession of the smallness and ill-functioning 
that is present in our daily occupations. The greater mystery is 
the Mystery of Death by which everything seems to be living. This 
is a paradox and it needs resolution. Aswapati, the Son of Force, 
Shakti-Putra, Sahasputra of the Vedic description, witnesses this 
and sets himself to explore how indeed the lot of mortality can 
be changed, can be transformed into the trueness of the Spirit’s 
expression of the Truth. There is the Presence that works from 
behind but it must come forward and accomplish the miracle. 
The masked hidden Grandeur must give shape to things in its 
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own magnificence. Yes, that is how the Seer in Aswapati is born. 
He has now the second birth, he has become the dwīja. For him 
the Night’s firmaments have shrunk, have ceased to exist. The 
barriers of this world are overpassed, and the unpartitioned Truth 
found immense sky-room. Aswapati is no more now an apprentice 
to Ignorance. His will is moulded by the supernal Wisdom. The 
spiritual dawn has dawned on his horizon.

□□□
About Aswapati’s early spiritual realisations we might get an 
idea what Sri Aurobindo himself has revealed in his case. These 
essentially belong to the early period 1908-10 of his life when 
he was still very active in politics given to the cause of India’s 
freedom. It started with the experience of Passive Brahman when 
he got within three days around 1 January 1908 in Baroda the 
realization of Silent Mind which ever remained with him since 
then. Shortly after this, within months, he had another very major 
realisation of the Active Brahman in Alipore Jail after his arrest on 
5 May 1908.

□□□
What is the use of saying things if you deliberately misinterpret 
what I write? I said clearly that the prāṇāyāma brought me 
nothing of any kind of spiritual realisation. I had stopped it long 
before. The Brahman experience came when I was groping for a 
way, doing no Sadhana at all, making no effort because I didn’t 
know what effort to make, all having failed. Then in three days I 
got an experience which most Yogis get only at the end of a long 
Yoga, got it without wanting or trying after it, got it to the surprise 
of Lele who was trying to get me something quite different. But I 
don’t suppose you are able to understand, so I say no more.

[24.1.1936]

□□□
I have never said that things (in life) are harmonious now—on 
the contrary, with the human consciousness as it is harmony is 
impossible. It is always what I have told you, that the human 
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consciousness is defective and simply impossible—and that is 
why I strive for a higher consciousness to come and set right the 
disturbed balance. I don’t want to give you Nirvana (on paper) 
immediately because Nirvana only leads up to Harmony in my 
communication. I am glad you are getting converted to silence, 
and even Nirvana is not without its uses—in my case it was the 
first positive spiritual experience and it made possible all the rest 
of the Sadhana; but as to the positive way to get these things, I 
don’t know if your mind is quite ready to proceed with it. There 
are in fact several ways. My own way was by rejection of thought. 
“Sit down,” I was told, “look and you will see that your thoughts 
come into you from outside. Before they enter, fling them back.” I 
sat down and looked and saw to my astonishment that it was so; 
I saw and felt concretely the thought approaching as if to enter 
through or above the head and was able to push it back concretely 
before it came inside.

In three days—really in one—my mind became full of an eternal 
silence—it is still there. But that I don’t know how many people can 
do. … The usual way, the easiest if one can manage it at all, is to call 
down the silence from above you into the brain, mind and body.

All developed mental men, those who get beyond the average, 
have in one way or other or at least at certain times and for certain 
purposes to separate the two parts of the mind, the active part 
which is a factory of thoughts and the quiet masterful part which is 
at once a Witness and a Will, observing them, judging, rejecting, 
eliminating, accepting, ordering corrections and changes, the 
Master in the House of Mind, capable of self-empire, sāmrājya.

The Yogi goes still farther; he is not only a master there, but 
even while in mind in a way, he gets out of it as it were, and 
stands above or quite back from it and free. For him the image of 
the factory of thoughts is no longer quite valid; for he sees that 
thoughts come from outside, from the universal Mind or universal 
Nature, sometimes formed and distinct, sometimes unformed and 
then they are given shape somewhere in us. The principal business 
of our mind is either a response of acceptance or a refusal to 
these thought-waves (as also vital waves, subtle physical energy 
waves) or this giving a personal-mental form to thought-stuff (or 
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vital movements) from the environing Nature-Force. It was my 
great debt to Lele that he showed me this. “Sit in meditation,” 
he said, “but do not think, look only at your mind; you will see 
thoughts coming into it, before they can enter throw these away 
from your mind till your mind is capable of entire silence.” I had 
never heard before of thoughts coming visibly into the mind from 
outside, but I did not think either of questioning the truth or the 
possibility, I simply sat down and did it. In a moment my mind 
became silent as a windless air on a high mountain summit and 
then I saw one thought and then another coming in a concrete way 
from outside; I flung them away before they could enter and take 
hold of the brain and in three days I was free. From that moment, 
in principle, the mental being in me became a free Intelligence, a 
universal Mind, not limited to the narrow circle of personal thought 
as a labourer in a thought factory, but a receiver of knowledge 
from all the hundred realms of being and free to choose what it 
willed in this vast sight-empire and thought-empire. I mention this 
only to emphasise that the possibilities of the mental being are 
not limited and that it can be the free Witness and Master in its 
own house. It is not to say that everybody can do it in the way I 
did it and with the same rapidity of the decisive movement (for, of 
course, the latter fullest developments of this new untrammelled 
mental power took time, many years) but a progressive freedom 
and mastery of one’s mind is perfectly within the possibilities of 
anyone who has the faith and the will to undertake it.

[5.8.1932]

□□□
It is probable that Sri Aurobindo was thinking of his own experience. 
After three years of spiritual effort with only minor results he was 
shown by a Yogi the way to silence his mind. This he succeeded in 
doing entirely in two or three days by following the method shown. 
There was an entire silence of thought and feeling and all the 
ordinary movements of consciousness except the perception and 
recognition of things around without any accompanying concept or 
other reaction. The sense of ego disappeared and the movements 
of the ordinary life as well as speech and action were carried on 
by some habitual activity of Prakriti alone which was not felt as 
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belonging to oneself. But the perception which remained saw all 
things as utterly unreal; this sense of unreality was overwhelming 
and universal. Only some indefinable Reality was perceived as true 
which was beyond space and time and unconnected with any cosmic 
activity, but yet was met wherever one turned. This condition 
remained unimpaired for several months and even when the sense 
of unreality disappeared and there was a return to participation 
in the world-consciousness, the inner peace and freedom which 
resulted from this realisation remained permanently behind all 
surface movements and the essence of the realisation itself was 
not lost. At the same time an experience intervened: something 
else than himself took up his dynamic activity and spoke and acted 
through him but without any personal thought or initiative. What 
this was remained unknown until Sri Aurobindo came to realise the 
dynamic side of the Brahman, the Ishwara and felt himself moved 
by that in all his Sadhana and action. These realisations and others 
which followed upon them, such as that of the Self in all and all in 
the Self and all as the Self, the Divine in all and all in the Divine, 
are the heights to which Sri Aurobindo refers and to which he says 
we can always rise; for they presented to him no long or obstinate 
difficulty. The only real difficulty which took decades of spiritual 
effort to work out towards completeness was to apply the spiritual 
knowledge utterly to the world and to the surface psychological and 
outer life and to effect its transformation both on the higher levels 
of Nature and on the ordinary mental, vital and physical levels 
down to the subconscience and the basic Inconscience and up to 
the supreme Truth-Consciousness or Supermind in which alone the 
dynamic transformation could be entirely integral and absolute.

[Dictated by Sri Aurobindo 4.11.1946]

□□□
Since 1908 when I got the silence, I never think with my head or 
brain—it is always in the wideness generally above the head that 
the thoughts occur.

[17.10.1933]

□□□
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Here is what Sri Aurobindo had spoken about his experience in the 
Alipore Jail:

When I was arrested and hurried to the Lal Bazar Hajat I was 
shaken in faith for a while, for I could not look into the heart of His 
intention. Therefore I faltered for a moment and cried out in my 
heart to Him, “What is this that has happened to me? I believed 
that I had a mission to work for the people of my country and 
until that work was done, I should have Thy protection. Why then 
am I here and on such a charge?” A day passed and a second 
day and a third, when a voice came to me from within, “Wait and 
see.” Then I grew calm and waited, I was taken from Lal Bazar to 
Alipore and was placed for one month in a solitary cell apart from 
men. There I waited day and night for the voice of God within me, 
to know what He had to say to me, to learn what I had to do. In 
this seclusion the earliest realisation, the first lesson came to me. 
I remembered then that a month or more before my arrest, a call 
had come to me to put aside all activity, to go into seclusion and to 
look into myself, so that I might enter into closer communion with 
Him. I was weak and could not accept the call. My work was very 
dear to me and in the pride of my heart I thought that unless I 
was there, it would suffer or even fail and cease; therefore I would 
not leave it. It seemed to me that He spoke to me again and said, 
“The bonds you had not the strength to break, I have broken for 
you, because it is not my will nor was it ever my intention that that 
should continue. I have had another thing for you to do and it is 
for that I have brought you here, to teach you what you could not 
learn for yourself and to train you for my work.” Then He placed 
the Gita in my hands. His strength entered into me and I was 
able to do the Sadhana of the Gita. I was not only to understand 
intellectually but to realise what Sri Krishna demanded of Arjuna 
and what He demands of those who aspire to do His work, to be 
free from repulsion and desire, to do work for Him without the 
demand for fruit, to renounce self-will and become a passive and 
faithful instrument in His hands, to have an equal heart for high 
and low, friend and opponent, success and failure, yet not to do 
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His work negligently. I realised what the Hindu religion meant. 
We speak often of the Hindu religion, of the Sanatan Dharma, 
but few of us really know what that religion is. Other religions 
are preponderatingly religions of faith and profession, but the 
Sanatan Dharma is life itself; it is a thing that has not so much to 
be believed as lived. This is the Dharma that for the salvation of 
humanity was cherished in the seclusion of this peninsula from of 
old. It is to give this religion that India is rising. She does not rise 
as other countries do, for self or when she is strong, to trample 
on the weak. She is rising to shed the eternal light entrusted to 
her over the world. India has always existed for humanity and not 
for herself and it is for humanity and not for herself that she must 
be great.

Therefore this was the next thing He pointed out to me,—He made 
me realise the central truth of the Hindu religion. He turned the 
hearts of my jailors to me and they spoke to the Englishman in 
charge of the jail, “He is suffering in his confinement; let him at 
least walk outside his cell for half an hour in the morning and in 
the evening.” So it was arranged, and it was while I was walking 
that His strength again entered into me. I looked at the jail that 
secluded me from men and it was no longer by its high walls 
that I was imprisoned; no, it was Vāsudeva who surrounded me. 
I walked under the branches of the tree in front of my cell but 
it was not the tree, I knew it was Vāsudeva, it was Sri Krishna 
whom I saw standing there and holding over me his shade. 
I looked at the bars of my cell, the very grating that did duty 
for a door and again I saw Vāsudeva. It was Narayana who was 
guarding and standing sentry over me. Or I lay on the coarse 
blankets that were given me for a couch and felt the arms of Sri 
Krishna around me, the arms of my Friend and Lover. This was 
the first use of the deeper vision He gave me. I looked at the 
prisoners in the jail, the thieves, the murderers, the swindlers, 
and as I looked at them I saw Vāsudeva, it was Narayana whom 
I found in these darkened souls and misused bodies. Amongst 
these thieves and dacoits there were many who put me to shame 



A long dim preparation is man’s life 63

by their sympathy, their kindness, the humanity triumphant over 
such adverse circumstances. One I saw among them especially, 
who seemed to me a saint, a peasant of my nation who did not 
know how to read and write, an alleged dacoit sentenced to ten 
years' rigorous imprisonment, one of those whom we look down 
upon in our Pharisaical pride of class as Chhotalok. Once more He 
spoke to me and said, "Behold the people among whom I have 
sent you to do a little of my work. This is the nature of the nation 
I am raising up and the reason why I raise them."

When the case opened in the lower court and we were brought 
before the Magistrate I was followed by the same insight. He said 
to me, "When you were cast into jail, did not your heart fail and 
did you not cry out to me, where is Thy protection? Look now at 
the Magistrate, look now at the Prosecuting Counsel." I looked 
and it was not the Magistrate whom I saw, it was Vāsudeva, it 
was Narayana who was sitting there on the bench. I looked at the 
Prosecuting Counsel and it was not the Counsel for the prosecution 
that I saw; it was Sri Krishna who sat there, it was my Lover and 
Friend who sat there and smiled. "Now do you fear?" He said, "I 
am in all men and I overrule their actions and their words. My 
protection is still with you and you shall not fear. This case which 
is brought against you, leave it in my hand. It is not for you. It 
was not for the trial that I brought you here but for something 
else. The case itself is only a means for my work and nothing 
more." Afterwards when the trial opened in the Sessions Court, I 
began to write many instructions for my Counsel as to what was 
false in the evidence against me and on what points the witnesses 
might be cross-examined. Then something happened which I had 
not expected. The arrangements which had been made for my 
defence were suddenly changed and another Counsel stood there 
to defend me. He came unexpectedly,—a friend of mine, but I did 
not know he was coming. You have all heard the name of the man 
who put away from him all other thoughts and abandoned all his 
practice, who sat up half the night day after day for months and 
broke his health to save me,—Srijut Chittaranjan Das. When I 
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saw him, I was satisfied, but I still thought it necessary to write 
instructions. Then all that was put away from me and I had the 
message from within, "This is the man who will save you from 
the snares put around your feet. Put aside those papers. It is 
not you who will instruct him. I will instruct him." From that time 
I did not of myself speak a word to my Counsel about the case 
or give a single instruction, and if ever I was asked a question, 
I always found that my answer did not help the case. I had left 
it to him and he took it entirely into his hands, with what result 
you know. I knew all along what He meant for me, for I heard 
it again and again, always I listened to the voice within; "I am 
guiding, therefore fear not. Turn to your own work for which I 
have brought you to jail and when you come out, remember never 
to fear, never to hesitate. Remember that it is I who am doing 
this, not you nor any other. Therefore whatever clouds may come, 
whatever dangers and sufferings, whatever difficulties, whatever 
impossibilities, there is nothing impossible, nothing difficult. I am 
in the nation and its uprising and I am Vāsudeva, I am Narayana, 
and what I will, shall be, not what others will. What I choose to 
bring about, no human power can stay."

Meanwhile He had brought me out of solitude and placed me among 
those who had been accused along with me. You have spoken 
much today of my self-sacrifice and devotion to my country. I 
have heard that kind of speech ever since I came out of jail, but 
I hear it with embarrassment, with something of pain. For I know 
my weakness, I am a prey to my own faults and backslidings. I 
was not blind to them before and when they all rose up against me 
in seclusion, I felt them utterly. I knew then that I the man was 
a mass of weakness, a faulty and imperfect instrument, strong 
only when a higher strength entered into me. Then I found myself 
among these young men and in many of them I discovered a 
mighty courage, a power of self-effacement in comparison with 
which I was simply nothing. I saw one or two who were not only 
superior to me in force and character,—very many were that,—
but in the promise of that intellectual ability on which I prided 
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myself. He said to me, "This is the young generation, the new and 
mighty nation that is arising at my command. They are greater 
than yourself. What have you to fear? If you stood aside or slept, 
the work would still be done. If you were cast aside tomorrow, 
here are the young men who will take up your work and do it 
more mightily than you have ever done. You have only got some 
strength from me to speak a word to this nation which will help to 
raise it." This was the next thing He told me. …

When I approached God at that time, I hardly had a living faith in 
Him. The agnostic was in me, the atheist was in me, the sceptic 
was in me and I was not absolutely sure that there was a God at 
all. I did not feel His presence. Yet something drew me to the truth 
of the Vedas, the truth of the Gita, the truth of the Hindu religion. 
I felt there must be a mighty truth somewhere in this Yoga, a 
mighty truth in this religion based on the Vedanta. So when I 
turned to the Yoga and resolved to practise it and find out if my 
idea was right, I did it in this spirit and with this prayer to Him, 
"If Thou art, then Thou knowest my heart. Thou knowest that I 
do not ask for Mukti, I do not ask for anything which others ask 
for. I ask only for strength to uplift this nation, I ask only to be 
allowed to live and work for this people whom I love and to whom 
I pray that I may devote my life." I strove long for the realisation 
of Yoga and at last to some extent I had it, but in what I most 
desired I was not satisfied. Then in the seclusion of the jail, of the 
solitary cell I asked for it again. I said, "Give me Thy Adesh. I do 
not know what work to do or how to do it. Give me a message." 
In the communion of Yoga two messages came. The first message 
said, "I have given you a work and it is to help to uplift this nation. 
Before long the time will come when you will have to go out of jail; 
for it is not my will that this time either you should be convicted or 
that you should pass the time, as others have to do, in suffering 
for their country. I have called you to work, and that is the Adesh 
for which you have asked. I give you the Adesh to go forth and do 
my work."



The gifts of the spirit  
crowding came to him

He made of miracle a normal act 
And, turned to a common part of divine works, 
Magnificently natural at this height 
Efforts that would shatter the strength of mortal hearts, 
Pursued in a royalty of mighty ease 
Aims too sublime for Nature’s daily will: 
The gifts of the spirit crowding came to him; 
They were his life’s pattern and his privilege. ||6.5||

Aswapati is no more an apprentice to ignorance. A higher 
knowledge guides him on the paths of life, takes him through the 
ways and byways of the world even as he knows the stars and the 
skies and the heavens of the bright blue-winged inhabitants. He 
is earth-born but humanity frames his movements less and less. 
He has become a greater being who can see a greater world, a 
world that can be his, a world that can be brought down here. If 
there are difficulties, he is not deterred by them; they are there 
to be solved, they are not impossibilities. He has in his hands the 
bow of the Incarnate, and he can shoot an arrow that would pierce 
through seven hardwood trees, Sāgawāns standing in a long row. 
It may look a miracle but there is the power that he has acquired 
through occult-spiritual practices. What Nature could not do that 
he does with the mighty ease of the master, of the ace and the 
wizard. The rare gifts of the spirit crowding came to him, as would 
leaves and flowers and fruits to a tree in the splendour of life. He 
felt the beating of hearts of others in his own heart, he heard the 
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inspired sound of his own thoughts, ethereal symphonies tuned his 
earthly strings, he saw a world unseen unknown to the common 
mind, he sat in secret chambers and looked out into the luminous 
countries of the unborn, he saw the Perfect in their starry homes, 
he owned the house of the undivided Time, all was revealed to 
him, visions and dreams and fables and symbols that are more 
real than reality waiting to express itself through them. His soul 
stood free, a witness and a king.

□□□
Of the early period of Sri Aurobindo’s spiritual realisations in the 
midst of his hectic political activities here is an example embedded 
in his poem Who, a composition dated sometime 1908-09:

We have love for a boy who is dark and resplendent, 
 A woman is lord of us, naked and fierce. 
We have seen Him a-muse on the snow of the mountains, 
 We have watched Him at work in the heart of the spheres.

We will tell the whole world of His ways and His cunning: 
 He has rapture of torture and passion and pain; 
He delights in our sorrow and drives us to weeping, 
 Then lures with His joy and His beauty again.

All music is only the sound of His laughter; 
 All beauty the smile of His passionate bliss; 
Our lives are His heart-beats, our rapture the bridal 
 Of Radha and Krishna, our love is their kiss.

He is strength that is loud in the blare of the trumpets, 
 And He rides in the car and He strikes in the spears; 
He slays without stint and is full of compassion; 
 He wars for the world and its ultimate years.

In the sweep of the worlds, in the surge of the ages, 
 Ineffable, mighty, majestic and pure, 
Beyond the last pinnacle seized by the thinker 
 He is throned in His seats that for ever endure.
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The Master of man and his infinite Lover, 
 He is close to our hearts, had we vision to see; 
We are blind with our pride and the pomp of our passions, 
 We are bound in our thoughts where we hold ourselves free.

It is He in the sun who is ageless and deathless, 
 And into the midnight His shadow is thrown; 
When darkness was blind and engulfed within darkness, 
 He was seated within it immense and alone.

The reference to a boy who is dark and resplendent and a woman 
naked and fierce became stronger and stronger in the course of 
Sri Aurobindo’s yogic attainments. This continues to be there in 
the Record of Yoga in several contexts. Krishna and Kali figure 
glowingly in the very first existing draft of Savitri, 1916-1918, 
which we have again in the final version as follows:

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. ||156.6||

Changed in its shape, yet rapturously the same, 
It grew a woman’s dark and beautiful 
Like a mooned night with drifting star-gemmed clouds, 
A shadowy glory and a stormy depth, 
Turbulent in will and terrible in love. ||156.7||

The crimson seeds of that spirituality were already present in the 
epochal 1908 when the beginning of the yogic life of Sri Aurobiondo 
could be said to have started.



The restless nether  
members tire of peace

The restless nether members tire of peace; 
A nostalgia of old little works and joys, 
A need to call back small familiar selves, 
To tread the accustomed and inferior way, 
The need to rest in a natural poise of fall, 
As a child who learns to walk can walk not long, 
Replace the titan will for ever to climb, 
On the heart’s altar dim the sacred fire. ||7.3||

Aswapati has based his life upon Eternity. He knows the source 
from which his spirit came, but he has accepted the body of the 
earth. The cosmic past weighs heavily in it, and there is sloth and 
tamas non-cooperation of the physical, there is the reaction and 
revolt of the vital, and there is the mind’s incapacity to soar with 
thoughts into the blue empyrean. It is in this opposing mould that 
the powers and possibilities of the spirit have to enter in and work. 
There is a degree of receptivity but the members feel tired too 
soon. The spirit is willing but the flesh is weak. There is the constant 
pull of the subconscient cords, there is the earthly gravitation 
dragging down the sense of joy, the undesirable succumbing of 
the free and deep-ranging perception of intuition, the floundering 
of the perfection of the careful and skilled worker. But the supreme 
Diplomat can take advantage of even this situation. He comes into 
darkened rooms, veils himself, and silently does his work till these 
unregenerate entities feel the need to change, will to change. The 
imperative is, all here must learn to obey the higher law, must 
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move in the happy swift rhythms of the expressive Truth. The 
body’s cells must hold the Immortal’s flame. It is not happening 
does not mean that it cannot happen. The cause has to be found 
and the difficulty howsoever great eradicated. That is Aswapati’s 
approach. He is committed to it. The altar fire must be kindled and 
the sacred yajna, the yogic-spiritual sacrifice taken forward.

□□□
I was saying to myself, “But what’s the way to get out of here?” I 
concentrated, became conscious again of the divine Presence, but 
there was something telling me, “Nothing is responding, it’s not 
working.” It was horrible. “Nothing is responding, it’s not working; 
it’s not working, it can’t change, nothing is responding; nothing 
is responding, it’s not working.” I was there like that, with two or 
three people. I sat down (some rooms were higher than others 
and it made a difference in level between the terraces), I sat down 
on a ledge, questioning intensely within, “What can I do? What can 
I do? What’s the way? What can I do? Where’s the lever?” I was 
trying to find the lever for changing it all. But I was unable to find 
it. Suddenly, from the room at the end a little old man came out, 
very old, who gave the impression of an attachment to old things; 
just the same (he was all blue), just the same when he arrived (it 
must be the symbol of an old method or an old discipline), I told 
him, “Ah, now that you are here, can you tell me the way out of 
this place? What’s the way to get free, the way out?” That started 
him laughing: “No, no! There’s no way, no way out, you must be 
content with what you have.” Then he looked at that poor light 
above, which really didn’t give much light at all, and he said (in a 
high-sounding tone): “But in the first place, I came to tell you that 
you must put out that sun! I don’t want that dazzling sun here.” 
Ah!... I thought, “That’s what he calls a sun!” I was so disgusted 
that finally I woke up. Something pulled me out abruptly. But 
with such a strong impression—so strong—that I was gripped by 
anguish: “What can be done to change that?” The WAY, you see, 
the way was inadequate—inadequate. That was the anguish: “My 
own experience is inadequate, it has no effect THERE, so what’s 
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to be done? What’s to be done? What can be done?” So that’s how 
I was for hours this morning: “What’s the way? What’s the way? 
What’s the way to change that darkness into light?” It wasn’t very 
cheering.

[19 June 1963]

□□□
I have a strong feeling (I mean the body), the body has a strong 
feeling that if I can last until one hundred it will become younger. 
Not younger, but ... more capable of manifesting the Force. I don’t 
feel weak, but some things still drag.

The subconscient is full of stupid fears, of lack of trust and ill 
suggestions (although I am not so sure it’s the body’s fault, I have 
the feeling that some people—at least one person, I don’t know 
who—are sending catastrophic suggestions). The body fights all 
it can to accept only the suggestions from the Divine, but there’s 
still a pull.

Whenever I protest or complain, I am “told” (that’s how it comes), 
I am told that things come to me from here or there ... (gesture 
to the four corners) for me to act upon them, for That to act upon 
the world—it has nothing to do with thought, it isn’t a thought, 
this (the head) is very silent; it’s here (gesture above), and then 
like this (gesture rising from the bottom to be offered), from the 
subconscient. And all the work that is being done is not just for 
this body; the body is doing it for all those who are receptive. In 
which case I have nothing to say, everything is perfectly all right. 
If such is the case.... Because (Mother turns her head toward the 
bathroom door) the body lives in particularly good conditions. It is 
very well taken care of.

[26 April 1972]



She pierced the guarded  
mysteries of World-Force

A gleaner of infinitesimal grains of Truth, 
A sheaf-binder of infinite experience, 
She pierced the guarded mysteries of World-Force 
And her magic methods wrapt in a thousand veils; 
Or she gathered the lost secrets dropped by Time 
In the dust and crannies of his mounting route 
Mid old forsaken dreams of hastening Mind 
And buried remnants of forgotten space. ||8.9||

There is the possibility of birth into the power of light. Surely, 
not by Reason was creation made, and not by Reason can the 
Truth be seen. Beyond Reason are other more and more refined 
faculties, Discernment, Inspiration, Intuition, Revelation,—in the 
spiritual planes Higher Mind, Illumined Mind, Intuition, Overmind 
beyond which is the Supermind. When seen in the totality of that 
perspective ours is only a child-heart’s cry for knowing things 
which it cannot follow, it cannot know. With Reason nothing is 
known—because Truth is known only when all is seen. But one day 
the mask must disappear; indeed, what should reveal itself is the 
soul of the infinite.

□□□
Aswapati’s early Yoga begins. He hears the secret Voice, he 
receives the Word that knows. Visions of higher realms come to 
him crowding like gifts, and joys never felt by man rush into his 
mortal limbs. Immortal eyes approach him and look into his. Great 
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beings whom we consider as no more living on earth, the realized 
souls visit him, as did Vivekananda visit Sri Aurobindo when for a 
year he was an undertrial prisoner in Alipore Jail, 1908-09, or the 
Vedic Goddesses revealing the secret of the Vedas. Also invade him 
the hostile powers, they proclaiming the Gospel of the Opposite. 
His is a precious soul, and there is the battle between Good and 
Evil to take possession of it. But for him each day is a spiritual 
adventure and romance, an experience to grow constantly in the 
powers of the spirit. He is living in a reign of wonder and delight.

□□□
Around 1 January in 1908, Sri Aurobindo sat with Lele in Baroda 
for three days and had the realisation of the Passive Brahman, 
or the Silent Mind. Within months after this he had the second 
major realization of the Active Brahman, of the divine Presence 
everywhere, vāsudeva idi sarvam; this was when he was in Alipore 
Jail as an undertrial prisoner. If these are realizations of the 
profound Adhyatma Yoga, then we should also remember that Sri 
Aurobindo had already received its foundational principles in the 
Jail, the Saptachatusthya which later became a part of the Yoga 
of Self-Perfection, this Self-perfection including the awaking of the 
supramental senses, and the knowledge of the three divisions of 
times, the past, the present, and the future, trīkāladŗśti. A pure 
perception has brought to Aswapati the gifts of the inner senses, 
behind which is the primary sense, manas. The five elemental states 
of ether-air-fire-water-earth, Akash-Vayu-Agni-Apas-Prithvi, have 
brought the corresponding subtle organs of perception, ear-touch-
eye-tongue-nose, or śabda-sparśa-rūpa-rasa-gandha. These 
instruments of cognition now have entered from the causal into 
the subtle physical, these becoming the part of his physical. And 
all this happened before the pre-Pondicherry period, before 1910. 
The realization had already reached a high Upanishadic peak. In 
the wake of the inspired knowledge there came also Inspiration 
with her lightning feet, and the inexpressible Truth revealed to 
him its silent soul. The primordial Nescience is rent, even as the 
closed Beyond quickly bared itself to him. She arrives as a sudden 
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visitor, and the Unknowable’s vast estate she plunders for man. 
There in her speed immortal words rush to mortal man. In that 
arrival of the Goddess of Inspiration Aswapati’s voyaging soul 
meets luminous beings, great powers of Light and Force, Prakash 
and Shakti. It was during this period that Sri Aurobindo received 
knowledge of the Vedic Goddesses, Dakshina, Ila, Mahi, Saraswati, 
they “associated together in a constant formula in those hymns of 
invocation in which the gods are called by Agni to the sacrifice.” 
To him, to the young Yogi came these powers of Discernment, 
Intuition, Inspiration, and Revelation.



In a gold moment’s blaze

Oceans of being met his voyaging soul 
Calling to infinite discovery; 
Timeless domains of joy and absolute power 
Stretched out surrounded by the eternal hush; 
The ways that lead to endless happiness 
Ran like dream-smiles through meditating vasts: 
Disclosed stood up in a gold moment’s blaze 
White sun-steppes in the pathless Infinite. ||8.14||

Goddess of Inspiration has flooded the soul and the spirit of 
Aswapati. She brings to him hidden wisdom, the body of the mystic 
Truth is revealed, immortal words are now in his possession. 
Beings and beings and beings of various worlds are now in contact 
with him as much as he is with them. There is joy and power, 
there is interminable happiness, to his sense of deeper cognition 
the logic of infinite intelligence and the magic of changing eternity 
grow clear. The things that had remained unknown all this 
long come into view. Immense realities take shape as realised 
accomplishments, as even the nameless formless God takes birth 
and accepts a deathless body and a divine name. He sees in the 
depths of the original Void the Desire surging up for expression.

□□□
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The Blue Bird

I rise like a fire from the mortal’s earth 
 Into a griefless sky 
And drop in the suffering soil of his birth 
 Fire-seeds of ecstasy. …

My pinions soar beyond Time and Space 
 Into unfading Light; 
I bring the bliss of the Eternal’s face 
 And the boon of the Spirit’s sight. …

Nothing is hid from my burning heart; 
 My mind is shoreless and still; 
My song is rapture’s mystic art, 
 My flight immortal will.

[11 November 1935]



The logic of infinite intelligence

Out of the rich wonders and the intricate whorls 
Of the spirit’s dance with Matter as its mask 
The balance of the world’s design grew clear, 
Its symmetry of self-arranged effects 
Managed in the deep perspectives of the soul, 
And the realism of its illusive art, 
Its logic of infinite intelligence, 
Its magic of a changing eternity. ||8.17||

Logic-Grammar-Rhetoric formed the classical trivium, the 
three ways or three roads. Then came geometry, arithmetic, 
astronomy, music, the quadrivium. Grammar is the mechanics 
of the language, logic the mechanics of thought, and rhetoric 
the mechanics of communication. One definition is as follows: 
“Grammar is the art of inventing symbols and combining them 
to express thought; logic is the art of thinking; and rhetoric, the 
art of communicating thought from one mind to another, the 
adaptation of language to circumstance.” Here is another: “The 
concept of logical form is central to logic, it being held that the 
validity of an argument is determined by its logical form, not by 
its content. Traditional Aristotelian syllogistic logic and modern 
symbolic logic are examples of formal logics. Informal logic is the 
study of natural language arguments. The study of fallacies is an 
especially important branch of informal logic. The dialogues of 
Plato are good examples of informal logic.”

□□□
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The first rule of logic given by Charles S Pierce is: “Upon this 
first, and in one sense this sole, rule of reason, that in order to 
learn you must desire to learn, and in so desiring not be satisfied 
with what you already incline to think, there follows one corollary 
which itself deserves to be inscribed upon every wall of the city of 
philosophy: Do not block the way of inquiry.”

The word “logic has the Greek origin: λογική, logikē, referring to 
both the study of modes of reasoning—which are valid and which 
are fallacious. Logic is often divided into three parts: inductive 
reasoning, abductive reasoning, and deductive reasoning.

This is all but in the domain of Mind. Just beyond that are the 
modes of: Discernment, Intuition, Inspiration, and Revelation. 
There is also the Comprehending Consciousness and Apprehending 
Consciousness, the way of knowing the object by projecting 
oneself on it and the way of knowing it by what it has to tell to us, 
the knowledge coming from the object itself. In one case the eye 
seizes the object and in the other it is the object that produces 
an image on our sense of cognition. There is the sense behind the 
sense, eye seeing the eye and ear lending itself to the ear, behind 
sight and sound the instruments of objective reality.

The Logic of the Infinite is based on the movement of the Truth 
in her effective and swift expressive truth-dynamism. It is Ritam.

And what is the magic of the changing eternity? If we live in the 
processes of Time, behind that is also the timeless eternity which 
need not be just static, fixed or frozen for all time. it can be the 
leaping flame whose tongues speak a thousand languages, bring 
multiplicity into the unfolding system, transcendental as well as 
universal.

“Magic is the art of producing a desired effect or result through 
the use of incantation, ceremony, ritual, the casting of spells or 
various other techniques that presumably assure human control 
of supernatural agencies or the forces of nature.” Certain words 
spoken in a certain way have the power to make what is intangible 
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real and tangible. The language of metaphors and symbols can be 
evocative to put a breathing life into things. With this we might 
in a way anchor the Magic of Eternity as a mysterious beginning 
of the worlds, of the creation, of Existence coming out of Non-
Existence, the appearance of Being out of the Non-Being, from the 
Void or Shunya flowering of Matter and Life and Mind into which 
should also enter the gleaming possibilities of the dynamic Spirit. 
Thus the changing eternity can step into manifestation.

□□□
These truths present themselves to our conceptual cognition as 
the fundamental aspects in which we see and experience the 
omnipresent Reality. In themselves they are seized directly, not 
by intellectual understanding but by a spiritual intuition, a spiritual 
experience in the very substance of our consciousness; but they 
can also be caught at in conception by a large and plastic idea and 
can be expressed in some sort by a plastic speech which does not 
insist too much on rigid definition or limit the wideness and subtlety 
of the idea. … The supreme Truth-aspect which thus manifests itself 
to us is an eternal and infinite and absolute self-existence, self-
awareness, self-delight of being; this founds all things and secretly 
supports and pervades all things. This Self-existence reveals itself 
again in three terms of its essential nature,—self, conscious being 
or spirit, and God or the Divine Being. The Indian terms are more 
satisfactory,—Brahman the Reality is Atman, Purusha, Ishwara; 
for these terms grew from a root of Intuition and, while they have 
a comprehensive preciseness, are capable of a plastic application 
which avoids both vagueness in the use and the rigid snare of a 
too limiting intellectual concept. The Supreme Brahman is that 
which in Western metaphysics is called the Absolute: but Brahman 
is at the same time the omnipresent Reality in which all that is 
relative exists as its forms or its movements; this is an Absolute 
which takes all relativities in its embrace. The Upanishads affirm 
that all this is the Brahman; Mind is Brahman, Life is Brahman, 
Matter is Brahman; addressing Vayu, the Lord of Air, of Life, it is 
said “O Vayu, thou art manifest Brahman”; and, pointing to man 
and beast and bird and insect, each separately is identified with 
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the One,—“O Brahman, thou art this old man and boy and girl, this 
bird, this insect.” Brahman is the Consciousness that knows itself 
in all that exists; Brahman is the Force that sustains the power of 
God and Titan and Demon, the Force that acts in man and animal 
and the forms and energies of Nature; Brahman is the Ananda, the 
secret Bliss of existence which is the ether of our being and without 
which none could breathe or live. Brahman is the inner Soul in all; 
it has taken a form in correspondence with each created form 
which it inhabits. The Lord of Beings is that which is conscious in 
the conscious being, but he is also the Conscious in inconscient 
things, the One who is master and in control of the many that 
are passive in the hands of Force—Nature. He is the Timeless and 
Time; He is Space and all that is in Space; He is Causality and the 
cause and the effect: He is the thinker and his thought, the warrior 
and his courage, the gambler and his dice-throw. All realities and 
all aspects and all semblances are the Brahman; Brahman is the 
Absolute, the Transcendent and incommunicable, the Supracosmic 
Existence that sustains the cosmos, the Cosmic Self that upholds 
all beings, but It is too the self of each individual: the soul or 
psychic entity is an eternal portion of the Ishwara; it is his supreme 
Nature or Consciousness-Force that has become the living being 
in a world of living beings. The Brahman alone is, and because 
of It all are, for all are the Brahman; this Reality is the reality of 
everything that we see in Self and Nature. Brahman, the Ishwara, 
is all this by his Yoga-Maya, by the power of his Consciousness-
Force put out in self-manifestation: he is the Conscious Being, 
Soul, Spirit, Purusha, and it is by his Nature, the force of his 
conscious self-existence that he is all things; he is the Ishwara, 
the omniscient and omnipotent All-ruler, and it is by his Shakti, his 
conscious Power, that he manifests himself in Time and governs 
the universe. These and similar statements taken together are 
all-comprehensive: it is possible for the mind to cut and select, to 
build a closed system and explain away all that does not fit within 
it; but it is on the complete and many-sided statement that we 
must take our stand if we have to acquire an integral knowledge.

[The Life Divine]



The creative Eye of Eternity

Even were caught as through a cunning veil 
The smile of love that sanctions the long game, 
The calm indulgence and maternal breasts 
Of Wisdom suckling the child-laughter of Chance, 
Silence the nurse of the Almighty’s power, 
The omniscient hush, womb of the immortal Word, 
And of the Timeless the still brooding face, 
And the creative eye of Eternity. ||8.24||

Aswapati sees the original Desire staring out of the Void. It is Hope 
reading the meaning of some endless Dream, Hope that does not 
sleep. But what is that Desire, that Hope, that Urge? What could 
be the purpose of this existence? Could here arrive the Verity that 
never fades? could there be a perpetual Day that never disappears 
into the unpromising Dusk? does there exist in the Womb of the 
Void the Possibility that happily smiles into a new creation of 
love and beauty and joy and truth? could it climb down from the 
foundational skies of the Spirit that are above, orange-and-gold 
in their brilliance? There is the creation of the Gods, bright and 
beautiful in multiplicity of the countless unrolling universes. In 
the all-seeing Quiet is born the Word that expresses the Thoughts 
of God, God the Ineffable. What may look pain and suffering and 
horror, what seems only the governing Chance, that could become 
meaningful and planned, could shine in its own glad and sweet 
light and delight. A voice in the heart utters the unspoken Name, 
the treasure of beauty and love and joy is found in the misery of 
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life that had remained lost and forlorn. The Goddess of Inspiration 
has thrown open sudden new gates of wisdom who also brings 
knowledge and understanding. The creative eye sees all. The 
creative ear listens to the voices of the deep Stillness. The original 
Desire is an aspiration, she is an Urge that impels to attainment 
or possession of what is desirable, she is a Longing with a secret 
and imperative wish. This Desire is the seed of growth, and that 
seed has to be well planted and well nourished. A world’s desire 
compelled the mortal birth of Savitri. It is Desire, Kama, that 
brought out the world for enjoyment of the riches of the Spirit in 
its unfolding vastnesses and profundities. To be many—that is the 
Kama, that is the divine Lust. It is that exultant joyful Kama which 
gives qualities to Qualitiless, forms to the Formless, utterances to 
the unfathomable Hush, moods to the Still. To be many—that is 
the Moad, Ananda, Joy, Bliss Delight. This Kama is at the base of 
things, even as it is buried at the bottom of the Void, the wonderful 
Nothingness of the creative Being. It is that silent Desire, Kama, 
which becomes the Aspiration in the climbing soul of the world. 
But too feeble it is and hence, in the story of Savitri, it is her 
father Aswapati the Yogi who carries it to the supreme dynamic 
executive Consciousness-Force, to divine Savitri. The creative eye 
of Eternity looks upon things.

□□□
We see that there is an infinite pure status and immobile silence of 
the Spirit; we see too that there is a boundless movement of the 
Spirit, a power, a dynamic spiritual all-containing self-extension 
of the Infinite. Our conceptions foist upon this perception, in itself 
valid and accurate, an opposition between the silence and status 
and the dynamis and movement, but to the reason and the logic 
of the Infinite there can be no such opposition. A solely silent and 
static Infinite, an Infinite without an infinite power and dynamis 
and energy is inadmissible except as the perception of an aspect; 
a powerless Absolute, an impotent Spirit is unthinkable: an infinite 
energy must be the dynamis of the Infinite, an all-power must 
be the potency of the Absolute, an illimitable force must be the 
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force of the Spirit. But the silence, the status are the basis of 
the movement, an eternal immobility is the necessary condition, 
field, essence even, of the infinite mobility, a stable being is the 
condition and foundation of the vast action of the Force of being. It 
is when we arrive at something of this silence, stability, immobility 
that we can base on it a force and energy which in our superficial 
restless state would be inconceivable. The opposition we make is 
mental and conceptual; in reality, the silence of the Spirit and the 
dynamis of the Spirit are complementary truths and inseparable. 
The immutable silent Spirit may hold its infinite energy silent 
and immobile within it, for it is not bound by its own forces, is 
not their subject or instrument, but it does possess them, does 
release them, is capable of an eternal and infinite action, does not 
weary or need to stop, and yet all the time its silent immobility 
inherent in its action and movement is not for a moment shaken 
or disturbed or altered by its action and movement; the witness 
silence of the Spirit is there in the very grain of all the voices and 
workings of Nature.

[The Life Divine]

□□□
Happily, the true world and the true Consciousness are not a 
dream, but the only real Reality for those who are sincere and 
conscious.

All these images are meant to break the ordinary receptivity of 
mind, and to open it to the conception vaster, truer, creative, of 
the Supramental.

It is only in a receptive silence—when the whole inquisitive mind 
stops moving—that one can feel and understand the images 
described in these verses.

[1 January 1970]

□□□



The golden shekels of the Eternal

In a splendid extravagance of the waste of God 
Dropped carelessly in creation’s spendthrift work, 
Left in the chantiers of the bottomless world 
And stolen by the robbers of the Deep, 
The golden shekels of the Eternal lie, 
Hoarded from touch and view and thought’s desire, 
Locked in blind antres of the ignorant flood 
Lest men should find them and be even as Gods. ||8.30||

□□□
Chantiers
From Latin cantherius.

Pronunciation: IPA: /ʃɑ̃tje/, X-SAMPA: /SA~.tje/

sha(n) tyay

chantier m (plural chantiers)

building site

work site

passage

(colloquial) jumble, mess

workcamp (for volunteers)

workshop

unfinished construction site

Shekel
Shekel (sheqel, Akkadian: šiqlu or siqlu, Hebrew: לקש, pl. shekels, 
sheqels, sheqalim, Hebrew: םילקש), is any of several ancient units of 
weight or of currency. The first usage is from Mesopotamia around 



The golden shekels of the Eternal 85

3000 BC. Initially, it may have referred to a weight of barley. This 
shekel was about 180 grains (11 grams or 0.35 troy ounces).

The earliest shekels were a unit of weight, used as other units such 
as grams and troy ounces for trading before the advent of coins. 
Coins were invented by the early Anatolian traders who stamped 
their marks to avoid weighing each time used. Early coins were 
money stamped with an official seal to certify their weight. Silver 
ingots, some with markings were issued. Later authorities decided 
who designed coins. (Detroit Institute of Arts, 1964) Herodotus 
states that the first coinage was issued by Croesus, King of Lydia, 
spreading to the golden Daric (worth 20 sigloi or shekel), issued 
by the Persian Empire and the Silver Athenian obol and drachma.

As with many ancient units, the shekel had a variety of values 
depending on era, government and region; weights between 9 
and 17 grams, and values of 11, 14, and 17 grams are common. A 
shekel is a gold or silver coin equal in weight to one of these units. 
It is especially the chief silver coin of the Hebrews.

The shekel was common among western Semitic peoples. 
Moabites, Edomites and Phoenicians used the shekel, the latter 
as coins and weights. Punic coinage was based on the shekel, a 
heritage from Canaanite ancestors.

The Aramaic tekel similar to the Hebrew shekel used in the writing 
on the wall during the feast of Belshazzar, according to the Book 
of Daniel defined as weighed shares a common root with the word 
shekel and may even additionally attest to its original usage as a 
weight.

□□□
Antre

an·tre

[an-ter]

noun

a cavern; cave.

Origin:

1595–1605; < Middle French < Latin antrum.  See antrum

□□□
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The Robbers: Play by Friedrich Schiller

The publication of The Robbers forms an era not only in Schiller’s 
history, but in the literature of the World; and there seems no 
doubt that, but for so mean a cause as the perverted discipline 
of the Stuttgart school, we would never have seen this tragedy. 
A rude simplicity, combined with a gloomy and overpowering 
force, are its chief characteristics; they remind us of the defective 
cultivation, as well as of the fervid and harassed feelings of its 
author. Above all, the latter quality is visible; the tragic interest of 
The Robbers is deep throughout, so deep that frequently it borders 
upon horror. A grim inexpiable Fate is made the ruling principle: 
it envelopes and overshadows the whole; and under its louring 
influence, the fiercest efforts of human will appear but like flashes 
that illuminate the wild scene with a brief and terrible splendour, 
and are lost forever in the darkness. The unsearchable abysses of 
man’s destiny are laid open before us, black and profound, and 
appalling, as they seem to the young mind when it first attempts 
to explore them. Single against the universe, to appeal to the 
primary law of the stronger, to “grasp the scales of Providence in 
a mortal’s hand,” is frantic and wicked; but Moor has a force of 
soul which makes it likewise awful. The interest lies in the conflict 
of this gigantic soul against the fearful odds which at length 
overwhelm it, and hurry it down to the darkest depths of ruin. 
Amelia, the only female in The Robbers, is a beautiful creation; 
but as imaginary as her persecutor Franz. Still and exalted in 
her warm enthusiasm, devoted in her love to Moor, she moves 
before us as the inhabitants of a higher and simpler world than 
ours. “He sails on troubled seas,” she exclaims, with a confusion 
of metaphors, which it is easy to pardon, “he sails on troubled 
seas, Amelia’s love sails with him; he wanders in pathless deserts, 
Amelia’s love makes the burning sand grow green beneath him, 
and the stunted shrubs to blossom; the south scorches his bare 
head, his feet are pinched by the northern snow, stormy hail beats 
round his temples—Amelia’s love rocks him to sleep in the storm. 
Seas, and hills, and horizons, are between us; but souls escape 
from their clay prisons, and meet in the paradise of love!” She is 
a fair vision, the beau idéal of a poet’s first mistress; but has few 
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mortal lineaments. No less striking is the soliloquy where Moor, 
with the instrument of self-destruction in his hands, the “dread 
key that is to shut behind him the prison of life, and to unbolt 
before him the dwelling of eternal night,”—meditates on the 
gloomy enigmas of his future destiny. Soliloquies on this subject 
are numerous—from the time of Hamlet, of Cato, and downwards. 
Perhaps the worst of them has more ingenuity, perhaps the best 
of them has less awfulness than the present. St. Dominick himself 
might shudder at such a question, with such an answer, as this: 
“What if thou shouldst send me companionless to sum burnt and 
blasted circle of the universe; which thou has banished from thy 
sight; where the lone darkness and the motionless desert were 
my prospects—forever? I would people the silent wilderness with 
my fantasies; I should have Eternity for leisure to examine the 
perplexed image of the universal woe.” Strength, wild impassioned 
strength, is the distinguishing quality of Moor. His death is of a 
piece with the fierce splendour of his life. Having finished the 
bloody work of crime, and magnanimity, and horror, he thinks 
that, for himself, suicide would be too easy an exit. He has noticed 
a poor man toiling by the way-side, for eleven children; a great 
reward has been promised for the head of the Robber; the gold 
will nourish that poor drudge and his boys, and Moor goes forth to 
give it them. We part with him in pity and sorrow; looking less at 
his misdeeds than at their frightful expiation.

http://www.theatredatabase.com/18th_century/robbers.html

□□□
The Aryan in the sacrifice finds the divine word, gīh, mantra, 
brahma, uktha, he is the brahmā or singer of the word; the 
gods delight in and uphold the word, the Dasyus are haters and 
destroyers of the Word, spoilers of speech. They have no force of 
the divine breath or no mouth to speak it; and they have no power 
to think and mentalise the word and the truth it contains: but the 
Aryans are the thinkers of the word, holders of the thought, the 
thought-mind and the seer-knowledge, dhīra, manīsī, kavi; the 
gods are also the supreme thinkers of the Thought. The Aryans 
are desirers of the godheads; they seek to increase their own 
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being and the godheads in them by the sacrifice, the word, the 
thought; the Dasyus are god-haters, obstructors of the godhead, 
who desire no increase. The gods lavish wealth on the Aryan, the 
Aryan gives his wealth to the gods; the Dasyu withholds his wealth 
from the Aryan until it is taken from him by force, and does not 
press out the immortal Soma wine for the deities who seek its 
rapture in man; although he is revān, although his cave is packed 
with cows and horses and treasures, still he is arādhas, because 
his wealth gives no prosperity or felicity to man or himself,—the 
Pani is the miser of existence. And in the struggle between the 
Aryan and the Dasyu he seeks always to plunder and destroy, to 
steal the luminous cows of the latter and hide them again in the 
darkness of the cave. “Slay the devourer, the Pani; for he is the 
wolf (the tearer).”

In this hymn of Hiranyastupa Angirasa the first ten verses clearly 
refer to the battle for the Cows and therefore to the Panis. “Come, 
let us go seeking the cows to Indra; for it is he that increases 
the thought in us; invincible is he and complete are his felicities, 
he releases for us (separates from the darkness) the supreme 
knowledge-vision of the luminous cows, gavām ketam paramā 
varjate nah. I fly to the unassailable giver of riches like a bird to 
its beloved nest, bowing down to Indra with the supreme words of 
light, to him to whom his affirmers must call in their journey. He 
comes with all his armies and has fastened firmly his quivers; he 
is the fighter (the Aryan) who brings the cows to whomsoever he 
desires. O Indra who hast increased (by our word), hold not back 
for thyself thy much delight, become not in us the Pani, cosku 
̄yamāno bhūri vāmam māpanir bhūr asmad adhi pravrddha.”

“The Pani is the robber who snatches away the cows of light, the 
horses of the swiftness and the treasures of the divine plenitude, 
he is the wolf, the eater, atri, vr.ka; he is the obstructor, nid, 
and spoiler of the word. He is the enemy, the thief, the false or 
evil thinker who makes difficult the Path by his robberies and 
obstructions.”

[The Secret of the Veda]



Our minds hush to a 
bright Omniscient

The truth mind could not know unveils its face, 
We hear what mortal ears have never heard, 
We feel what earthly sense has never felt, 
We love what common hearts repel and dread; 
Our minds hush to a bright Omniscient; 
A Voice calls from the chambers of the soul; 
We meet the ecstasy of the Godhead’s touch 
In golden privacies of immortal fire. ||10.21||

There are moments in the spiritual pursuit when a revealing 
Force blazes across the skies and knowledge breaks as in a sea of 
radiance and Nature trembles with the power of the flame. We get 
possessed by a mastering Personality. The inner lamps are lit and 
all the cherished guests coming from the subconscient vital take 
their leave and a wider consciousness opens its doors. In the deep 
internal solitude we hear the voices arriving from eternity. The 
truth that the mind could never see becomes visible, and subtle 
senses awake, and the Godhead’s touch brings a joy that was never 
felt. We live in the world of the immortal fire. Mightier surgings 
flood our existence and it is the divine Presence that makes the 
soul move. Though of earth we are, we get born in the sempiternal 
glory. The secret meaning of our grandiose life is discovered. A 
timeless Light shines in the eyes, and the words unknown to our 
speech come and speak of the goal of this unconscious world. Our 
hearts are set on the journeying years to live in the mystery and 
meaning of this creation.

□□□
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We may pick up the following lines which strike to be pretty 
different in inspiration and technique when compared with the 
lines surrounding them:

Our minds hush to a bright Omniscient 
The murmuring tongue of a celestial fire 
A Silence overhead, an inner Voice 
And the heart of the mystery of the journeying years.

These lines can be scanned as follows:

Our minds’| hush’ to| a bright’| Omnis’|cient| 
The mur’|muring tongue’| of a| celes’|tial fire’| 
A Sil’|ence ov’|erhead,| an inn’|er Voice’| 
And the heart’| of the mys’|tery| of the jour’|neying years’|

The first line with the associated previous lines forms a beautiful 
stanza belonging to the iterative technique that culminates in the 
revelatory “bright Omniscient”. The stanza runs as follows:

The truth’| mind’ could| not know’| unveils’| its face’, |  
We hear’| what mor’t|al ears’| have nev’|er heard’, |  
We feel’| what earth’|ly sense’| has nev’|er felt’, |  
We love’| what com’|mon hearts’| repel’| and dread’; |  
Our minds’| hush’ to| a bright’| Omnis’|cient. |

Trochee as a second foot in the first line prepares with a kind of 
convincing dip the iambic movement in the following “We hear”—
“We feel”—“We love” till we come to Our minds” and then again 
a dip in “hush to”; there are nineteen iambs sandwiched between 
two trochees. The effect is, this general overhead narrative 
preparation at once peaks up into the revelatory “Our minds 
hush to a bright Omniscient”. The adjective “Omniscient” used 
as a noun is a masterstroke of inspiration. Amal Kiran speaks of 
this line as full of atmosphere, which of course it is but more 
than that is the spiritual charge it bears in its substance and 
visualisation and movement. Every word and every syllable is in 
its apt place, perfectly set, change for instance “Omniscient” to 
“Omniscience” and the line will collapse. The echoing back and 
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forth of the alliterative sound brings powerful overtones to enrich 
its music that is full of silence. In contrast to this packed intensity 
flaming with the spiritual in its gold-bright, we have the purling of 
a celestial fire in its soft gentle upward rippling movement:

Or through’| the earth’|ly cov’|erings some’|thing breaks’, |  
A grace’| and beau’|ty of| spir’i|tual light’, |  
The mur’|muring tongue’| of a| celes’|tial fire’. |  
Ourself’| and a| high’ stran’|ger whom| we feel’, |  
It is| and acts’| unseen’| as if| it were not; |

The line “The murmuring tongue of a celestial fire” is lyric-spiritual 
with more of sound-colour than overtones or undertones though 
the latter can also be said to be manifestly present.

But the distinctness of the spiritual comes home with convincingness 
in “A Silence overhead, an inner Voice” which in substance is 
supported by what follows it:

A Sil’|ence ov’|erhead,| an inn’|er Voice’, |  
A liv’|ing im|age’ seat’|ed in’| the heart’, |  
An un|walled’ wide’|ness and| a fath’|omless point’, |  
The truth’| of all| these cryp’|tic shows| in space, |  
The Re’|al to|wards which| our striv’|ings move’, |  
The sec’|ret grand’|iose mean’|ing of| our lives’. |

Here is Silence that becomes golden holding in its easy and 
effortless overtone the delight of the world. What we see in these 
examples is the sound modulation in varying degrees in different 
contexts, what we hear are the harmonics, lower and higher, in 
the richness that belongs to the overhead Silence itself. There is 
more of overhead in them than the inner-psychic, more of mystic-
spiritual than the intimate-lyrical, more of the Vedantic than the 
Occult.

Connected with these metrical considerations we also have some 
grammatical points, that an accomplished master of language and 
technique can throw overboard all the rules an ordinary mortal 
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would follow. Here are some examples of the use of adjective as 
a noun. In our line

Our minds hush to a bright Omniscient. ||10.21||

we have the unusual use, though strictly not objectionable, of 
“Omniscient” as a noun. In it we have the aspect of inherent 
omniscience of the Bright which comes out more forcefully in the 
usage of omniscient rather than omniscience. But in the line

My mind transfigures to a rapturous seer. ||103.69||

the verb “transfigures” is used intransitively. Satyavan is making 
advances towards young beautiful dazzling Savitri and sees in her 
arrival into his realm the arrival of sun-bright presences, and tells 
her how his mind transfigures to a rapturous seer. It is in the rush 
of waves of liquid bliss that in her appearance he falls silent, is 
mute, is astonished, that he cannot figure himself out what he is. 
And then Narad describing Satyavan to the royal parents, that a 
divinity and kingliness are visible on his brow, that his eyes keep 
the memory of the world of bliss from where he has come, and 
that

A blue Immense he leans to the longing world. ||106.137||

We have another example in the use of “vague” as a noun in the 
following:

Even Matter vanishes into Energy’s vague 
And Energy is a motion of old Nought. ||140.119||

Here is Death arguing with Savitri that what she is considering 
is an impracticable dream which she must abandon. She must 
know that divine wisdom can never reign on earth, that everything 
here is a product of Matter and finally everything disappears into 
Matter, that Matter itself is nothing but a product of Energy’s vague, 
and Energy but the motion of the old Nought, of the Void. Such 
poetic devices not only add to the richness of the composition; 
importantly, they are pressed into operation to bring out the 
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weighty charge of the occult that gives another density to the 
sense and theme.

□□□
Aswapati has already his strength linked with the universal 
strengths. He would walk through swift Time overtaking the 
human strides, he would stand on a height from where could be 
glimpsed greater sublimer heights. The present heights could 
simply be the shadow of those taller loftier heights, and he must 
discover and acquire their loftiness. What he has done so far, what 
has been made until now is only a beginning and there are powers 
of reality which have yet to take birth in the creation. Those 
wonderful immensities must be reached and the parts that are 
in us must grow towards them, must flourish in them. There are 
marvellous happy rivers carrying milk and honey, and there are 
calm mountains glistening under the eye of luminous heaven, and 
there are lands where people are covered with dust of gold, with 
splendour and ecstasy, and where children play with bright jewel 
marbles. There are still regions of imperishable Light, there are 
eagle-peaks of silent Power, and oceans of fathomless bliss, and 
the tranquil expanses of the spirit; these must be accessed and 
made a part of our self and our being and our soul. That greater 
dynamic Personality should shape our movements, and Nature be 
kindled with its flame. All that is jealous and hungry and lustful 
and corrupt in us must take leave even as the inner lamp shows to 
us the presence of virtues, charity and forbearance and love and 
sweetness, seated deep within us. There is the opening of the wider 
consciousness, and intimations of eternity and immortality reveal 
to us the deeper verities waiting for expression. There is the urge 
that compels us to shape our thoughts and feelings and actions in 
the strength of the soul, our minds hush to a bright Omniscient, 
we hear the sounds of the true and the harmonious, the long 
march moves in the steps of the all-revealing Time. A timeless 
Light shines in the eyes and the secret things which no words can 
describe are disclosed. In golden privacy of the immortal Fire the 
ecstasy of the Godhead fills us. How wonderful! This is what has 
already happened to Aswapati.



An aspiration in the 
Night’s profound

Ever surround our brief existence here 
Grey shadows of unanswered questionings; 
The dark Inconscient’s signless mysteries 
Stand up unsolved behind Fate’s starting line; 
An aspiration in the Night’s profound, 
Seed of a perishing body and half-lit mind, 
Uplifts its lonely tongue of conscious fire 
Towards an undying Light for ever lost. ||11.6||

This world may be an unconscious world, the Gita speaks of it as 
a transient and sorrowful world, anityam-asukham; but it is not a 
world without a goal. What could be that goal, what could be the 
destination of the journeying cycles of time? The soul of man in 
search of the secret knowledge can travel on this road and arrive 
at the House of Knowledge where the mystery can be unravelled, 
the significance of it could be known. True, all is screened from 
sight, all is lying under the threshold, nothing is accessible to our 
senses or perceptions, all is mysterious and arcane and miraculous, 
concealed and esoteric. But to grasp it we need an intuitive heart, 
we have to have the spiritual gaze. In its inadequacy or in its 
absence whatever we might have learned appears only a doubtful 
guess; in fact, our very being could be questionable, our life look 
an unpromising if not suspicious experiment, the soul could only 
be a flickering light. Out of one unknown we keep on moving to 
another unknown. From unknown to unknown is the journey of 
our ignorance. We seem to be surrounded by dense grey shadows 
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in their multitude, if shadows can have colours and sensibilities 
and contents. There in the race behind Fate’s starting line stand 
the mysteries of the inconscience. But there is also in the depths 
of the Night a small little flame of aspiration that can uplift the 
tongue of conscious Fire; it can take us to the undying Light that 
is at the moment lost in the profound of the Night, Darkness which 
is actually the cause of our mortality, the seed of perishing body. 
This Fire is the immortal in the breast of the mortal, and it is 
because of it there is the hope.

□□□
Profound: noun: something that is profound, the deep sea, ocean, 
depth, abyss; deep, sagacious; intense or absolute, situated at or 
extending to a great depth; used here as a noun. As adjective: of 
deep meaning, going far beneath the superficial, intense.

Profundus: deep, bottomless, vast.

□□□
When the poet becomes the seer and hearer of the Truth-Word, 
kavayah satyaśrutah, then through his creation we experience 
aesthetic delight of the spirit, we receive supreme revelation in a 
flame-body of the symbol he gives to us, a symbol that is more 
than an image. A good painter has two chief objects to paint, 
man and the intention of his soul—says Leonardo da Vinci. A good 
poet adds to it the expressive power of the ineffable transcendent, 
coming in rhythms of its calm and silent delight. Such indeed is 
the Savitri given to us by the Rishi. Its theme is universal, the 
poetry is epic, the style is impersonal and bare, the diction is 
simple and direct, hardly anywhere an uncommon simile or 
epithet; no rancour against fate, no mad elation in the victory; the 
self-confidence of the heroine giving a solidity to the narrative; 
brief phrases packed with contents that at once summarise the 
achievements of a whole life; everywhere and through the subtle 
nerves flow quiet streams that sing of the nobility and grandeur 
of imperishable values, death-triumphant in their assertion; 
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looks as though a well-faceted diamond were stuffed with a rare 
splendour, sometimes blue-shimmering, sometimes creamy bright 
with an orange tinge, shining in its natural brilliance, as does the 
sun spreading its gold of radiance; no fetish of poetry offering 
“criticism of life”, no abstraction of l’art pour l’art, no cerebration 
through a discovered objective correlative, nor any gushing of 
uncontrolled spontaneous feelings; its substance is spirit and 
its ethereality is material; the ends and the means fuse in one 
gleamingly suggestive manner; it has gains which need not be set 
against losses; death and life move in one fulfilment. Death indeed 
occupies a very large space in life, perhaps a disproportionately 
large space at the moment. That could be the entire meaning 
of things in this purposeful mortal creation, not a fixed settled 
unevolving glory or a frozen spectrum of typal existences, but a 
quest to newer infinities that may come here and work themselves 
out in the unending Time’s process. Death is truly an aspect of life, 
for it to become deathless life.



Earth-Goddess toils across 
the sands of Time

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. ||11.10||

This is the description of the toiling Earth-Goddess with the 
concern for the soul of man which should discover and live in 
the deeper truth of life and existence. Hers is a serpentine path 
that is orbiting through the featureless Vast, the original Void, 
the locked-up energies surging through the cyclic movements of 
evolving and expanding time. She has a perception that there is 
someone sitting in her heart, and she believes that one day she 
will discover him, she will hear the Word that brings knowledge of 
reality to her, compel Fate to follow the journeying wheels of the 
Truth expressing itself here, Fate whose form and nature cannot 
be discerned, the Truth that brings the powers of the spirit into the 
world of mortality. Here is beauty that fades in the dimnesses of 
fleeting circumstances and here is joy that trembles in the auspice 
hour of bliss. Hers is a search for perfection and she holds faith 
that she would survive even in the defeating noise and clangour 
of the world. She outstretches her arms and prays with authentic 
ardency the invisible Gods.

□□□
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Prithvi Sukta describes the Earth-Goddess variously: she is Bhumi 
the ground that expands, the Nurturer, the Mother of Plants, the 
Birthplace, Vishvagarbha or the Womb of the World, she is Dharaṇi 
the Upholder, Sthāvara or the Stable One, Vishvadharini the All-
Supporting, Ratnagarbha one who is the repository of gems, 
Vasundhara the Bearer of Treasure. “Earth in which lie the sea, 
the river and other waters, in which food and cornfields have come 
to be, in which lives all that breathes and that moves, may she 
confer on us the finest of her yield. Earth, in which the waters, 
common to all, moving on all sides, flow unfailingly, day and 
night, may she pour on us milk in many streams, and endow us 
with lustre. May those born of thee, O Earth, be for our welfare, 
free from sickness and waste. Wakeful through a long life, we 
shall become bearers of tribute to thee. Earth, my Mother, set me 
securely with bliss in full accord with heaven, O wise one, uphold 
me in grace and splendour.”

□□□
Indeed she is the “significant centre” of the universe where alone 
is present the psychic being. It is here that the evolutionary path 
has been established. It is here that the possibility of a divine 
manifestation is being worked out.

□□□
According to Hesiod

Hesiod’s Theogony tells how, after Chaos, “wide-bosomed” Gaia 
(Earth) arose to be the everlasting seat of the immortals who 
possess Olympus above and the depths of Tartarus below). He 
then tells that Gaia brought forth her equal Uranus (or Ouranos 
in Ancient Greek) (Heaven, Sky) to “cover her on every side” and 
to be the abode of the gods. Gaia also bore the hills (ourea), 
and Pontus (Sea), “without sweet union of love” (i.e., with no 
father). Afterwards with Uranus, she gave birth to the Titans, 
as Hesiod tells it: She lay with Heaven and bore deep swirling 
Oceanus, Coeus, and Crius and Hyperion and Iapetus, Theia and 
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Rhea, Themis and Mnemosyne and gold-crowned Phoebe and 
lovely Tethys. After them was born Cronos  the wily, youngest 
and most terrible of her children, and he hated his lusty sire. Gaia 
conceived further offspring with Uranus (Ouranos), first the giant 
one-eyed Cyclopes: Brontes ("Thunder"), Steropes ("Lightning") 
and Arges  ("Bright"); then the Hecatonchirs: Cottus, Briareos 
and Gyges, each with a hundred arms and fifty heads. As each 
of the Cyclopes and Hecatonchires were born, Uranus hid them 
in a secret place within Gaia, causing her great pain. So Gaia 
devised a plan. She created a grey flint (or adamantine) sickle. 
And Cronus used the sickle to castrate his father Uranus as he 
approached Gaia to have intercourse with her. From Uranus' 
spilled blood, Gaia produced the Erinyes, the Giants  and the 
Meliae  (ash-tree nymphs). From the testicles of Uranus in the 
sea came forth Aphrodite.  By her son Pontus, Gaia bore the sea-
deities Nereus, Thaumas, Phorcys, Ceto, and Eurybia. Because 
Cronus had learned from Gaia and Uranus, that he was destined 
to be overthrown by his own child, Cronus swallowed each of the 
children born to him by his Titan sister Rhea. But when Rhea was 
pregnant with her youngest child Zeus, she sought help from Gaia 
and Uranus. And when Zeus was born Gaia took the child into her 
care, and in place of Zeus, Rhea gave Cronus a stone wrapped in 
swaddling-clothes, which he swallowed. With Gaia's advice Zeus 
defeated the Titans. But afterwards Gaia, in union with Tartarus, 
bore the youngest of her sons Typhon, who would be the last 
challenge to the authority of Zeus.

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Gaia_(mythology)

□□□
Savitri lives in close union with the soul of the earth—the Mother

□□□
The earth is a representative and symbolic world, a kind of 
crystallization and concentration of the evolutionary labor giving it 
a... more concrete reality. It has to be taken like this: the history 



Running through Savitri 100

of the earth is a symbolic history. And it is on earth that this 
Descent takes place (it’s not the history of the universal but of 
the terrestrial creation); the Descent occurs in the individual 
TERRESTRIAL being, in the individual terrestrial atmosphere.

Let’s take Savitri, which is very explicit on this: the universal 
Mother is universally present and at work in the universe, but the 
earth is where concrete form is given to all the work to be done 
to bring evolution to its perfection, to its goal. Well, at first there 
is a sort of emanation representative of the universal Mother, 
which is always on earth to help it prepare itself; then, when the 
preparation is complete, the universal Mother herself will descend 
upon earth to finish her work. And this She does with Satyavan—
Satyavan is the soul of the earth. She lives in close union with the 
soul of the earth and together they do the work; She has chosen 
the soul of the earth for her work, saying, “HERE is where I will 
do my work.” Elsewhere (the Mother indicates regions of higher 
Consciousness), it’s enough just to BE and things Simply ARE. 
Here on earth you have to work.

There are clearly universal repercussions and effects, of course, 
but the thing is WORKED OUT here, the place of work is HERE. So 
instead of living beatifically in Her universal state and beyond, in 
the extra-universal eternity outside of time, She says, “No, I am 
going to do my work HERE, I choose to work HERE.’ The Supreme 
then tells her, “What you have expressed is My Will.” ... “I want to 
work HERE, and when all is ready, when the earth is ready, when 
humanity is ready (even if no one is aware of it), when the Great 
Moment comes, well... I will descend to finish my work.”

That’s the story.

[28 July 1961]



A Strength not forced to 
stumble by its speed

Outstretching arms to the unconscious Void, 
Passionate she prays to invisible forms of Gods 
Soliciting from dumb Fate and toiling Time 
What most she needs, what most exceeds her scope, 
A Mind unvisited by illusion’s gleams, 
A Will expressive of soul’s deity, 
A Strength not forced to stumble by its speed, 
A Joy that drags not sorrow as its shade. ||11.19||

This is a prayer offered by the Earth-Goddess to the Gods in their 
invisible forms. But what is her prayer? What are the visible forms 
of Gods standing outside their invisible forms? But the Earth-
Goddess must have a mind which is not haunted by the false light 
of Illusion that makes this whole world meaningless and therefore 
not worth living; she must have a will to put into operative 
expression what the deity seated in the deep soul cherishes to 
sculpt and shape in the solid voidful rock of existence; she ought 
to have a winning strength which will not buckle under any adverse 
attack; there has to be a joy which does not cast the shadow 
of suffering and sorrow and anguish. Mind-Will-Strength-Joy are 
the Gods who must establish themselves in this creation, that 
thus alone can she claim the privileges of heaven as her natural 
possessions. They are the invisible forms behind the false light of 
Illusion, behind the expression that is not soul-born, behind the 
weakness that stands not the adverse attack, behind the shadow 
that covers our happiness. That surely is a fair claim of hers, of 
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Mind-Will-Strength-Joy, and the considerate-caring God has his 
sanction for it. Indeed, in it what are our winged chimeras become 
the swift-footed stallions of the vast blue sky. Yes, what seems 
impossible that becomes a reality though we might be living in an 
apparent world of illusion, and lack of intent and weakness and 
pain. Our truer infallible intuition is capable of looking beyond these 
smallnesses, these small sights, our foreseeing knowledge could 
provide us a ground to stand in the firmness of the manifesting 
spirit. A prophet and a seer can then take birth in our heart.

□□□
May the Peoples of the five Births accept my sacrifice, those who 
are born of the Light and worthy of worship; may Earth protect us 
from earthly evil and the Mid-Region from calamity from the gods. 
Follow the shining thread spun out across the mid-world, protect 
the luminous paths built by the thought; weave an inviolate work, 
become the human being, create the divine race…. Seers of truth 
are you, sharpen the shining spears with which you cut the way to 
that which is Immortal; knowers of the secret planes, form them, 
the steps by which the gods attained to immortality.

[Rig Veda]

□□□
The touch of Earth is always reinvigorating to the son of Earth, 
even when he seeks a supraphysical Knowledge. It may even 
be said that the supraphysical can only be really mastered in 
its fullness—to its heights we can always reach—when we keep 
our feet firmly on the physical. “Earth is His footing,” says the 
Upanishad whenever it images the Self that manifests in the 
universe. And it is certainly the fact that the wider we extend and 
the surer we make our knowledge of the physical world, the wider 
and surer becomes our foundation for the higher knowledge, even 
for the highest, even for the Brahmavidya.

□□□
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The evolution of the sevenfold power of being, the realisation of 
its septuple Name, must be the destiny of any world which starts 
apparently from the involution of all in one power. Therefore the 
material universe was bound in the nature of things to evolve from 
its hidden life apparent life, from its hidden mind apparent mind, 
and it must in the same nature of things evolve from its hidden 
Supermind apparent Supermind and from the concealed Spirit 
within it the triune glory of Sachchidānanda. The only question 
is whether the earth is to be a scene of that emergence or the 
human creation on this or any other material scene, in this or 
any other cycle of the large wheelings of Time, its instrument and 
vehicle. The ancient seers believed in this possibility for man and 
held it to be his divine destiny; the modern thinker does not even 
conceive of it or, if he conceived, would deny or doubt. … In the 
spiritual order of things, the higher we project our view and our 
aspiration, the greater the Truth that seeks to descend upon us, 
because it is already there within us and calls for its release from 
the covering that conceals it in manifested Nature.

□□□
Now there will be established on earth a gnostic Consciousness 
and Power which will shape a race of gnostic spiritual beings 
and take up into itself all of earth-nature that is ready for this 
new transformation. It will also receive into itself from above, 
progressively, from its own domain of perfect light and power 
and beauty all that is ready to descend from that domain into 
terrestrial being.

□□□
A mighty exhibition of an overpowering force… is the type of the 
Asura. But earth has had enough of this kind in her past and 
its repetition can only prolong the old lines; she can get no 
true profit for her future, no power of self-exceeding, from the 
Titan, the Asura... But what has to emerge is something much 
more difficult and much more simple; it is a self-realised being, 
a building of the spiritual self, an intensity and urge of the soul 
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and the deliverance and sovereignty of its light and power and 
beauty,—not an egoistic supermanhood seizing on a mental and 
vital domination over humanity, but the sovereignty of the Spirit 
over its own instruments, its possession of itself and its possession 
of life in the power of the spirit, a new consciousness in which 
humanity itself shall find its own self-exceeding and self-fulfilment 
by the revelation of the divinity that is striving for birth within it. 
This is the sole true supermanhood and the one real possibility of 
a step forward in evolutionary Nature.

[The Life Divine]

□□□
Since the beginning of the earth wherever and whenever there 
was the possibility of manifesting a ray of consciousness, I was 
there.—The Mother

[14 March 1952]

□□□
We are preparing upon earth the connecting-point, that point of 
communication and junction between the mental and terrestrial 
human consciousness and the supramental and superhuman 
Consciousness. It is a whole intermediate world that is being 
worked out, a new creation manifesting and materializing.

[June 1958]

□□□
I see the Secret; there is an opening, and again it closes. … Sri 
Aurobindo speaks of this Secret almost everywhere, especially in 
his Essays on the Gita. He tells us that in the Gita itself one gets 
glimpses of this thing which is beyond the Impersonal, beyond even 
the Personal behind the Impersonal, beyond the Transcendent.

Well, I saw this Secret—I saw that the Supreme only becomes 
perfect in terrestrial matter, on earth. …
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I saw this Secret (which is getting more and more perceptible as 
the Supramental becomes clear), I saw it in the everyday, outer 
life, precisely in this very physical life which all spirituality rejects 
... a kind of accuracy or exactitude right down to the atom. I 
am not saying that the ‘Divine’ becomes perfect in Matter—the 
Divine is already there—but that THE SUPREME becomes perfect 
in Matter.

[16 May 1960]

□□□
The truth-light capture Nature by surprise, 
A stealth of God compel the heart to bliss 
And earth grow unexpectedly divine. ||11.46||

□□□
The prayer of the cells in the body: Now that by the effect of the 
Grace we are slowly emerging out of inconscience and waking up 
to a conscious life, an ardent prayer rises in us for more light, 
more consciousness:

O Supreme Lord of the Universe, we implore Thee, give us the 
strength and the beauty, the harmonious perfection needed to 
be Thy divine instruments upon earth.

[22 November 1967]



They are guardians of the  
silence of the Truth

Implacable in their timeless purity, 
All barter or bribe of worship they refuse; 
Unmoved by cry of revolt and ignorant prayer 
They reckon not our virtue and our sin, 
They bend not to the voices that implore, 
They hold no traffic with error and its reign: 
They are guardians of the silence of the Truth, 
They are keepers of the immutable decree. ||12.14||

We live in a dichotomous world, we chase misleading dawns, 
we run after the stars that have no reality except of sleeping in 
the depths of their nights. We are unaware of the meaning of 
this creation, we read the cosmic book without a context. Yes, 
the immense lacuna we have created that we must fill with the 
discovered divine Idea and the Idea-Truth, we must move in the 
movements of the Idea-Force. There is on one side the Ether of 
the Self in which shine the gold dazzling suns, and there is on 
the other the darkness where the cosmic labourer carries the 
images of the unborn gods, she the patient trustee of slow eternal 
Time, she the one ever driven by the conscious Force. But remote 
from the Force that cries out in its pain, veiled by the Ray which 
no mortal eye can see, burn the free and absolute potencies of 
the Spirit. These are the potencies of rapture and radiance and 
hush, absolute potencies with inalienable bliss in their eyes. Ever 
they repose on the eternal Will, on the Eternal’s will. They would 
not accept bribe of worship, they would not succumb to ignorant 
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prayer, least would they care for our sin and our virtue; they have 
nothing to do with error and its reign. Because of them is kept 
safe the immutable decree, the verdict of the Timeless, of the 
Truth that can manifest itself in this creation; the Spirit’s free and 
absolute potencies have to become breathing-living realities in 
this world of transience and sorrow, in this mortality which is not 
without a purpose. These absolute potencies of the Spirit must 
emerge in their fullness, in their undimming splendours.

□□□
The physical body, the life, the mind and understanding, the 
supermind and the Ananda—these are the spirit’s five levels. The 
higher man rises on this ascent the nearer he comes to the state 
of that highest perfection open to his spiritual evolution. Rising to 
the Supermind, it becomes easy to rise to the Ananda. One attains 
a firm foundation in the condition of the indivisible and infinite 
Ananda, not only in the timeless Parabrahman [Absolute] but in 
the body, in life, in the world. The integral being, the integral 
consciousness, the integral Ananda blossoms out and takes form in 
life. This is the central clue of my yoga, its fundamental principle.

[Sri Aurobindo to Barin—7 April 1920]

□□□
I followed the idea from a metaphysical point of view: this ‘error’ 
committed that allowed the world to become what it is. But at 
the extreme limit, there always remains the question, ‘How is it 
possible?’ I was no longer seeing this with the mind.

I came to the conclusion that from a practical standpoint, the 
solution is that the part of humanity expressing this Error in its 
life and its consciousness should ... or to put it another way, that 
part of humanity, of the human consciousness, capable of uniting 
with the Supermind and of liberating itself, will be completely 
transformed. This humanity is moving towards a future reality not 
yet expressed in its outer form. Whereas the part of humanity 
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nearer to the simplicity of the animal or of Nature will be 
reabsorbed by Nature and entirely re-assimilated. The possibility 
of a mental consciousness that allows for perversion—that makes 
mental perversion such an excruciating thing—will be abolished. It 
will disappear. These things will no longer be.

In the vision, I went much deeper into this thought. I saw all the 
stages, but I no longer see them now. I can no longer explain—
there was suddenly a vision that understood the idea of atonement 
and redemption. It was not formulated in words. Also, the idea that 
only an act of faith in a divine intervention could ... was the means 
of salvation. This was the idea of salvation. I understood Christ 
and faith in Christ. I understood it, and it did not apply uniquely 
to Christianity or to original sin. I understood what original sin and 
redemption through faith in Christ meant.

[February 1958]

□□□
Where, where is the Error? Where is the Error?

In fact there’s no such thing as error. There are only things that 
seem impossible because we don’t know that the Lord is all 
possibility and can do whatever He wants, any way He wants. We 
just can’t get it through our heads: “This can be, but that can’t,” 
we keep saying. But it’s not true! Everything is possible, and only 
our own stupidity says that something “can’t be.”

[12 October 1962]



The universe is an  
endless masquerade

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. ||13.11||

We live in this world of mortality oblivious of our true self, the 
self of immortality that can make our mortality true in its aspects 
of immortality, make it immortal in the expressions of the spirit. 
There is the unseen Presence of which we are not aware. In the 
sleep of Inconscience he is there and through his active Nature he 
gives to his timeless thoughts forms in time. Through objects and 
through persons this Nature-Force shapes the idea of him even 
as he repeats his births in them. This Presence and this Nature, 
Soul and Nature, may seem to be two, but in their real depths 
they are one; knowledge and Ignorance, day and night, life and 
death, good and evil and all those things in this existence which 
might appear contraries are nothing but their eyes’ swift and 
understanding interchange. In the universe they go about as if in 
pretences, in the disguises of unconnected players in the drama of 
life. But this is a drama whose plot is kept hidden from our sight, 
from our understanding, even as he for a moment keeps aside his 
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omnipotence and yields to her moods and manners of working 
incompetence. Thus through her works he hopes to find himself, 
find himself in her. Although possessor of earth and heaven, the 
Lord of the Worlds, Ishwara, he leaves all the cosmic management 
to her, he watches all, becomes the Witness of her scene, Sakshi. 
Not only that; in a thousand ways he serves her royal needs, he 
her master and lord serves her. Thus in the mysterious working 
of this creation all appears only he and she, there is nothing but 
only they two.

□□□
Masquerade: noun: A false show or pretence, the wearing of 
disguises, masked ball, masque, fancy dress party; verb: to 
pretend to be someone one is not.

The tradition of masquerade masks initially catalyzed on the 
streets of Venice, Italy, in the 15th century. An annual carnival 
took place throughout the city, in which practitioners would wear 
masks and colorful costumes. The tradition gained more popularity 
and became common theme at carnivals throughout the area. 

Those who attended these gala’s tried to outdo each other with 
the most clever, unique, and intriguing masks. They were able to 
show off creativity as well as wealth, with really elaborate masks. 
Another reason these parties were popular as people could escape 
what was considered normal, because no one was able to tell who 
was who. You could have a short romantic tryst with someone and 
then leave without knowing whom it was with. It was common for 
those who were attached to take advantage of this. When wearing 
a mask your identity is concealed and so your social status is not 
known to others. This allowed servants and business owners to be 
treated equally and prevented any form of inequality or prejudice. 
It also allowed all of the citizens of the Republic to have their 
say on matters which were important to them, allowing them to 
remain anonymous in the process. This was mutually beneficial to 
both the citizens and officials visiting the city, who were able to 
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receive honest answers to their questions from the whole spectrum 
of residents. They became able to carry out their daily lives in 
secrecy and without fear of retribution. With so much personal 
wealth in the state, people often found themselves making deals 
and agreements with other citizens outside of the eyes of the law. 
With the population as small as it was, many wanted to carry out 
such deals as these without other people knowing their business, 
and so the wearing of a mask became popular.

[From the Internet]



His journey through the 
days is her sun-march

His works, his thoughts have been devised by her, 
His being is a mirror vast of hers: 
Active, inspired by her he speaks and moves; 
His deeds obey her heart’s unspoken demands: 
Passive, he bears the impacts of the world 
As if her touches shaping his soul and life: 
His journey through the days is her sun-march; 
He runs upon her roads; hers is his course. ||14.4||

Soul and Nature, Purusha and Prakriti, the Presence and the Power, 
Omniscience and Omnipotence, the self-aware Being and the 
Consciousness-Force, he the one who wills and she the one who 
carries out his will, they are throughout tied together in the poises 
of different dynamics. Here in the cosmic working his soul supports 
the world and her, and his acts become her commandment’s 
registers. His works and his thoughts have been devised by her; 
he runs upon her roads, hers is his course. He remains silent, but 
that silence itself is his signature put on her deeds. He is governed 
by her mighty and subtle laws; he accepts them, he accepts them 
willingly, and with a purpose. Yet to reign she spurs him. At last 
he is awake to his self, through human mould emerges the secret 
Godhead. Yes, he is the Master of Existence and lurks within us, 
and it is he who must reveal himself in us, take possession of our 
existence; he must manifest in us—and it is towards that the two 
are tirelessly engaged, he and she in different poises of the cosmic 
extension. The silent Being in the inconscient world grows entirely 
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because of her ceaseless toil and struggle and effort, though her 
working is greatly a working of trial and error, she the blind Force 
engaged in a blind activity, she, ignorant, working in the field of 
Ignorance. But that is the only way that things can happen, the 
alchemy of transformation performed. She must labour on, though 
unknown may remain the reward of that labour.

□□□
I feel we are turning a corner.

It’s very narrow. Do you know mountain roads?... All of a sudden, 
you come to a corner, a sharp turn, and you can’t see the other 
side—below is a precipice, behind is the rock – and the path 
... it would seem to have grown narrower in order to turn the 
corner, it’s become quite narrow. I’ve encountered that in the 
mountains—often. And now, I feel we are turning the corner; but 
we are beginning to turn it, in the sense that we are beginning 
to see the other side, and the consciousness (always the body 
consciousness) is on the verge of a bedazzlement, like the first 
glimpses of something marvelous—not positively unexpected 
because that is what we wanted, but truly marvelous. And at the 
same time, there is that old habit of meeting difficulties at every 
step, of receiving blows at every step, the habit of a painful labor, 
which takes away the spontaneousness of an unalloyed joy; it 
gives a sort of ... not a doubt that things will be that way, but you 
wonder, “Has it already come? Have we reached the end?” and 
you don’t dare think you have reached the end. That attitude, 
naturally, isn’t favorable, it still belongs to the domain of the old 
reason; but it receives support from the usual recommendations: 
“You shouldn’t give free rein to wild imaginings and hopes, you 
should be very level-headed, very patient, very slow to get carried 
away.” So there is an alternation of a sort of crouching, timorously 
moving forward step by step in order not to slide down into the 
hole, and a glorious sense of wonder: “Oh, are things really that 
way?!”
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This has been the body’s feeling for three or four days.

[30 October 1964]

□□□
No one has ever followed this path! Sri Aurobindo was the first, 
and he left without telling us what he was doing. I am literally 
hewing a path through a virgin forest—it’s worse than a virgin 
forest.

For the past two days there has been the feeling of not knowing 
anything—NOTHING at all. I have had this feeling for a very 
long time, but now it has become extremely acute, as it always 
does at times of crisis, at times when things are on the verge 
of changing—or of getting clarified, or of exploding, or.... From 
the purely material standpoint—chemically, biologically, medically, 
therapeutically speaking—I don’t believe many people do know 
(there may be some). But it doesn’t seem very clear to me—in any 
case, I don’t know. Yogically (I don’t mean spiritually: that was the 
first stage of my sādhanā), it’s very easy to be a saint! Oh, even to 
be a sage is very easy. I feel I was born with it—it’s spontaneous 
and natural for me, and so simple! You know all that has to be 
done, and doing it is as easy as knowing it. it’s nothing. But this 
transformation of Matter ... ! What has to be done? How is it to 
be done? What is the path? Is there a path? Is there a procedure?

Probably not.

[15 July 1961]



His consciousness is a 
babe upon her knees

His consciousness is a babe upon her knees, 
Her endless space is the playground of his thoughts, 
His being a field of her vast experiment; 
She binds to knowledge of the shapes of Time 
And the creative error of limiting mind 
And chance that wears the rigid face of fate 
And her sport of death and pain and Nescience, 
His changed and struggling immortality. ||14.8||

To knowledge of the shapes of Time, to error, to chance, to her 
sport she binds his changed and struggling immortality. This is the 
functional aspect of Purusha remaining silent and Prakriti shaping 
his person, his consciousness in the process of progressive growth, 
in the measures of evolution. He has just taken birth and there are 
summits which he has to climb, summits rising above summits. 
Eventually he shall be born as a flame-child, he shall be the Agni-
Bālak; eventually shall be built the golden tower in the realm of 
the supermind, it manifesting itself in this creation, taking charge 
of its soul and its spirit and its nature. Savitri is assured by the 
Supreme himself:

The spirit ensnared by thee force to delight 
Of creation’s oneness sweet and fathomless, 
Compelled to embrace my myriad unities 
And all my endless forms and divine souls. ||154.43||
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O Mind, grow full of the eternal peace; 
O Word, cry out the immortal litany: 
Built is the golden tower, the flame-child born. ||154.44||

□□□
The Mother reveals, the child at play on the head of Mind:

The other day, when I saw that little child playing (I still see it), 
on top of a HUGE mental head, kicking it—it’s the supramental. 
But what are we going to call that being? ... We mustn’t call it 
“superman,” it isn’t the superman: it’s the supramental. Because, 
you see, the transition from animal to man is clear to us; the 
transition from man to supramental being is accomplished (or 
isn’t) through the superman—there may be a few supermen (there 
are) who will actually make that transition, but that’s not actually 
how it works. First, that supramental being has to be born.

Now it’s becoming plainer and plainer. The other day, I saw that 
little being (symbolically a child) sitting on a big mental head: it was 
the supramental being sitting, to symbolize its “independence,” I 
could say, over the mind. Things are becoming clearer. But we are 
just in the transitional period, the most difficult time.

Will some reach a similar state—at least similar or at any rate 
precursor to the supramental? Such seems to be the present 
attempt, what is taking place now. And so you are no longer on 
this side, not yet on the other—you are (in suspense). Rather a 
precarious condition.

Evidently, all those who are born now and are here now have asked 
to participate in this, they have prepared for it in previous lives. 
From the standpoint of global knowledge, it would be interesting 
to know what’s happening and how it’s happening. But from the 
individual standpoint, it’s not exactly pleasant (!), the period is 
difficult: you are no longer on this side, not yet on the other—just 
in between. There we stand.
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Yes! But I think this “baby”, supramental baby, is a baby only 
symbolically. I don’t know if he will come as a child and then 
grow up—I have no idea. There are still some things that I don’t 
know—plenty!

But what happened the day before yesterday is that, in the middle 
of the night, the heart passed from the old government of Nature to 
the divine government, so at one point there was ... it was difficult. 
But accompanied by a strange sensation, a sort of feeling that the 
closest thing is the psychic consciousness. It has been governing 
the being for a long, long time—that’s why the mind and the vital 
could be removed, because the psychic being had taken up the 
reins long, long ago. I acquired that psychic consciousness just 
before leaving for Tlemcen. And it grew stronger there. It struck 
me, I never forgot it. All at once, my psychic being was there: “I 
am conscious of my psychic being, it protects me, I fear nothing.”

I was going through a difficult moment—pain in the body, with 
irregular heartbeat (alternately starting and stopping), painful—
when, just at that instant, the being simply: “What You will, Lord, 
what You will.” Within a few hours everything was back in order. 
How was it done? I don’t know. Only this.

And for everything, all problems, this: what You will, Lord, what 
You will.

I know—I say “will,” but it’s neither a vision nor the will of the 
Divine, it’s ... His way of being. A particular way of being—
successive ways of being. We always think of a “conscious will,” 
but it isn’t like that: it’s His way of being. The way of being of His 
consciousness. He has projected His consciousness into a creation: 
it’s His way of being. And it’s His way of being that changes. Then, 
one understands that the mind isn’t necessary—it’s the way of 
being that changes.

[15 April 1972]

□□□
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This Consciousness has a fantastic imagination! ... It makes me 
see all kinds of fantastic possibilities regarding what will happen 
in the future. Like, for instance, for a woman, instead of dying, 
to be born again in her own child .... Things would be different 
from what they are now, there would be a capacity to form the 
child, not with a “material complement,” but with a spiritual 
complement (“spiritual” is a manner of speaking: the complement 
of an invisible force), and instead of dying and entering another 
body, one would oneself be able to form, with the most developed 
cells of one’s body, the being in which one will live again .... Quite 
an idea, isn’t it!

It came very early this morning (it’s always at that time), and 
with all the details, and an extraordinary INTENSITY of life! ... 
You see, in the body certain cells are developing as much as they 
can, growing increasingly conscious, and instead of disintegrating 
when the whole becomes inadequate to express the fullness of 
life, it’s INWARDLY that all those cells would gather to form a new 
body with a matter superior to ordinary matter.

It was so interesting that I looked at it for hours this morning, and 
in every detail.

But it’s precisely the kind of thing that can’t be said: it should be 
DONE. Saying them is absolutely useless! What’s needed is to do 
them.

It came like that .... It comes like a shower! It’s strange.

[15 March 1969]



He acts as in the  
movements of a dream

Till then he is a plaything in her game; 
Her seeming regent, yet her fancy’s toy, 
A living robot moved by her energy’s springs, 
He acts as in the movements of a dream, 
An automaton stepping in the grooves of Fate, 
He stumbles on driven by her whip of Force: 
His thought labours, a bullock in Time’s fields; 
His will he thinks his own, is shaped in her forge. ||10.19||

He has surrendered himself to her, he goes entirely by her will 
and work. This is the mystery of the cosmic ignorance, whatever 
she wants him to be he is that. But behind her fancy and thought, 
behind the autocracy of her rule and reign, there is yet the concern, 
that in the sequel of happenings he will wear the crown of triumph, 
eventually he will be the lord. At last he has to wake to the greatness 
of his royalty, must repossesses the dignity he had lent to her; 
he has to find the deity in the depths of his being. The godhead 
has to break out through the human mould. Until and unless this 
godhead breaks out he remains subject to her, her willing servitor. 
He may look to be a king-regent, but in the practicality of things he 
continues to be a toy in her hand. Obedient to World-Nature’s dumb 
control and driven by his own formidable Power, her will he has 
made the master-act of his fate and fortune. The cause of his joy is 
in her governing wish and desire and goodwill, her thoughtfulness 
and care for him. He has kept aside his own eternity in order to get 
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his individuality. This is the raison d’être of his submission to the 
moods and manners of her methods.

□□□
68 – The sense of sin was necessary in order that man might 
become disgusted with his own imperfections. It was God’s 
corrective for egoism. But man’s egoism meets God’s device by 
being very dully alive to its own sins and very keenly alive to the 
sins of others.

69 – Sin and virtue are a game of resistance we play with God in 
His efforts to draw us towards perfection. The sense of virtue helps 
us to cherish our sins in secret.

It always revolves around the same thing, but here it’s presented 
in a very subtle way.

To cherish in secret the sense of sin.... No, I can’t say I’ve had that 
experience, in the sense that I have never had a very pronounced 
love of virtue.

That’s another thing I have noticed: even in my childhood I was 
already conscious of what Sri Aurobindo calls “living divinely,” that 
is, outside the sense of Good and Evil.

This was counterbalanced by a terrible censor which never left me. 
It took Sri Aurobindo to clear it from my path. But I didn’t have 
the sense of sin, of Good and Evil, sin and virtue—definitely not! 
My consciousness was centered around right action and wrong 
action—”this should have been done, that shouldn’t have”—with 
no question of Good or Evil, from the standpoint of work, of action 
alone. My consciousness has always been centered on action. It 
was a vision, a perception of the line to be followed—or the many 
lines to be followed—for the action to be accomplished. And any 
deviation from what to me was the luminous line, the straight line 
(not geometrically straight: the luminous line, the line expressing 
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the divine Will), the slightest deviation from that, and ... oh, it was 
the only thing that tormented me.

[9 January 1962]

□□□
The body is something very, very simple and very childlike, and 
it has that experience so imperatively, you understand, it doesn’t 
need to “seek”: it just has to stop its activity for a minute and ... 
it’s there. So then, it wonders why people haven’t been aware of 
that since the beginning? It wonders, “Why, why have they sought 
all kinds of things—religions, gods ... all kinds of things—when it’s 
so simple!” So simple, for the body it’s so simple, so self- evident.

All those constructions—religions, philosophies ... all those 
constructions—are a need of the mind to ... “play the game.” 
It wants to play the game well. While the body is so simple, so 
simple, so obvious! So obvious, so simple: “Why,” it wonders, 
“Why, why have they been seeking all kinds of complications ... 
when it’s so simple?” The very fact of saying, “The Divine is deep 
within you” ... (it remembers its own experience, you understand) 
is so complicated, while it’s so simple!

[11 December 1968]



His paths are found for 
him by silent fate

In her material order’s fixed design 
Where all seems sure and even when changed, the same, 
Even though the end is left for ever unknown 
And ever unstable is life’s shifting flow, 
His paths are found for him by silent fate; 
As stations in the ages’ weltering flood 
Firm lands appear that tempt and stay awhile, 
Then new horizons lure the mind’s advance. ||16.11||

Our life is a paradox; but there is a key also to resolve it. It is 
a paradox with God for key. However, the key is kept hid by 
Inconscience. Perhaps it is done with a purpose, that thus only 
something godly might happen in it. If we go by Chesterton—spies 
may not look spies, in fact they should not, yet they have to be 
detected and exposed. God may be in the temple’s inner shrine and 
we may know it not. Possibly, as Hamlet found it, God has to be 
cruel that he be kind, slush and mud to smile in an orchid. He has 
to be death to live. Our physical existence obscures the immortal 
spirit, and mind only makes a groping attempt to discover valid 
and rightful knowledge. Our journey is but a continuing search for 
a home which we do not know. Here is a player who has become 
himself the play but does not know the play, a thinker who has 
become the thought but does not know how to think, if he is the 
spirit he has no idea about matter, and if he is matter he disdains 
spirit. Yet he is a voyager on the seas that have no shores; it’s an 
endless voyage. He is a seeker of hidden meanings in life’s forms, 
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of the great Mother’s terrestrial ways he is the explorer. In her 
material order’s fixed design his paths are found for him by silent 
but inevitable fate. Constantly he is lured by new horizons, by 
the new possibilities that could bring to him happiness and love’s 
warmth. Towards the distant visions of the Unseen only a long 
undefined beginning has been made. We are but sailors on the 
flow of unending Time.

□□□
Yes, the Absolute’s indefatigable Force is at work, and there is no 
doubt that one day the glory and the grandeur and the greatness 
shall be established in this mortal world. In the yoga-tapasyā of 
the incarnate shall be the founding will of the Absolute; in that will 
will be the executive action of the incarnate Force. “Lord, Thou 
hast willed, and I execute.” That is the Mantra of Success. In it 
“the supramental Light and Force and Consciousness rushed down 
upon earth in an uninterrupted flow”. In it a new world was born. 
This was in 1956. But did she know how to go about to make 
the new world? “I had nothing to learn for that,” tells the Mother, 
“because the Supreme Lord contains everything in Himself: the 
whole world, the knowledge of the world and the power to make 
it. When He decided that there should be a world, He first brought 
forth the knowledge of the world and the power to make it and 
that is me, and then He commanded me to make the world.”

How did she do it? But it is the supreme Lord who did it, it is 
he who does everything, it is he who will do everything. But the 
supreme Lord does it all through her. She has to enter into this 
inconscient world and work things out in the will of the Lord.

This world looks to be shadow cast by a dream living in a dubious 
thin dream-reality. It could be a shadow strutting and fretting his 
hour, as Macbeth would say, upon the stage; it could be a tale told 
by an idiot, full of sound and fury signifying nothing. It could be an 
aspect of a myth. If so, nothing can be availed. But in the dream 
there is a reality, behind the shadow there is the light. Such is the 

His paths are found for him by silent fate
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paradox, and one doesn’t know what sense of it to make. Yet in 
this paradox there is nothing paradoxical. It is a statement which 
belongs to the occult working of things inaccessible to the mind. It 
belongs not to the falsidical but veridical paradox in which seeming 
contradictions have a certain trueness which need to be resolved 
in the deeper understanding that supports all such formulations. 
In fact there is a logical connectivity and one begins to admire the 
beauty that is there in its truth.

Not a tale told by an idiot, but there is a secret godhead bearing 
the burden of this creation, and it is because of him the tale told 
by an idiot can become a saga of glory, the myth can become a 
triumphal truth of existence. The key is there and is watched over 
by the Guardian Spirit of the Night.

When in Algeria the Mother was doing occultism with Théon, on one 
occasion she discovered the Mantra of Life. She started describing 
it in detail and Théon at once got interested in it. He wanted it 
to be revealed to him, which the Mother refused. Later, she gave 
it to Sri Aurobindo. It was kept hid by the Inconscient, but there 
was also the key. It was guarded for the incarnate being of truth 
and the incarnate consciousness-force. In it lay the reality of the 
Inconscient itself. So, nothing seems to be without a purpose in 
this miraculous creation. That is also its glory.



He travels close to unfamiliar coasts

Or passing through a gate of pillar-rocks, 
Venturing not yet to cross oceans unnamed 
And journey into a dream of distances 
He travels close to unfamiliar coasts 
And finds new haven in storm-troubled isles, 
Or, guided by a sure compass in his thought, 
He plunges through a bright haze that hides the stars, 
Steering on the trade-routes of Ignorance. ||17.8||

With the freedom of the spirit attained, Aswapati is keen to explore 
the aspects and features, the details, the minutiae, the facets as 
much as the cosmic extensions of this vast creation. He becomes 
now the sailor on the flow of Time, he becomes the World-Matter’s 
daring-enterprising slow discoverer. He hears the sound of larger 
seas. World after great and curious world calls him to endless 
scenes. He sees the beacon lights of the unknown harbours; the 
long tireless and at the same time dangerous voyage takes him to 
distant shores. He may have to cross the Pillars of Heracles if the 
purpose is to gain the knowledge of the Unknown living beyond 
them. He is willing to perform the tenth labour, he is willing to 
pass through the gates of the Monster. According to Plato the lost 
island of Atlantis was situated beyond the Pillars, these marking 
the entry into the Unknown. Would he discover the Atlantis? The 
sailors were given the warning that there is nothing beyond them, 
ne plus ultra, and that they should not imperil their life by crossing 
them. But Aswapati the Yogi is set upon the exploration. He has 
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crossed the limits of mortal thought, gone much beyond them, 
he has crossed the boundaries of mortal hope, he sees beyond 
what the mortal sight cannot see, he has reached the world’s end 
and looks beyond where is the greater knowledge. A new vision 
leads him on the goalless quest. Yet that quest is not all that 
purposeless. His is a search of darkness for light, of mortal life for 
immortality. Indeed, he carries in his breast the sealed orders and 
these urge him on, that there is a truth to know and that there is 
a mystery of this creation which he must unravel, that the seed of 
godhead germinate here in the mortal soil.

□□□
“One of Heracles’s tasks was to bring back some cattle which 
grazed outside the limits of the known world, near Helios home. 
So Heracles started his journey Westbound until he reached a 
mountain range which stopped him from going forward. He had 
arrived to the end of the world beyond which the cattle were 
supposed to be. In order to achieve his aim, Heracles made a 
crack between two mountains, Calpe and Abila. This crack allowed 
men to reach new lands and seas, to reach those places which 
were plus ultra. In this way men, once the limits of the world 
disappeared, felt like gods themselves. So the gods withdrew into 
the Olympus, leaving men on their own against the immensity of 
the Unknown.”

[Internet]

□□□
Trade-routes

Evidence of maritime trade between civilizations dates back at 
least two millennia. Navigation was known in Sumer between 
the 4th and the 3rd millennium BCE, and was probably known by 
the Indians and the Chinese people before the Sumerians. The 
Egyptians had trade routes through the Red Sea, importing spices 
from the “Land of Punt” (East Africa) and from Arabia.
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Maritime trade began with safer coastal trade and evolved with 
the manipulation of the monsoon winds, soon resulting in trade 
crossing boundaries such as the Arabian Sea and the Bay of 
Bengal. South Asia had multiple maritime trade routes which 
connected it to Southeast Asia, thereby making the control of one 
route resulting in maritime monopoly difficult. Indian connections 
to various Southeast Asian states buffered it from blockages on 
other routes. By making use of the maritime trade routes, bulk 
commodity trade became possible for the Romans in the 2nd 
century BCE. A Roman trading vessel could span the Mediterranean 
in a month at one-sixtieth the cost of over-land routes.

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Cappadocia

□□□
Life at Sea in the Royal Navy of the 18th Century

The social divisions of the navy were by no means class based. 
Not all officers were gentlemen. Some, like Cook, rose through 
the ranks of seaman and master to gain their position, others 
were admitted as officers despite humble origins. They had to 
pass formal examinations in all aspects of seamanship, and had to 
serve at least six years at sea before they could be commissioned 
as lieutenant, the rank at which Cook commanded the first voyage 
of the Endeavour. Further promotion to Commander and then 
Captain was through merit, bravery or patronage; Captains were 
promoted to Admiral through seniority.

Patronage was an essential ingredient in the triumph of the 18th-
century Royal Navy. It allowed the best officers, those who held the 
prime commands and won the key battles, to pick their followers. 
As professional men they chose juniors who would reflect credit on 
them, and secure them further victories, prize money and profit. 
Similarly, ambitious young officers sought the patronage of the 
best Admirals, those who could help them. Cook was brought 
into the officer corps as an act of patronage by Captain Hugh 



Running through Savitri 128

Palliser, himself an officer of humble origins, to command the 
first expedition. Cook had escaped his humble background, while 
Palliser basked in his reflected glory.

For many years it was believed that women were rarely, if ever, 
allowed on board warships. This, like much else about life in the 
18th-century Navy, was a Victorian invention that said more 
about the values of that time than it did about the realities of the 
previous century. In fact, large numbers of women went to sea. 
Usually they were the wives of the petty officers—mature women 
who played important roles, including those of providing medical 
treatment and handling ammunition.

http://www.bbc.co.uk/history/british/empire_seapower/life_at_
sea_01.shtml



The world must manifest  
the unveiled Divine

This ever she meant since the first dawn of life, 
This constant will she covered with her sport, 
To evoke a person in the impersonal Void, 
With the Truth-Light strike earth’s massive roots of trance, 
Wake a dumb self in the inconscient depths 
And raise a lost power from its python sleep 
That the eyes of the Timeless might look out from Time 
And the world manifest the unveiled Divine. ||17.29||

The sailor on the flow of Time voyages through a bright starry 
world of thought, looking from Matter’s deck to the spiritual sun 
in the sky. Far beyond the boundaries of the physical and the 
vital and the mental fixed is his goal. But at the moment he has 
no idea through what unknown he will be moving. Yet there is 
the omnipotent Will that urges him to move on, he carries her 
sealed orders in his breast. He would not know what the script 
is, to what unseen port he will be taken, whether he will discover 
a new body and a new mind in the city of God—of that there 
is no hint available to him. But one thing is certain, he has full 
faith and confidence in the wisdom of the omnipotent Will; he is 
willing to accept her decisions. He would never rest, his mystic 
voyage never cease till there would appear the morning light in 
his soul. He knows that there is a truth to know and there is a 
work to do, and he would not abandon his pursuit till this is done. 
After all, there is a mystery lurking in the heart of the Mother-
Nature and he must live and act to understand it, to know it, to 
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make it an aspect of his life, and the life of the cosmos. What 
is the mystery? what raison d’être of her being there? what the 
occult presence intending to achieve through her? It is to evoke 
the Being who has accepted the creative Void as his abode, it is 
to divinise and establish the Truth-Light which is present at the 
base of the terrestrial existence. The fallen boundless Self’s Power 
who is working in darkness of the Inconscience has to be helped 
that there would shine in the eyes of Time the timeless splendour, 
there might work the defeatless Might. Yes, the authentic content 
of this world is to make manifest the secret Divine residing in its 
soul. It is to discover this truth and to implement it in the reality of 
the earth that the incarnate Voyager left his infinity and accepted 
the burden of the flesh, that thus alone the seed of Godhead might 
flower on earth.

□□□
Aswapati has worked out something marvellous in the House of 
the Spirit:

A Bliss, a Light, a Power, a flame-white Love 
Caught all into a sole immense embrace; 
Existence found its truth on Oneness’ breast 
And each became the self and space of all. ||85.2||

The great world-rhythms were heart-beats of one Soul, 
To feel was a flame-discovery of God, 
All mind was a single harp of many strings, 
All life a song of many meeting lives; 
For worlds were many, but the Self was one. ||85.3||

This knowledge was now made a cosmos’ seed: 
This seed was cased in the safety of the Light, 
It needed not a sheath of Ignorance. ||85.4||

Then from the trance of that tremendous clasp 
And from the throbbings of that single Heart 
And from the naked Spirit’s victory 
A new and marvellous creation rose. ||85.5||
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He receives the boon:

A seed shall be sown in Death’s tremendous hour, 
A branch of heaven transplant to human soil; 
Nature shall overleap her mortal step; 
Fate shall be changed by an unchanging will. ||91.9||

The boon finds its fulfillment: 
Nature shall live to manifest secret God, 
The Spirit shall take up the human play, 
This earthly life become the life divine. ||155.71||

In it is the arrival of Krishna and Kali in the terrestrial dynamics.



In the seraglios of Ignorance

Here even the highest rapture Time can give 
Is a mimicry of ungrasped beatitudes, 
A mutilated statue of ecstasy, 
A wounded happiness that cannot live, 
A brief felicity of mind or sense 
Thrown by the World-Power to her body-slave, 
Or a simulacrum of enforced delight 
In the seraglios of Ignorance. ||19.14||

Deep in the creative Void sees Aswapati the Yogi presence of the 
omniscient Supreme. In his omniscience he has built this house 
for a certain purpose, there is his will behind it, the will to become. 
But how can that be? how will it happen? by what mechanism? 
But in it he discerns a superhuman form, it aspiring to bring down 
a greater world. Yes, there must dawn a brighter sun, the Ideal 
has to be the founding truth in the working of Nature, a conscious 
soul must live in a wide conscious realm. He sees through the 
mist and fog the greatnesses of the Spirit. But they have no place 
at present in this fragmented existence. The totality of vision is 
absent and what appears to be everything is the material working 
without the soul in it, machinery without the living breath to 
make it run. All seems to be a misfit of half-ideas, all guesses and 
travesties of the celestial realities. Things come and go, and there 
is utter confusion and disorder, everything in disarray; knowledge, 
power beauty, love—they are all in a state of disunity, and hopes 
do not find a perfect answer to their expectations. We stumble 
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upon blind doors which have no keys, our thoughts climb only to 
see borrowed light, our hearts buy in the market forfeited bliss of 
heaven. There is the dry hay for the satisfaction of mind’s hunger, 
there is the tickling-amusing gladness of the flesh, but nothing for 
the desire of the soul. What can the highest rapture time give? 
only a mimicry, the mutilated ecstasy on the face of a statue, 
superficialities and semblances of a forced delight in the palaces 
of the sultans. No wonder, all this is soon lost, in each success 
there is the seed of failure. Aswapati sees the doubtfulness of 
things here. Yet there seems to be present hope in his soul.

□□□
In this world involved in the movement of Time, even the highest 
joy, rapture, is only a mimicry, a caricature, a hopeless imitation 
of beatitudes which are not grasped by human nature. Sri 
Aurobindo always draws a distinction between human rapture 
and the divine Delight. Beatitude carries a sense of a certain 
serenity. It is a little different from bliss which is something 
ecstatic. There can be no comparison between the highest 
human rapture and that beatitude. The human experience is 
always caused by an external factor; there has to be some 
excitation before that joy springs up. The moment the element 
of excitation is withdrawn, the joy dwindles. But the divine 
beatitude is always uncaused, it is spontaneous; it comes by 
itself and lasts as long as it can, at any rate as long as we can 
hold it. The moment we get restless or are unable to support that 
intensity, we distract ourselves and spill it by either speaking 
or indulging what the Mother describes as human stupidities. 
The experience recedes. It has nothing to do with our moral 
worth or otherwise. It is a movement of the soul which is totally 
independent of our external standards. Further he describes 
the highest human rapture as a mutilated statue of ecstasy. If 
you conceive of divine ecstasy as a statue, earthly rapture is a 
mutilated form, deformed shape of it. It is a wounded happiness 
that cannot live. It is not a whole happiness of the soul that 
is always content. It always carries its shadow, its opposite, 

In the seraglios of Ignorance
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it is a maimed happiness which cannot last. The most that 
human rapture can give is a brief felicity of mind or sense. It 
is the crumb thrown by the world-power, the cosmic Shakti, to 
this enslaved physical body which is content to wallow in that 
pleasure. Simulacrum is a deceptive similitude; it is not even a 
true copy, but something that pretends to be that. Seraglio is 
a harem, what we call the zenana, where the sultans used to 
keep their women-folk—wives, concubines and slaves. The joys 
shared by them are not real joys, they are forced to participate 
in those movements. Such a delight in the harem can only be 
a forced delight, a simulacrum of real delight. There is in this 
world a pervading Ignorance with many harems where this sort 
of delight is compelled.

[AB Purani]

□□□
Compared to the Delight of Brahman that is not caused by any 
earthly factors, the highest joys and the intensest pleasures that 
life in this world of Ignorance can yield are pale imitations, brief 
in duration and maimed in their formations. They are a part of life 
and, like their opposites of pain and suffering, they often come 
upon man unsought and give a deceptive glow to his existence.

Seraglio: A Turkish or Ottoman palace, especially the Sultan’s 
court and government offices at Constantinople; a place in the 
Sultan’s palace where concubines and wives are secluded; late 
16th century: from Italian serraglio, via Turkish from Persian sarāy 
‘palace’; compare with serai.



A thinking being in an  
unthinking world

A thinking being in an unthinking world, 
An island in the sea of the Unknown, 
He is a smallness trying to be great, 
An animal with some instincts of a god, 
His life a story too common to be told, 
His deeds a number summing up to nought, 
His consciousness a torch lit to be quenched, 
His hope a star above a cradle and grave. ||19.18||

All the precious things we acquire in life finally amount to 
nothing, really nothing, with no worth in them, our knowledge, 
our skills, our valour and conquests, commerce and trade and 
sciences and philosophies and literature and art have precious 
little in them. It is on the imperfection’s cheque drawn on the 
discredited bank of Inconscience we live. All our activities turn out 
to be inconsequential, and there is failure in all our enterprises. 
Aswapati sees the doubtfulness of all things here, and there is 
incertitude in our proud confident self-important thoughts, and 
meaninglessness in our emotional hearts, and what the forces in us 
achieve bear on them the stamp of transience; our life is a passing 
show. We dwell and think in the midst of an unthinking world, an 
island in the sea of the vast Unknown. We are a smallness trying 
to be great, the light of our consciousness soon gets dim, and our 
hope a star burning between birth and death. That is the state in 
which we survive. The struggle and strife we bear. Yet possibly 
there is the greater destiny waiting for us; possibly the sun of 
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truth can shine in life. There is something strong and firm and 
steady is us which can come forward and recreate all that is there 
around us. This thinking being though ignorant can open out to 
flawless Knowledge; he can rebuild his nature, he can reshape his 
mysterious fate, he can work out his unknown destiny. There are 
prospects of the Spirit and these can give meaning and content to 
life. His effort has to be in that direction.

□□□
A cheque (or check in American English) is a document that orders 
a payment of money from a bank account. The person writing the 
cheque, the drawer, has a transaction banking account (a current, 
cheque, chequing or checking account) where their money is 
held. The drawer writes the various details including the monetary 
amount, date, and a payee on the cheque, and signs it, ordering 
their bank, known as the drawee, to pay that person or company 
the amount of money stated.

Cheques are a type of bill of exchange and were developed as a 
way to make payments without the need to carry large amounts 
of money. While paper money evolved from promissory notes, 
another form of negotiable instrument, similar to cheques in that 
they were originally a written order to pay the given amount to 
whoever had it in their possession (the “bearer”).

Technically, a cheque is a negotiable instrument instructing a 
financial institution to pay a specific amount of a specific currency 
from a specified transactional account held in the drawer’s 
name with that institution. Both the drawer and payee may be 
natural persons or legal entities. Specifically, cheques are order 
instruments, and are not in general payable simply to the bearer 
(as bearer instruments are) but must be paid to the payee. In 
some countries, such as the US, the payee may endorse the 
cheque, allowing them to specify a third party to whom it should 
be paid.
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Although forms of cheques have been in use since ancient times 
and at least since the 9th century, it was during the 20th century 
that cheques became a highly popular non-cash method for making 
payments and the usage of cheques peaked. By the second half 
of the 20th century, as cheque processing became automated, 
billions of cheques were issued annually; these volumes peaked 
in or around the early 1990s. Since then cheque usage has 
fallen, being partly replaced by electronic payment systems. In 
an increasing number of countries cheques have either become a 
marginal payment system or have been completely phased out.

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Cheque



His nature shuddered in 
the Unknown’s grasp

As thus it rose, to meet him bare and pure 
A strong Descent leaped down. A Might, a Flame, 
A Beauty half-visible with deathless eyes, 
A violent Ecstasy, a Sweetness dire, 
Enveloped him with its stupendous limbs 
And penetrated nerve and heart and brain 
That thrilled and fainted with the epiphany: 
His nature shuddered in the Unknown’s grasp. ||21.2||

Aswapati has taken the human birth in the oneness of the human 
nature, with its greatnesses and with its foibles and its failings, its 
inflexible habits born of ignorance and mortality, its prospects of 
transcendence and glory. He has to experience all those difficulties 
if he has come here to solve them. He must go through the human 
seasons and cycles. He does it. His soul is released from the lower 
bondages, a static Oneness and dynamic Power descend in him, 
and already begins his journey towards divinity, even as the 
concealed infinities begin to emerge. His human strides no longer 
hold him back, and his days are bright in the light of the splendid 
sun. He stands on a height from where he can see the reality 
of existence which should be here also. Towards it he has now 
the secret knowledge of the working of the cosmic being and his 
executive operating power. This quiescent supporting being has 
lent himself to her, that she may work out the details of bringing 
those transcendental nobilities into this small faulty ignoble death-
bound creation. Aswapati hears the echoes of his forward and 
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upward moving steps, and his motionless hours are filled with the 
presence of a nameless Marvel. His being towers into pathless 
heights. He is free of humanity’s leaden weights of shadowy things. 
His ascension to the spirit’s heights meets a response. There is the 
sudden inrush of Might and Flame and Beauty and Ecstasy and 
Sweetness, there is the descent even into his limbs and nerves 
and heart and brain; his physical has opened itself to the Light 
and the Force of the invading Greatness. If Love can be ruthless 
then here is a Power more ruthless than Love, and the result is all 
that was mortal in him until now has been simply torn out. And 
this happens in a moment so short that even Death does not have 
time enough to disallow it; at the same time it has all the time 
to remain there for ever. He has been drawn into the embrace of 
God. His spirit shines out wide, blank, pure. Agni the Purifier, Agni 
Jatavedas has dissolve all the past; his authentic physical can now 
hold a greater force than earth can hold. A new transformation has 
come in him. In it the embrace of God turns into universality of the 
embrace of Eros, embrace of Love.

□□□
According to Hesiod (c. 700 BC), one of the most ancient of all 
Greek sources, Eros was a primordial god, that is, he had no 
parents. He was the fourth god to come into existence, coming 
after Chaos, Gaia (the Earth), and Tartarus (the Abyss or the 
Underworld). Homer does not mention Eros. However, Parmenides 
(c. 400 BC), one of the pre-socratic philosophers, makes Eros 
the first of all the gods to come into existence. The Orphic and 
Eleusinian Mysteries featured Eros as a very original god, but not 
quite primordial, since he was the child of Night (Nyx). Aristophanes 
(c. 400 BC), influenced by Orphism, relates the birth of Eros and 
then of the entire human race: At the beginning there was only 
Chaos, Night (Nyx), Darkness (Erebus), and the Abyss (Tartarus). 
Earth, the Air and Heaven had no existence. Firstly, black winged 
Night laid a germless egg in the bosom of the infinite deeps of 
Darkness, and from this, after the revolution of long ages, sprang 
the graceful Love (Eros) with his glittering golden wings, swift as 

His nature shuddered in the Unknown’s grasp
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the whirlwinds of the tempest. He mated in the deep Abyss with 
dark Chaos, winged like himself, and thus hatched forth our race, 
which was the first to see the light.

Eros falls in love with Psyche and spirits her away to his home. Their 
fragile peace is ruined by a visit from Psyche’s jealous sisters, who 
cause Psyche to betray the trust of her husband. Wounded, Eros 
leaves his wife, and Psyche wanders the Earth, looking for her 
lost love. Eventually she approaches Aphrodite and asks for her 
help. Aphrodite imposes a series of difficult tasks on Psyche, which 
she is able to achieve by means of supernatural assistance. After 
successfully completing these tasks, Aphrodite relents and Psyche 
becomes immortal to live alongside her husband Eros. Together 
they had a daughter, Voluptas or Hedone (meaning physical 
pleasure, bliss). In Greek mythology, Psyche was the deification 
of the human soul. She was portrayed in ancient mosaics as a 
goddess with butterfly wings (because psyche was also the Ancient 
Greek word for ‘butterfly’). The Greek word psyche literally means 
“soul, spirit, breath, life or animating force”.

[From the Internet]



Sunbelts of knowledge and 
moonbelts of delight

Affranchised from the net of earthly sense 
Calm continents of potency were glimpsed; 
Homelands of beauty shut to human eyes, 
Half-seen at first through wonder’s gleaming lids, 
Surprised the vision with felicity; 
Sunbelts of knowledge, moonbelts of delight 
Stretched out in an ecstasy of widenesses 
Beyond our indigent corporeal range. ||24.22||

Aswapati’s spirit is now free from the bondage of nature, the 
binding nature, he is no more held back by the limiting claim 
of gross discerning-discriminating senses. There is no more the 
obligation, the dependence, the servitude of the terrestrial manners 
of working. His sight has widened in the vision of the infinite, he 
hears with the occult ear the sweet and rhythmic sounds of some 
deep harmony that runs through the universe, harmony whose 
source is the infinite’s hush, there is a fragrance which comes with 
every mood, of thought and feeling and action, the touch is the 
contact in the secret relationship of things and objects and every 
creature, the taste of blazing honey sits on his leaping tongue. 
Behind is the comprehending knowledge, the grasp with Sanjnan, 
the sense behind the senses, behind the Mind, Manas, by which is 
known the reality of the objective world. What is subconscient and 
locked and unseen that gets revealed in transparencies of crowded 
light. The ever-burning Revelation’s fire leads the seeker-soul to 
the absoluteness of values of life. The opposites have disappeared 
and a world of triple glory, of truth-existence and consciousness-
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force and all-pervasive bliss comes into graspable view, grasped 
by the Sense of senses. There he could enter, there awhile abide. 
But that should become his all, even in the physical. What is 
occasional that must become permanent. If there is a difficulty, 
that difficulty must be solved. Aswapati sets himself on the path 
of that discovery.

□□□
Some Notes

Truth is concealed in the cave of darkness, but Intuition has 
discovered it, located it and made the seeker aware of it. It is kept 
concealed because if men should find it, they would even be as 
Gods, they would miss the aim and objective of mortal life. They 
must go beyond Gods and therefore they must work for it, aspire 
for it, they must realize it. There is a possibility of faculties higher 
than Intuition entering in, and it is necessary that these come 
into play. There is Inspiration, there is Revelation, and these can 
bring about the reversal of consciousness, of our perception. The 
values which we have formed for the world can undergo a change; 
new values in their place can give higher and nobler values to 
life, they can heighten its aim. That would mean acquiring new 
instruments of cognition. With these new tools one would get a 
new awareness, of the Presence and the Greatness being present 
everywhere. Far yet are the supramental senses but already there 
is the beginning of knowledge working in the spiritual domains. 
The golden path has just begun.

Manas or the “sense mind” as Sri Aurobindo puts it, pertains to the 
functioning of the mind and is in fact the true sense of our mental 
cognition. “Manas, say our philosophers, is the sixth sense. But we 
may even say that it is the only sense and that the others, vision, 
hearing, touch, smell, taste are merely specialisations of the sense-
mind which, although it normally uses the sense-organs for the 
basis of its experience, yet exceeds them and is capable of a direct 
experience proper to its own inherent action.” One manifestation 
of this sense mind is our rational thought which is therefore also 
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limited by its scope and by the physical organs it employs. There 
are ranges beyond it, intuition for instance, climbing far above 
these dwarfish peaks. When the yogic-spiritual vision opens out, 
the subtler senses awake and suddenly the invisible vistas come 
into view. A perceptive rational mind might kind of get a feel of 
them but to present their findings to the rational mind in any 
analytical manner is always to invite its irrational wrath.

□□□
Let us go to the description of samjñana in The Synthesis of 
Yoga: A fourth action of the supramental consciousness completes 
the various possibilities of the supramental knowledge. This still 
farther accentuates the objectivity of the thing known, puts it 
away from the station of experiencing consciousness and again 
brings it to nearness by a uniting contact effected either in a direct 
nearness, touch, union or less closely across the bridge or through 
the connecting stream of consciousness of which there has 
already been mention. It is a contacting of existence, presences, 
things, forms, forces, activities, but a contacting of them in the 
stuff of the supramental being and energy, not in the divisions 
of matter and through the physical instruments, that creates the 
supramental sense, samjñana. It is a little difficult to make the 
nature of the supramental sense understood to a mentality not yet 
familiar with it by enlarged experience, because our idea of sense 
action is governed by the limiting experience of the physical mind 
and we suppose that the fundamental thing in it is the impression 
made by an external object on the physical organ of sight, 
hearing, smell, touch, taste, and that the business of the mind, 
the present central organ of our consciousness, is only to receive 
the physical impression and its nervous translation and so become 
intelligently conscious of the object. In order to understand the 
supramental change we have to realise first that the mind is the 
only real sense even in the physical process: its dependence on the 
physical impressions is the result of the conditions of the material 
evolution, but not a thing fundamental and indispensable. Mind 
is capable of a sight that is independent of the physical eye, a 
hearing that is independent of the physical ear, and so with the 
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action of all the other senses. It is capable too of an awareness, 
operating by what appears to us as mental impressions, of things 
not conveyed or even suggested by the agency of the physical 
organs,—an opening to relations, happenings, forms even and the 
action of forces to which the physical organs could not have borne 
evidence. Then, becoming aware of these rarer powers, we speak 
of the mind as a sixth sense; but in fact it is the only true sense 
organ and the rest are no more than its outer conveniences and 
secondary instruments, although by its dependence on them they 
have become its limitations and its too imperative and exclusive 
conveyors. Again we have to realise—and this is more difficult to 
admit for our normal ideas in the matter—that the mind itself is 
only the characteristic instrument of sense, but the thing itself, 
sense in its purity, samjñana, exists behind and beyond the mind 
it uses and is a movement of the self, a direct and original activity 
of the infinite power of its consciousness. The pure action of sense 
is a spiritual action and pure sense is itself a power of the spirit.

□□□
Aren’t our senses miles and miles away from this true sense which 
alone can bring truer and proper underlying knowledge about the 
physical world to us? But the weird aspect of an enthusiast to 
present the spiritual knowledge and spiritual action of the pure 
sense to what is beyond even of the best rational mind’s total 
capacity could lead to unacceptable distortions. This is a danger 
and must be avoided. A clear distinction has to be made between 
the suprarational and rational domains of knowledge. Human 
urge to understand things is perfectly understandable, that 
is an aspect of the growing human potential; but it has to also 
develop appropriate instruments and tools if it desires to acquire 
that which belongs to the domains of the spirit. They are two 
different things. Our hurry in this matter, of imposing one over the 
other, can be injurious. Any non-recognition of the fundamental 
difference between the two can in fact land us into irreconcilable 
contradictions. Either will be crude fundamentalism.

□□□
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Around 1 January in 1908, Sri Aurobindo sat with Lele in Baroda 
for three days and had the realisation of the Passive Brahman, 
or the Silent Mind. Within months, later, he had the second 
major realization of the Active Brahman, of the divine Presence 
everywhere, vāsudeva idi sarvam; this was when he was in Alipore 
Jail as an undertrial prisoner. If these are realizations of the 
profound Adhyatma Yoga, then we should also remember that Sri 
Aurobindo had already received its foundational principles in the 
Jail, the Saptachatusthya which later became a part of the Yoga 
of Self-Perfection, this Self-perfection including the awaking of the 
supramental senses, and the knowledge of the three divisions of 
times, the past, the present, and the future, trīkāladŗśti. A pure 
perception has brought to Aswapati the gifts of the inner senses, 
behind which is the primary sense, manas. The five elemental states 
of ether-air-fire-water-earth, Akash-Vayu-Agni-Apas-Prithvi, have 
brought the corresponding subtle organs of perception, ear-touch-
eye-tongue-nose, or śabda-sparśa-rūpa-rasa-gandha. These 
instruments of cognition now have entered from the causal into 
the subtle physical, these becoming the part of his physical. And 
all this happened before the pre-Pondicherry period, before 1910. 
The realization had already reached a high Vedic-Upanishadic 
peak. In the wake of the inspired knowledge, there came also 
Inspiration with her lightning feet, and the inexpressible Truth 
revealed to him its silent soul. The primordial Nescience is rent, 
even as the closed Beyond bared itself to him. She arrives as a 
sudden visitor, and the Unknowable's vast estate she plunders for 
man. There in her speed immortal words rush to mortal man. In 
that arrival of the Goddess of Inspiration Aswapati's voyaging soul 
meets luminous beings, great powers of Light and Force. It was 
during this period that Sri Aurobindo received knowledge of the 
Vedic Goddesses, Dakshina, Ila, Mahi, Saraswati, they "associated 
together in a constant formula in those hymns of invocation 
in which the gods are called by Agni to the sacrifice." To him, 
to the young Yogi, came the powers of Discernment, Intuition, 
Inspiration, and Revelation.



Aswapati’s long and  
arduous yoga-tapasyā begins

There lived out in their self-born atmosphere, 
They resumed their topless pitch and native power; 
Their fortifying stress upon the soul 
Bit deep into the ground of consciousness 
The passion and purity of their extremes, 
The absoluteness of their single cry 
And the sovereign sweetness or violent poetry 
Of their beautiful or terrible delight. ||25.15||

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. ||25.19||

Aswapati has stepped into another space and time, he has launched 
himself on an endless voyage to discover the ends of this creation, 
to grasp the intricacies of this creation’s problems, of death and 
ignorance and fate and suffering. If they are buried in the nature 
of things here, then it is that nature that must be looked into, 
understood, tackled. He must explore the extensions within and 
without and above, he must measure out all the dimensions, he 
must know in the oneness of this vast universe which is also a 
multiverse in the moods and the raptures and the revels of the 
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Idea and the Idea-Force that run into its making. There is the 
cosmic power at work working out the single plan in a thousandfold 
expression of the One. Aswapati’s soul is free, mukta, from all the 
bondages of the mortal individual, his spirit can move throughout 
this creation, move unhampered by the burden of inferior nature, 
without restrictions, without restraints of any kind. Everywhere 
bright windows and doors open out on things true and beautiful 
and divine. He hears voices of beings who inhabit the countless 
worlds of existence. He receives hints of heaven, that all this is not 
without a meaning, without a purpose, without a dream of reality 
which is as real as reality itself. All thought can know, or widest 
sight can perceive, all that thought and sight can never know, all 
things occult and rare, even arcane, remote and strange are now 
near to his heart’s contact, are felt by the infallible spirit-sense. All 
is found here that the realist Dreamer has dreamt. But the crucial 
discovery of the timeless Word, the Word that gives concreteness 
to what has been willed, the key to all this, the meaning and sense 
of the dream has yet to be known, has yet to be comprehended 
in its several details. He must find a more absolute index to the 
Absolute. In it begins Aswapati’s long and arduous yoga-tapasyā. 
He has set his sails on the wide bournelesss oceans, oceans 
climbing in grandeur one above another.

□□□
Even as his yogic life began, in 1908-09 in the Alipore Jail Sri 
Aurobindo would hear sweet voices ravishing the soul, see lands 
and golden sands and seas more radiant than earth can imagine, 
watch them those who would pace by the purple waves under skies 
in which mystery muses. He would ask who were they coming to 
Oceans and sail when an unearthly wind would advance. Into the 
dream-worlds of the Mother of Dreams he would pass and then look 
in her magic glass and climb beyond her, out, beyond Space and 
Time to the peak of divine endeavor. Here is the full experience:

Goddess supreme, Mother of Dream, by thy ivory doors when 
thou standest,

Who are they then that come down unto men in thy visions 
that troop, group upon group, down the path of the shadows 
slanting?

Aswapati’s long and arduous yoga-tapasyā begins
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Dream after dream, they flash and they gleam with the flame 
of the stars still around them;

Shadows at thy side in a darkness ride where the wild fires 
dance, stars glow and glance and the random meteor glistens;

There are voices that cry to their kin who reply; voices sweet, 
at the heart they beat and ravish the soul as it listens.

What then are these lands and these golden sands and these 
seas more radiant than earth can imagine?

Who are those that pace by the purple waves that race to 
the cliff-bound floor of thy jasper shore under skies in which 
mystery muses,

Lapped in moonlight not of our night or plunged in sunshine 
that is not diurnal?

Who are they coming thy Oceans roaming with sails whose 
strands are not made by hands, an unearthly wind advances?

Why do they join in a mystic line with those on the sands 
linking hands in strange and stately dances?

Thou in the air, with a flame in thy hair, the whirl of thy 
wonders watching,

Holdest the night in thy ancient right, Mother divine, 
hyacinthine, with a girdle of beauty defended.

Sworded with fire, attracting desire, thy tenebrous kingdom 
thou keepest,

Starry-sweet, with the moon at thy feet, now hidden now seen 
the clouds between in the gloom and the drift of  thy tresses.

Only to those whom thy fancy chose, O thou heart-free, is it 
given to see thy witchcraft and feel thy caresses.

Open the gate where thy children wait in their world of a 
beauty undarkened.

High-throned on a cloud, victorious, proud I have espied 
Maghavan ride when the armies of wind are behind him;
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Food has been given for my tasting from heaven and fruit of 
immortal sweetness;

I have drunk wine of the kingdoms divine and have heard the 
change of music strange from a lyre which our hands cannot 
master; 

Doors have swung wide in the chambers of pride where the Gods 
reside and the Apsaras dance in their circles faster and faster.

For thou art she whom we first can see when we pass the 
bounds of the mortal, 
There at the gates of the heavenly states thou hast planted 
thy wand enchanted over the head of the Yogin waving.

From thee are the dream and the shadows that seem and the 
fugitive lights that delude us;

Thine is the shade in which visions are made; sped by thy 
hands from celestial lands come the souls that rejoice for ever.

Into thy dream-worlds we pass or look in thy magic glass, 
then beyond thee we climb out of Space and Time to the peak 
of divine endeavour.

□□□
What does the Mother of Dreams mean? When he speaks of the 
“immobile and serene Consciousness”, Sri Aurobindo often uses 
poetic terms which are very suggestive. He has used the term 
“Mother of Dreams” because he has put himself in the place of 
one who is below, one who sees, perceives something mysterious, 
altogether wonderful, inaccessible and almost incomprehensible; 
but if you look from another point of view, you may say that it 
is the creative Consciousness, the Origin of the universe, the 
universal Mother, the creative Power, and so on.

[The Mother on The Mother of Dreams]

□□□
Now the great purple sails are set on the cosmic Oceans reach 
the shores of the upper Waters, “the Great Flood, mahnā mahato 
arṇavasya, Oceans of the superconscient luminous and eternal 
expression, the divine Waters, āpo divyāh”̣.



The cosmic spirit has built a 
stair for its ascending goal

Across the thick smoke of earth’s ignorance 
A Mind began to see and look at forms 
And groped for knowledge in the nescient Night: 
Caught in a blind stone-grip Force worked its plan 
And made in sleep this huge mechanical world, 
That Matter might grow conscious of its soul 
And like a busy midwife the life-power 
Deliver the zero carrier of the All. ||26.29||

The cosmic spirit has built a stair from Matter’s base to the 
superconscient realms of self-expression, to the worlds of Ritam. It 
has built this ladder for its ascending goal, the cosmic hierarchies, 
the worlds endlessly climbing one above another. It is also a ladder 
for climbing down from the worlds of Knowledge into the worlds of 
Ignorance. It is because of them that there are on Earth thoughts 
and life-delights and forms of material beauty and essence. Not 
only by her golden superfluity does she bear all these; she shall 
be the house for the superior beings to come here, to dwell here, 
bring to her conscious spirit’s dimensions, its growing expressions. 
Powers and Presences and Godheads of the Unseen shall arise 
from the unspoken truth of things. Earth’s power is packed with 
the stuff of greater worlds. There is a vast design that accepts 
these small beginnings, and there shall be the Mind that thinks 
behind minds, and the Life that breathes and lives in countless 
hearts, and the Body that holds the luminous bodies in the 
truthfulness and the greatness of the flaming material creation; 
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there shall be the Fire that will burn in every fire. Because of 
these possibilities the search for the self of things and beings can 
begin, it has began. But for all that to happen in the full wideness 
the Seer who is seated within us has to come out and guide us 
through these wondrous extensions, even as we have to prepare 
ourselves to follow the guidance and the help that come to us in 
several ways. Aswapati has heard the call and he sets himself 
on the interminable cosmic journey. The world-pile has opened 
its wide gleaming door to him, and he must set himself on the 
world-stair and explore every nook and corner of its existence. 
The journey, the voyage begins.

□□□
But let us look into the Double Ladder Sri Aurobindo describes in 
The Mother:

The One whom we adore as the Mother is the divine Conscious 
Force that dominates all existence, one and yet many-sided that 
to follow her movement is impossible even for the quickest mind 
and for the freest and most vast intelligence. The Mother is the 
consciousness and force of the Supreme and far above all she 
creates. But something of her ways can be seen and felt through 
her embodiments and the more seizable because more defined 
and limited temperament and action of the goddess forms in 
whom she consents to be manifest to her creatures.

There are three ways of being the Mother of which you can 
become aware when you enter into touch of oneness with the 
Conscious Force that upholds us and the universe. Transcendent, 
the original supreme Shakti, she stands above the worlds and 
links the creation to the ever unmanifest mystery of the Supreme. 
Universal, the cosmic Mahashakti, she creates all these beings 
and contains and enters, supports and conducts all these million 
processes and forces. Individual, she embodies the power of these 
two vaster ways of her existence, makes them living and near 
to us and mediates between human personality and the divine 
Nature.

The cosmic spirit has built a stair for its ascending goal
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The one original transcendent Shakti, the Mother stands above all 
the worlds and bears in her eternal consciousness the Supreme 
Divine. Alone, she harbours the absolute Power and the ineffable 
Presence; containing or calling the Truths that have to be 
manifested, she brings them down from the Mystery in which they 
were hidden into the light of her infinite consciousness and gives 
them a form of force in her omnipotent power and her boundless 
life and a body in the universe. The Supreme is manifest in her for 
ever as the everlasting Sachchidānanda, manifested through her 
in the worlds, as the one dual consciousness of Ishwara-Shakti 
and the dual principle of Purusha-Prakriti, embodied by her in the 
Worlds and the Planes and the Gods and their Energies and figured 
because of her as all that is in the known worlds and in unknown 
others. All is her play with the Supreme; all is her manifestation 
of the mysteries of the Eternal, the miracles of the Infinite. All is 
she, for all are parcel and portion of the divine Conscious-Force. 
Nothing can be here or elsewhere but what she decides and the 
Supreme sanctions; nothing can take shape except what she 
moved by the Supreme perceives and forms after casting into 
seed in her creating Ananda.

The Mahashakti, the universal Mother works out whatever is 
transmitted by the Supreme and enters into the worlds that she 
has made; her presence fills and supports then with the divine 
spirit and the divine all-sustaining force and delight without which 
they could not exist. That which we call Nature or Prakriti is only 
her most outward executive aspect; she marshals and arranges 
the harmony of her forces and processes, impels the operations 
of Nature and moves among them secret or manifest in all that 
can be seen or experienced or put into motion of life. Each of the 
worlds is nothing but one play of the Mahashakti of that system of 
worlds or universe, who is there as the cosmic Soul and Personality 
of the transcendent Mother. Each is something that she has in her 
vision, gathered into her heart of beauty and power and created 
in her Ananda.
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But there are many planes of her creation, many steps of the 
Divine Shakti. At the summit of this manifestation of which we 
are a part there are worlds of infinite existence, consciousness, 
force and bliss over which the Mother stands unveiled eternal 
Power. All beings there live and move in an ineffable completeness 
and unalterable oneness, because she carries them safe in her 
arms for ever. Nearer to us are the worlds of the supramental 
creation in which the Mother is the supramental Mahashakti, a 
Power of divine omniscient Will and omnipotent Knowledge always 
apparent in its unfailing works and spontaneously perfect in every 
process. There all movements are the steps of the Truth; there 
all beings are souls and powers and bodies of the divine Light; 
there all experiences are seas and floods and waves of an intense 
and absolute Ananda. But here where we dwell are the worlds 
of the Ignorance, worlds of mind and life and body separated in 
consciousness from her source, of which the earth is a significant 
centre and its evolution a crucial process. This too with all its 
obscurity and struggle and imperfection is upheld by the Universal 
Mother; this too is impelled and guided to its secret aim by the 
Mahashakti.

The Mother as the Mahashakti of this triple world of the Ignorance 
stands in an intermediate plane between the supramental Light, 
the Truth life, the Truth creation which has to be brought down 
here and this mounting and descending hierarchy of planes of 
consciousness that like a double ladder lapse into the nescience of 
Matter and climb back again through the flowering of life and soul 
and mind into the infinity of the Spirit. Determining all that shall 
be done in the universe and in the terrestrial evolution by what 
she sees and feels and pours from her, she stands there above 
the Gods and all her Powers and Personalities are put in front of 
her for the action and she sends down emanations of them into 
these lower worlds to intervene, to govern, to battle and conquer, 
to lead and turn their cycles, to direct the total and individual lines 
of their forces. …

The cosmic spirit has built a stair for its ascending goal



Bright dews drip from 
the Immortal’s sky

This brilliant roof of our descending plane, 
Intercepting the free boon of heaven’s air, 
Admits small inrushes of a mighty breath 
Or fragrant circuits through gold lattices; 
It shields our ceiling of terrestrial mind 
From deathless suns and the streaming of God’s rain, 
Yet canalises a strange irised glow, 
And bright dews drip from the Immortal’s sky. ||28.9||

Just a little beyond our world, sthūla jagat, just across the border, 
exists a world of lovelier forms. Here all shapes are beautiful and 
all things are true. If sight could have the celestial sense hearing 
would bring other sounds, would bring the music of the heavenly 
spheres, and touch the charm of intimacy; another power would 
give to the heart another beat and regularity, another rhythm. 
In the subtle world of Matter are the prototypes and templates 
that shape objects on earth. There our vague beginnings are 
figured out; there our middle terms sketch the prescient lines, our 
finished ends live in anticipation of getting realised. It is through 
this brilliant roof above our head that rush unto us the free boons 
of heaven. Such could be the powers and intensities of these 
excellences, of these gifts that in the absence of this shielding 
plane we would simply get squashed if not crushed, get drowned 
in their flooding impetuosities. It is really fortunate that through 
these well-designed gold lattices stream down to us the thousand 
brightnesses of the deathless suns and the unceasing rains of God. 
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Heaven’s meanings steal through this brilliant canopy as through 
a veil. Here is the purity of contact which our touch cannot attain 
or bear, and here are things which inspire our attempts to express 
beauty in a perfect shape. All that here only seems has lovelier 
forms there, all that is beautiful here is divine there.

□□□
No matter what happens—something wrong in the body, something 
wrong with people, something wrong in circumstances—instantly, 
the first movement: “O my sweet Lord, my Beloved!” And I laugh! 
And then all is well. ...

And what are the influences that come from the subtle physical? 
Generally they are of a far higher quality than material influences. I 
have noticed that the subtle physical I see is always of a somewhat 
higher quality than the physical proper. I mean somewhat more 
harmonious: things are smoother. All that comes from the vital 
is more often than not aggressive, quarrelsome and so on—and 
difficult. But this realm is generally calm—calm, orderly, where 
things are more harmonious—GENERALLY.

Sri Aurobindo lives there permanently, as though in a house of his 
own: you can see him, you can stay with him, he is busy. It is very 
much like the physical, but a physical that would be less grating, 
where things are more harmonious and satisfying, less excited. 
There is less of that feeling of haste and uncertainty. In that house 
where Sri Aurobindo lives, life unfolds very, very harmoniously: 
people come and go, there are meals even.... But all that obeys 
more general laws, and a sense of security and certainty not to 
be found in physical life. And the symbolism is more exact, the 
symbolic transcription of things is less distorted, more exact.

Sri Aurobindo said, “There is a true physical,” well, I have a feeling 
that this is what he calls the “true physical”—a subtler physical, 
the true physical which is behind.

Bright dews drip from the Immortal’s sky
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Oh, yes! It does influence the whole earth. In general, these 
things are terrestrial. But probably it’s still quite subjective, in the 
sense that each one has an impression of it according to what he 
is and his stage of development. I think that as the Supramental 
descends, the subtle physical will have a greater and greater 
action on earth, because it is the world where the new creation 
will be formed before it “descends,” before it becomes absolutely 
visible and concrete.

I often have a sense that it would take only a very tiny thing—
which is hard to define—a very tiny movement of materialization 
to make this new creation concrete to us as we are. And it is 
probably—it will probably be formed completely in that subtle 
world before it materializes.

The subtle physical has the character of a realm where things are 
more fluid and harmonious than physical things, but with the same 
concrete quality; its nature is not like that of vital things, which 
have vibrations of power but again not that very concrete and 
objective quality characteristic of material things. In the subtle 
physical, things are very concrete. For instance, if someone stands 
in your way, you have to push him aside: he doesn’t just vanish, 
you can’t walk through him. If you see an object that’s not in its 
place, you have to move it. Voilà.

[14 January 1963]



This wonder-world with 
all its radiant boon

This wonder-world with all its radiant boon 
Of vision and inviolate happiness, 
Only for expression cares and perfect form; 
Fair on its peaks, it has dangerous nether planes; 
Its light draws towards the verge of Nature’s lapse; 
It lends beauty to the terror of the gulfs 
And fascinating eyes to perilous Gods, 
Invests with grace the demon and the snake. ||28.26||

The force of gravity becomes ineffectual when the cloak of 
mortality is dropped and the soul is borne from world to higher 
world; only the spirit’s simplicity is then left behind. It is from such 
a brighter substance that the subtle realms are made. This world 
of wonders which is also a wonder-world is a world of vision and 
happiness, and it cares only for the expression of perfect form. 
If it is satisfactory and lovely on the peaks, it has nether realms 
also, fine-looking and treacherous realms, these full of dangers. 
Over there even terror of the gulfs can be beautiful and if there 
are perilous gods their eyes can be fascinating, and the demon 
and the snake appear full of grace and charm. It is here that the 
robe of mortality is woven for us. But at the same time it serves 
the purpose of a greater consciousness, it is the immutable in 
mutable forms.

□□□
The biblical Satan takes an attractive form of a serpent and arrives 
at the place where Eve is alone. He gets her attention and begins 
flattering her, her beauty and grace and innocent godliness. Eve is 
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amazed seeing a creature who could speak. Of course he got the 
gifts of speech and intellect by eating the delicious fruit, the apple 
on the tree in the garden. He adulates Eve and tells her that it is 
by eating the apple he could admire and worship her beauty. “And 
he laid hold on the dragon, that old serpent, which is the Devil, 
and Satan, and bound him a thousand years.” [Revelation 20:2] 
He said to the woman, “Did God really say, ‘You must not eat from 
any tree in the garden’?” The deed was done. And here is what we 
have in Paradise Lost: [Book IX]

So spake the enemy of mankind, enclosed 
In serpent, inmate bad! and toward Eve 
Addressed his way: not with indented wave, 
Prone on the ground, as since; but on his rear, 
Circular base of rising folds, that towered 
Fold above fold, a surging maze! his head 
Crested aloft, and carbuncle his eyes; 
With burnished neck of verdant gold, erect 
Amidst his circling spires, that on the grass 
Floated redundant: pleasing was his shape 
And lovely; never since of serpent-kind 
Lovelier, … 
Into the heart of Eve his words made way, 
Though at the voice much marvelling; at length, 
Not unamazed, she thus in answer spake. … 
I was at first as other beasts that graze 
The trodden herb, of abject thoughts and low, 
As was my food; nor aught but food discerned 
Or sex, and apprehended nothing high: 
Till, on a day roving the field, I chanced 
A goodly tree far distant to behold 
Loaden with fruit of fairest colours mixed, 
Ruddy and gold: I nearer drew to gaze; 
When from the boughs a savoury odour blown, 
Grateful to appetite, more pleased my sense 
Than smell of sweetest fennel, or the teats 
Of ewe or goat dropping with milk at even, 
Unsucked of lamb or kid, that tend their play. …
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Thenceforth to speculations high or deep 
I turned my thoughts, and with capacious mind 
Considered all things visible in Heaven, 
Or Earth, or Middle; all things fair and good: 
But all that fair and good in thy divine 
Semblance, and in thy beauty’s heavenly ray, 
United I beheld; no fair to thine 
Equivalent or second! which compelled 
Me thus, though importune perhaps, to come 
And gaze, and worship thee of right declared 
Sovran of creatures, universal Dame! 
So talked the spirited sly Snake; and Eve, 
Yet more amazed, unwary thus replied. 
Serpent, thy overpraising leaves in doubt 
The virtue of that fruit, in thee first proved: 
But say, where grows the tree? from hence how far?

For many are the trees of God that grow 
In Paradise, and various, yet unknown 
To us; in such abundance lies our choice, 
As leaves a greater store of fruit untouched, 
Still hanging incorruptible, till men 
Grow up to their provision, and more hands 
Help to disburden Nature of her birth. …

O sacred, wise, and wisdom-giving Plant, 
Mother of science! now I feel thy power 
Within me clear; not only to discern 
Things in their causes, but to trace the ways 
Of highest agents, deemed however wise.

Queen of this universe! do not believe 
Those rigid threats of death: ye shall not die…

The Mother spoke of the biblical Satan as Serpent with a beautiful 
form. Asuras are also generally very charming and attractive. 
The Māyā-Mriga or the enchanted Dear of Ramayana is a good 
example. The Aparā Prakriti or Lower Nature easily falls prey to 
the charms perhaps which is a also part of the recondite process.

This wonder-world with all its radiant boon



And we grow vessels  
of creative might

Even in the littleness of our mortal state, 
Even in this prison-house of outer form, 
A brilliant passage for the infallible Flame 
Is driven through gross walls of nerve and brain, 
A Splendour presses or a Power breaks through, 
Earth’s great dull barrier is removed awhile, 
The inconscient seal is lifted from our eyes 
And we grow vessels of creative might. ||30.5||

The enthusiasm of a divine surprise 
Pervades our life, a mystic stir is felt, 
A joyful anguish trembles in our limbs; 
A dream of beauty dances through the heart, 
A thought from the eternal Mind draws near, 
Intimations cast from the Invisible 
Awaking from Infinity’s sleep come down, 
Symbols of That which never yet was made. ||30.6||

All we attempt in this imperfect world looks behind or beyond time, 
looks for the pure idea, the inviolate type in the absoluteness of 
its creation. The urge is to seize in passing shapes the eternal’s 
Shape. This is the law of perfection, and what is caught is a 
fragment of heaven’s design, but it is that attempt which brings 
hope for a greater life, for ecstasy and glory. And indeed even in 
this mortality of ours can burn the infallible Flame, burn even in 
the body, a Splendour can press, a Power break through and we 
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can be the vessels of a creative might and delight. Symbols of That 
which were never here come down, dreams of beauty, sweeps of 
thought, lightnings of intimation come in the rush and enthusiasm 
of a divine surprise. But only if we could hold them! If only they 
could remain with us! The physical-vital responds not, too little 
of the abundance that had invaded us stays with us—because we 
have not prepared ourselves to hold within us all those things of 
wonder and joy. Earth’s eyes half-see, her forces half-create. Here 
is a difficult and half-finished world, rigid, and stuck to the old and 
the given. But here is the secret of our birth, we shall be what we 
should be. Imperfection—all right, yes it is there; but that is not 
the end, that is not all we are. A vast Unknown is round us and 
within. There are brighter earths and wider heavens than ours and 
the prospects are, we can have those glories here in our life also.

□□□
This morning I lived for two hours in a sort of blissful state in 
which there was, oh, such a clear awareness that all forms of life, 
in all the worlds and at all times, are the expression of a choice: 
you choose to be that way.

There was a perfectly spontaneous and natural perception that life 
on earth, life in the other worlds, and all the types of life on earth, 
and all the types of life in the other worlds, are simply a question 
of choice: you chose to be that way, and you constantly choose to 
be this way or that, or choose that this or that is going to happen; 
and you also choose to think you are subjected to a Fate or a 
Necessity or a Law that compels you—everything is a question of 
choice. And there was a sense of lightness, of freedom, and then 
one of those smiles at everything. And at the same time, it gives 
you a tremendous power. All sense of compulsion, of necessity (of 
fate) had completely vanished. All the illnesses, all the events, all 
the dramas, all of it—vanished. And this concrete and so stark a 
reality of physical life—completely gone.

And we grow vessels of creative might 
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I very well imagine that it’s not something absolute; it was only 
ONE way of being, but a charming way of being! I clearly saw 
it’s ONE way of being, but a wonderful way of being, of course! 
Infinitely superior to the one we have here. And we CAN have it 
here: I had it. I had it quite concretely.

Only, I have noticed that in this body’s life, I’ve never had the 
same experience twice. And I don’t retain the experience: I 
am constantly, constantly, constantly forging ahead; you know, 
the work of transformation of the consciousness is so rapid, it 
must be done so fast that you don’t have time to enjoy or dwell 
upon an experience or draw long-lasting satisfaction from it, 
it’s impossible. It comes powerfully, very powerfully, it changes 
everything, then something else comes. It’s the same thing 
with the transformation of the cells: all kinds of little disorders 
come, but to the consciousness they are clearly disorders related 
to the transformation, so you see to that particular point, you 
want order to be restored; at the same time, something knows 
full well that the disorder came to make the transition from the 
ordinary automatic functioning to the conscious functioning under 
the direct Direction and the direct Influence of the Supreme. And 
the body itself knows this, it KNOWS. And when that point has 
reached a certain stage of transformation, you move on to another 
point, then on to another, and on to another again. So nothing is 
done, no work is definitively done until everything is ready. So you 
have to do the same work again, but on a higher or a vaster level, 
or with more intensity or in greater detail, until EVERYTHING has 
been brought to a homogeneous point and is ready in the same 
way.

[22 January 1966]



Worlds nearer to the  
absolute realms

A Nature lifted by a larger breath, 
Plastic and passive to the all-shaping Fire, 
Answers the flaming Godhead’s casual touch: 
Immune from our inertia of response 
It hears the word to which our hearts are deaf, 
Adopts the seeing of immortal eyes 
And, traveller on the roads of line and hue, 
Pursues the spirit of beauty to its home. ||30.31||

There are worlds nearer to the absolute realms, and their response 
to truth and light and beauty and love is swift and sure and 
gleamingly looking forward. A finer substance in a subtler mould 
embodies divinity which the earth but only dreams; here on the 
fields of our earth the running feet cannot win the race, the race 
with which speeds the strength. But in these marvellous realms the 
all-shaping Fire can mould Nature herself. It is a flaming answer 
to the Godhead. The immortal eyes see that which we cannot see, 
and hear the Word we cannot hear. It is the spirit of beauty that is 
pursued in every hue and line. Because such worlds do exist that 
we can draw nearer to the All-Wonderful, we can approach the 
Adbhuta. A kindling rapture joins the seer and the seen, and what 
we only attempt but do not achieve is self-born by its eternal right. 
Because such worlds do exist there is the hope of the intuitive Fire 
burning in us, of the descending Light bringing heavens here.

□□□
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Preparing Matter to receive in the right way: “Basically, all that 
time was used to develop the consciousness of the physical being. 
It really seems as if this physical being had been prepared for 
another consciousness, because for certain things ... its reactions 
are entirely different, its attitude is different. I went through a 
period of total indifference in which the world represented ... 
meant nothing. And then little by little a kind of new perception 
grew out of it. … It’s really interesting. I think something has been 
achieved from a general standpoint; it wasn’t just the difficulty of 
one body or one person: I think something was achieved in terms 
of preparing Matter to receive in the right way, correctly—it’s as 
if it had been received incorrectly before, and it has learned to 
receive in the true way.”

[16 January 1971]



Pure mystic voices appeal 
to Love’s sweetnesses

Pure mystic voices in beatitude’s hush 
Appealed to Love’s immaculate sweetnesses, 
Calling his honeyed touch to thrill the worlds, 
His blissful hands to seize on Nature’s limbs, 
His sweet intolerant might of union 
To take all beings into his saviour arms, 
Drawing to his pity the rebel and the waif 
To force on them the happiness they refuse. ||35.8||

There is a separating strip glimmering between the world of 
Ignorance and the world of Knowledge, between the lower and the 
upper hemispheres, it also covering the sun of truth, the golden 
lid. On a spiritual and mysterious peak is seen a high transfiguring 
line, it dividing Life from the formless Infinite. If Time is separated 
from Eternity, it is also sheltered from its invasion, the lid acting 
as a shield. There is a protection that this lower existence is not 
abolished. Infinity born in the unprepared Space can crush it, Spirit 
destroy Matter when not ready. It is because of this safety that Life 
can cast in acts the dreams of her caprice, can give to the process 
its paces of movement. Her accomplishment is such that at her 
will even the inscrutable Supermind leans down, the hazardous 
experimenting Mind pushes its way through obscure possibilities, 
human ignorance progresses towards Truth. She has canalised the 
depths and the widenesses of the seas of omnipotence, she has 
given rise to the Illimitable the law of manifesting limits. Therefore 
here are worlds lifted half-way to heaven and indeed had we been 
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pure enough the joys of heaven would have been ours. But, and 
surely for a most appropriate and significant purpose, Life has 
stabled her dreams in the house of Matter; had they remained 
unbridled they would have raced on the scarlet fields of reckless 
wishes and fancies. Though the doors are barred to things 
supreme, yet immortal figures of embodied joy traverse wide 
spaces, pure mystic voices appeal to the immaculate sweetnesses 
of Love, hymeneal chants lure happiness’s music into the heart, 
the voices of Time raise the joys of imperishable joy, Athena-like 
creation leaps straight from the mind of God, from the thought 
of God. Marvel and rapture wander in the way. Life is a happy 
laughter of the soul and Joy the king and Love as the serving 
minister. Here is bodied luminousness of the spirit.

□□□
The voice of time sang of the Immortal’s joy; 
An inspiration and a lyric cry, 
The moments came with ecstasy on their wings; 
Beauty unimaginable moved heaven-bare 
Absolved from boundaries in the vasts of dream; 
The cry of the Birds of Wonder called from the skies 
To the deathless people of the shores of Light. ||35.12||

Creation leaped straight from the hands of God; 
Marvel and rapture wandered in the ways. ||35.13||

Only to be was a supreme delight, 
Life was a happy laughter of the soul 
And Joy was king with Love for minister. ||35.14||

The spirit’s luminousness was bodied there. ||35.15||

□□□
Athena was the favourite child of Zeus. When she sprang up 
from the head of her father she was already a full-grown woman 
wearing armour and holding a shield in her hands. War-Goddess 
she is also the Goddess of Wisdom. “She represents intelligence, 



167Pure mystic voices appeal to Love’s sweetnesses

humility, consciousness, cosmic knowledge, creativity, education, 
enlightenment, the arts, eloquence and power. She stands for 
Truth, Justice, and Moral values. She plays a tough, clever and 
independent role.”

□□□
Beyond the Silence

Outclimbing the summits of Nature, 
Transcending and uplifting the soul of the finite, 
Rise with the world in thy bosom, 
O Word gathered into the heart of the Ineffable. 
One with the Eternal, live in his infinity, 
Drowned in the Absolute, found in the Godhead, 
Swan of the supreme and spaceless ether wandering winged 
through the universe, 
Spirit immortal.



The voice of time sang of 
the Immortal’s joy

For worship lifts the worshipper’s bowed strength 
Close to the god’s pride and bliss his soul adores: 
The ruler there is one with all he rules; 
To him who serves with a free equal heart 
Obedience is his princely training’s school, 
His nobility’s coronet and privilege, 
His faith is a high nature’s idiom, 
His service a spiritual sovereignty. ||35.23||

There the voice of time sang of the Immortal’s joy, and inspiration 
came with a lyric cry, and the Birds of Wonder called deathless 
people from the worlds of Light; there was the vision of grandeur, 
there was the dream of magnitude, there was pleasure who 
aspired for heaven’s fire, there intellect was Beauty’s worshipper, 
and Strength served the calm spiritual law, and Power felt happy 
on the breasts of Bliss. The sun-bright kingdoms and autonomies 
and oligarchies and monarchies served the purpose of high and 
uplifting sovereignty. There were realms where Knowledge joined 
creative Power, kingliness and wisdom were together and the body 
itself became a transparent house to house the verities of the 
spirit. If the Illuminate had kindled the Fire of Sacrifice on the 
Altar in it burned happily the immortal Moth, in it glowed Life the 
Beautiful. She wedded her Conqueror, in his wide sky she built the 
world anew. His victor Light rode on her deathless Force. Here is a 
world lifted half-way to heaven.

□□□
His splendour grasped her, her puissance to him clung; 
She crowned the Idea a king in purple robes, 
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Put her magic serpent sceptre in Thought’s grip, 
Made forms his inward vision’s rhythmic shapes 
And her acts the living body of his will. ||35.28||

A flaming thunder, a creator flash, 
His victor Light rode on her deathless Force; 
A centaur’s mighty gallop bore the god. ||35.29||

□□□
“Centaur Warriors are always galloping away to chase the winds 
and hunt the enemies of the World. It is said that the Centaurs 
were the first to teach the ways of Law and War to the Sons of 
Men, and the Horse Princes are still strong allies of Humankind. 
Their feuds with the Elves are legendary, going back Ages to the 
time when the Beast Lords walked the World. Swift of hoof, true 
to their word and strong in battle, Centaurs are worthy allies and 
deadly adversaries.”

“To withdraw and despair, that is the Elvish way. To rage blindly 
against hardship is the Human way. We have always followed a 
different path. And so, as the Gate roads opened, we have returned 
from our seclusion to help drive back the darkness.

Ours is a mighty destiny, fraught with hardship and sorrow, but 
we Horse Lords have always borne it without complaint. If we do 
not, who can? Darkness and Chaos have always stirred, thirsty for 
blood and souls. Without the Long Hunt and the Watch they would 
surely have triumphed long ago. Indeed, the test that awaits this 
generation shall be the darkest ever known, and many of our 
bravest and wisest deem that we cannot win the coming battle. 
So be it. The Centaurs have faced dire odds before.

There are many who think us fools, that we Centaurs live for ideals 
that have no place in this world. That may be, but I say this: the 
world is as the Gods have made it: all we who are mortal can do 
is to live our lives with honor and strive to fight for virtue. If all 
we can hope for is to die, then we must die well. To do less would 
mean betraying the Father of All. It is a hard course we ride, but 
we shall not waver. We seek an ideal, as intangible as the wind 
itself. But so long as the winds blow, we shall chase it, and we 
shall never tire.”

The voice of time sang of the Immortal’s joy



Life the Initiate of  
divine and mighty dreams

Imposing on the safety of the stars 
A race and laughter of immortal strengths, 
The nude God-children in their play-fields ran 
Smiting the winds with splendour and with speed; 
Of storm and sun they made companions, 
Sported with the white mane of tossing seas, 
Slew distance trampled to death under their wheels 
And wrestled in the arenas of their force. ||35.35||

Awake with a cry and stir of numberless souls, 
Arisen from the breast of some deep Infinite, 
Smiling like a new-born child at love and hope, 
In her nature housing the Immortal’s power, 
In her bosom bearing the eternal Will, 
No guide she needed but her luminous heart: 
No fall debased the godhead of her steps, 
No alien Night had come to blind her eyes. ||35.48||

Abandoned to her rapid fancy’s moods 
And the rich coloured riot of her mind, 
Initiate of divine and mighty dreams, 
Magician builder of unnumbered forms 
Exploring the measures of the rhythms of God, 
At will she wove her wizard wonder-dance, 
A Dionysian goddess of delight, 
A Bacchant of creative ecstasy. ||35.50||
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This is a world of happiness, and here work is play and play the 
work, here life is an eternity of the moods of rapture. No more 
caution, no more concern for safety, but a free and swift and 
spontaneous rush of sport, the nude God-children running on the 
bright playfields. It is they who present divine largesse to the 
world; they hold Life’s banner on the roads of Space. The strong 
compulsion of their will to joy pours through the world smiling 
streams of cheerfulness. There freedom is the highest law, and 
in it Life builds a thousand Edens, and builds without pause. Her 
luminous heart is awake to the cry and the stir of numberless 
souls, and there is nothing that is ominous to spoil her wish or 
fancy or desire, no night to blind her eyes. A Dionysian goddess 
of delight, a Bacchant of creative ecstasy, she is the achiever of 
perfection and joy.

□□□
Life builds a thousand Edens

The Garden of Eden (Hebrew Gan ʿEdhen) is the biblical "garden 
of God", described most notably in the Book of Genesis chapters 
2 and 3, and also in the book of Ezekiel. The "garden of God", 
not called Eden, is mentioned in Genesis 14, and the "trees of 
the garden" are mentioned in Ezekiel 31. The Book of Zechariah 
and the Book of Psalms also refer to trees and water in relation to 
the temple without explicitly mentioning Eden. Traditionally, the 
favoured derivation of the name "Eden" was from the Akkadian 
edinnu, derived from a Sumerian word meaning "plain" or 
"steppe". Eden is now believed to be more closely related to an 
Aramaic root word meaning "fruitful, well-watered." The Hebrew 
term is translated "pleasure".

The story of Eden echoes the Mesopotamian myth of a king, as a 
primordial man, who is placed in a divine garden to guard the tree 
of life. In the Hebrew Bible, Adam and Eve are depicted as walking 
around the Garden of Eden naked due to their innocence. Eden and 
its rivers may signify the real Jerusalem, the Temple of Solomon, 
or the Promised Land. It may also represent the divine garden on 
Zion, and the mountain of God, which was also Jerusalem. The 
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imagery of the Garden, with its serpent and cherubs, has been 
compared to the images of the Solomonic Temple with its copper 
serpent, the nehushtan, and guardian cherubs.

The second part of the Genesis creation narrative opens with "the 
LORD God" creating the first man (Adam), whom he placed in a 
garden that he planted "eastward in Eden". And out of the ground 
made the LORD God to grow every tree that is pleasant to the 
sight, and good for food; the tree of life also in the midst of the 
garden, and the tree of knowledge of good and evil.

The man was free to eat of every tree in the garden, but forbidden 
to eat from the tree of knowledge of good and evil. Last of all, 
the LORD God made a woman (Eve) from a rib of the man to 
be a companion to the man. In chapter 3, the man broke the 
commandment and ate of the forbidden fruit, and was sent forth 
from the garden to prevent him from eating also of the tree of 
life, and thus live for ever. East of the garden there were placed 
Cherubims, "and a flaming sword which turned every way, to keep 
the way of the tree of life". (Genesis 3:24)

Genesis 2:10–14 lists four rivers in association with the garden of 
Eden: Pishon, Gihon, the Hiddekel, and the Euphrates.

[Internet]

□□□
Théon always told me that the true interpretation of the Biblical 
story of the serpent in the Garden of Eden is that humanity wanted 
to pass from a state of animal-like divinity to the state of conscious 
divinity by means of mental development, symbolized by eating 
the fruit of the Tree of Knowledge. And this serpent, which Théon 
always said was iridescent, reflecting all the colors of the prism, 
was not at all the spirit of evil, but the power of evolution—the 
force, the power of evolution. And it was natural that this power of 
evolution would make them taste the fruit of knowledge.

Now, according to Théon, Jehovah was the chief of the Asuras, 
the supreme Asura, the egoistic God who wanted to dominate 
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everything and keep everything under his control. And of course 
this act made him furious, for it enabled mankind to become gods 
through the power of an evolution of consciousness. And that’s 
why he banished them from Paradise. Although told in a childish 
manner, there’s a great deal of truth in this story, a great deal.

One could almost say that of all animals, the serpent is the most 
sensitive to hypnotic or magnetic power. if you have it (magnetic 
power comes from the most material vital), you can easily gain a 
mastery over snakes; all the people who like snakes have it and 
use it to make snakes obey them.... That’s how I got out of my 
encounter with the cobra at Tlemcen—do you know the story? 
Théon had told me about this power and I was aware of it in myself, 
so I was able to make the cobra obey and he left. Afterwards, I was 
visited by the King of Serpents—I mean the spirit of the species. 
He came to me in Tlemcen after this and another incident when I 
helped a cat overpower a little asp (there are asps over there like 
Cleopatra’s, very dangerous)—a big russet angora cat. At first it 
started to play with the asp, but then naturally grew furious. The 
asp struck at the cat, but the cat leapt aside with such swiftness 
that the asp missed it (I watched this going on for more than ten 
minutes, it was extraordinary). Just as the snake darted by, the cat 
would swat at it with all his claws out—and the asp got scratched 
each time, so that little by little it ran out of energy, and at the 
end.... I stopped the cat from eating it—that part was disgusting!

Then after these two incidents, I received a visit one night from 
the King of Serpents. He was wearing a superb crown on his 
head—symbolic, of course, but anyway, he was the spirit of the 
species He had the appearance of a cobra, and he was wonderful! 
A formidable beast, and ... wonderful! He said he had come to 
make a pact with me: I had demonstrated my power over his 
species, so he wanted to come to an understanding. ‘All right,’ 
I said, ‘what do you propose?’ ‘I not only promise that serpents 
won’t harm you,’ he replied, ‘but that they will obey you. But you 
must promise me something in return: never to kill one of them.’ 
I thought it over and said, ‘No, I can’t make this promise, because 
if ever one of yours attacks one of mine (a being that depends 
upon me), my pact with you could not stop me from protecting 
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him. I can assure you that I have no bad feelings and no intention 
of killing—killing is not on my program! But I can’t commit myself, 
because it would restrict my freedom of decision.’ He left without 
replying, so it remains status quo.

[4 February 1961]

□□□
476 - When will the world change into the model of heaven? When 
all mankind becomes boys and girls together with God revealed as 
Krishna and Kali, the happiest boy and strongest girl of the crowd, 
playing together in the gardens of Paradise. The Semitic Eden was 
well enough, but Adam and Eve were too grown up and its God 
himself too old and stern and solemn.

520 - Our parents fell, in the deep Semitic apologue, because they 
tasted the fruit of the tree of good and evil. Had they taken at once 
of the tree of eternal life, they would have escaped the immediate 
consequence; but God’s purpose in humanity would have been 
defeated. His wrath is our eternal advantage.

[Thoughts and Aphorisms]

“Sri Aurobindo is trying to make us understand how the limitations 
of our vision prevent us from perceiving the Divine Wisdom.” This 
I wrote yesterday. Some people are seriously trying to locate the 
Garden of Eden! Some have found it. They told me, but I forget 
where. As for Théon, he used to say that the serpent is evolution.

□□□
No, Théon always said that the “Serpent” had nothing to do with 
Satan, it was the symbol of evolution (Théon was pro-evolution), 
the spiral path of evolution, and that the earthly paradise, on the 
contrary, was under the domination of Jehovah, the great Asura 
who claimed to be unique, who wanted to be the only God. For 
Théon, there is no such thing as a one and only God: there is the 
Unthinkable. It’s not a “God.”

[15 December 1962]



The soul’s desire leaps out  
towards passing things

When life broke through its half-drowse in the plant 
That feels and suffers but cannot move or cry, 
In beast and in winged bird and thinking man 
It made of the heart’s rhythm its music’s beat; 
It forced the unconscious tissues to awake 
And ask for happiness and earn the pang 
And thrill with pleasure and laughter of brief delight, 
And quiver with pain and crave for ecstasy. ||40.15||

Imperative, voiceless, ill-understood, 
Too far from light, too close to being’s core, 
Born strangely in Time from the eternal Bliss, 
It presses on heart’s core and vibrant nerve; 
Its sharp self-seeking tears our consciousness; 
Our pain and pleasure have that sting for cause; 
Instinct with it, but blind to its true joy 
The soul’s desire leaps out towards passing things. ||40.16||

Aswapati is in the Kingdom of Little Life and sees how the inconscient 
Power is groping towards consciousness, towards Light. Here is the 
instinct to exist, to survive, survive with a precarious will, and an 
unseeing want, and food to satisfy hunger. What Nature thought 
and desired and hoped that was the governing Law. Whatever was 
done that brought only poor and sad results. Nothing seemed worth 
the labour, nothing worth the toil, toil to become. Well, this could 
have been an easy conclusion of the one who has fallen asleep. 
When the spirit’s eye opens a new sight comes, a new vision, in 
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the scheme of things things appear with a different meaning and a 
different purpose. There has to be some aim in the long works of 
Time. What is seen could only be the first writhing of the cosmic 
serpent Force, the Power, the Shakti quiescent and slumbering 
in the slimy darkness of the night, yet she moving forward. But 
through the grey phosphorescent haze Aswapati could see that 
there is something which animates this life of flesh and bones, 
gives breath to it, promotes its longings and its thoughts. A mystic 
Presence asks from the body the intimacies of the soul, links all 
this to light and love and joy and sweetness. A touch of God’s 
rapture acts in this creation. This rapture smiles everywhere, 
it smiles in the wind’s sniff, in the tree’s sap, in the leaves and 
flowers, they blooming in hued magnificences. When life broke in 
the plant, in the beast and in the bird, in thinking man she made 
the rhythm-beats of the heart the notes of music. She forced the 
unconscious tissue to awake, brought to it the craving for joy and 
happiness. She forces our seeking towards consciousness; here is 
the early brief endeavor, early attempt to be. Aswapati heard the 
first cry of the awaking world. This is true even though the Truth 
of truth men deny and fear, run away from the Light of lights, raise 
their supplication to ignorant gods or choose the demon altar to 
worship; their torches of hope lead them only to the failing edge, 
and only bits and pieces of Truth they gather. But there is also 
heaven’s fire lit in the breast of the earth. Aswapati sets himself to 
grasp the working truth of the things.

□□□
While coming from his home in Paradise to Aswapati’s palace 
Narad sings of life that slumbers in the stone and sun:

He sang of the Truth that cries from Night’s blind deeps, 
And the Mother Wisdom hid in Nature’s breast 
And the Idea that through her dumbness works 
And the miracle of her transforming hands, 
Of life that slumbers in the stone and sun 
And mind subliminal in mindless life, 
And the consciousness that wakes in beasts and men.   
  ||106.10||
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He sang of the glory and marvel still to be born, 
Of the Godhead throwing off at last its veil, 
Of bodies made divine and life made bliss… ||106.11||

The expectation of this life is transfiguration and ecstasy; that is 
the promise Narad brings, of bodies made divine and life bliss, of 
immortal sweetness clasping immortal might. In her experience 
dated 17 October 1957 the Mother says:

But one thing which now seems to me to be the most essential 
difference between our world and the supramental world is: 
everything here, except for what happens within and at a very 
deep level, seemed absolutely artificial to me. A true, sincere, 
spontaneous life, as in the supramental world, is a springing 
forth of things through the fact of conscious will, a power 
over substance that shapes this substance according to what 
we decide it should be. And he who has this power and this 
knowledge can obtain whatever he wants, whereas he who 
does not has no artificial means of getting what he desires. 
In ordinary life, EVERYTHING is artificial. It is this artificiality, 
... one wonders how, in a world as false as this one, we can 
arrive at any truthful evaluation of things.



Beings were there who 
wore a human form

In a dwarf model of humanity 
Nature now launched the extreme experience 
And master-point of her design’s caprice, 
Luminous result of her half-conscious climb 
On rungs twixt her sublimities and grotesques 
To massive from infinitesimal shapes, 
To a subtle balancing of body and soul, 
To an order of intelligent littleness. ||41.6||

Beings were there who wore a human form; 
Absorbed they lived in the passion of the scene, 
But knew not who they were or why they lived: 
Life had for them no aim save Nature’s joy 
And the stimulus and delight of outer things; 
They worked for the body’s wants, they craved no more, 
Content to breathe, to feel, to sense, to act, 
Identified with the spirit’s outward shell. ||41.10||

It pondered not on the magic of her laws, 
It thirsted not for the secret wells of Truth, 
But made a register of crowding facts 
And strung sensations on a vivid thread: 
It hunted and it fled and sniffed the winds, 
Or slothed inert in sunshine and soft air: 
It sought the engrossing contacts of the world, 
But only to feed the surface sense with bliss. ||41.13||
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A master of his life’s environment, 
A leader of a huddled human mass 
Herding for safety on a dangerous earth 
He gathered them round him as if minor Powers 
To make a common front against the world, 
Or, weak and sole on an indifferent earth, 
As a fortress for his undefended heart, 
Or else to heal his body’s loneliness. ||41.24||

Behind all moved seeking for vessels to hold 
A first raw vintage of the grapes of God, 
On earth’s mud a spilth of the supernal Bliss, 
Intoxicating the stupefied soul and mind 
A heady wine of rapture dark and crude, 
Dim, uncast yet into spiritual form, 
Obscure inhabitant of the world’s blind core, 
An unborn godhead’s will, a mute desire. ||41.36||

There is the mighty Spirit concealed in Nature, and because of its 
presence one could listen to the tentative paces of the Godhead 
even in Matter. In it arises the breath of the waking life, and the 
strange sense of the thinking sense. But here is life that bears 
no hope of its own survival; things as they appear look gloomy, 
dismal, without hope, the beating of a dreadful heart. Yet patterns 
are built of love and joy and pain. This is an extreme experience 
of the subtle balancing of body and soul. In the animal kingdom 
there is the Force that works by the light of Ignorance. Beings 
are there who wear a human form but know not who they are, 
or why they live. There is no brooding sense of the deeper sense 
that exists deep within. There is the seeking for the engrossing 
contacts of the world, but only is fed the surface sense and surface 
bliss. Behind this touch is not felt the touch of the things of the 
spirit or of the soul. Instead, the instinct is only of survival of the 
self, and of constant turning into the grooves of animal desire. It is 
the desire to slaughter and plunder and rape and crush to make of 
human selves a helpless prey. What is sung is the victory-song of 

Beings were there who wore a human form



Running through Savitri 180

this disastrous force. In war and in clasp these life-wants join the 
All-Life, yet remaining always ignorant of the true self that lives 
within and around. But perhaps that is the only way of the dull 
and dim being to grow, to grow in light and force. But nothing is 
achieved, nothing worthwhile gained except that some beginning 
is made, some initial if not premature attempt has started. There 
remains only the unborn godhead’s will. Next to this little life is the 
possibility of the early mind entering into operation.

□□□
I will have to look at this in my body since that is where it is 
happening, where things are being prepared.

This other world, this world of Truth, is it the supramental world? 
My feeling is that this life which Sri Aurobindo is living right now 
is not the full satisfaction of the supramental life for him. In this 
other world, there was infinity, majesty, perfect calm, eternity—all 
was there. Perhaps it was joy that was missing.

Of course, Sri Aurobindo himself had joy. But I had the impression 
that it was not total and that this is why I had to continue the work. 
I felt that it could only be total when things here have changed.

[6 October 1959]

□□□
There is a difference between immortality and the deathless state. 
Sri Aurobindo has described it very well in Savitri.

The deathless state is what can be envisaged for the human 
physical body in the future: it is constant rebirth. Instead of again 
tumbling backwards and falling apart due to a lack of plasticity 
and an incapacity to adapt to the universal movement, the body is 
undone ‘futurewards,’ as it were.

There is one element that remains fixed: for each type of atom, 
the inner organization of the elements is different, which is what 
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creates the difference in their substance. So perhaps similarly, 
each individual has a different, particular way of organizing the 
cells of his body, and it is this particular way that persists through 
all the outer changes. All the rest is undone and redone, but 
undone in a forward thrust towards the new instead of collapsing 
backwards into death, and redone in a constant aspiration to 
follow the progressive movement of the divine Truth.

But for that, the body—the body-consciousness—must first learn to 
widen itself. It is indispensable, for otherwise all the cells become 
a kind of boiling porridge under the pressure of the supramental 
light.

What usually happens is that when the body reaches its maximum 
intensity of aspiration or of ecstasy of Love, it is unable to contain 
it. It becomes flat, motionless. It falls back. Things settle down—
you are enriched with a new vibration, but then everything 
resumes its course. So you must widen yourself in order to learn 
to bear unflinchingly the intensities of the supramental force, to 
go forward always, always with the ascending movement of the 
divine Truth, without falling backwards into the decrepitude of the 
body.

That is what Sri Aurobindo means when he speaks of an intolerable 
ecstasy [cruelty transfigured becomes Love that is intolerable 
ecstasy ...]; it is not an intolerable ecstasy: it is an unflinching 
ecstasy.

[25 November 1959]



Its seed of joy they curse 
with sorrow’s fruit

Then, hoping to learn the secret of this world 
He peered across its scanty fringe of sight, 
To disengage from its surface-clear obscurity 
The Force that moved it and the Idea that made 
Imposing smallness on the Infinite, 
The ruling spirit of its littleness, 
The divine law that gave it right to be, 
Its claim on Nature and its need in Time. ||43.3||

Its seed of joy they curse with sorrow’s fruit, 
Put out with error’s breath its scanty lights 
And turn its surface truths to falsehood’s ends, 
Its small emotions spur, its passions drive 
To the abyss or through the bog and mire: 
Or else with a goad of hard dry lusts they prick, 
While jogs on devious ways that nowhere lead 
Life’s cart finding no issue from ignorance. ||43.12||

Aswapati witnesses the empire of the little life, an unhappy corner 
in eternity. There is a remote idea which formed it, and it is 
protected by Ignorance. But what could be the secret of this world? 
why of it? what could be the divine law which gave it right to be, 
to exist? what its need in the process of Time? what could keep 
it safe from Truth and Self and Light? Aswapati with his piercing 
eyes looks into its mysteries. He notices the world-scene wrapped 
in secrecy, the little deities of Time in their nether acts active in 
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this deep occult subconscient region. Elemental energies are at 
work, half-animal half-god, their will is dangerous and it is armed 
and is powerful to create havoc in the creation. To sport with good 
and evil is their law, and all is enacted by their influence. Here is 
a kind of creative chaos.

□□□
Heaven’s strengths divided swayed in the whirl of the Earth-
force. 
All that is born and destroyed is reborn in the sweep of the 
ages; 
Life like a decimal ever recurring repeats the old figure; 
Goal seems there none for the ball that is chased throughout 
Time by the Fate-teams; 
Evil once ended renews and no issue comes out of living: 
Only an Eye unseen can distinguish the thread of its 
workings.

Such seemed the rule of the pastime of Fate on the plains of 
the Troad; 
All went backwards and forwards tossed in the swing of the 
death-game.

Vain was the toil of the heroes, the blood of the mighty was 
squandered, 
Spray as of surf on the cliffs when it moans unappeased, 
unrequited 
Age after fruitless age. Day hunted the steps of the nightfall; 
Joy succeeded to grief; defeat only greatened the 
vanquished, 
Victory offered an empty delight without guerdon or profit.

End there was none of the effort and end there was none of 
the failure.

[Ilion]

□□□

Its seed of joy they curse with sorrow’s fruit



Running through Savitri 184

I mean everything everywhere seems to want to disintegrate: 
everything everywhere. But the Power is beginning to have 
an effect. It’s as though I were presented with every possible 
opportunity to use the Power and they’re not coming one after the 
other but all at once, almost like a lesson—in fact, to teach me 
how to do what needs to be done. I have to admit that it always 
ends well, in that the Power always gets the upper hand, but it’s 
so... so repetitious, many-sided and coexistent that, you know, it 
feels a bit like charging along at a gallop for hours on end. ...

It’s like another type of exercise, as if my body were now being 
taught other kinds of things, another way of being, you understand, 
another way. And it’s trying to find a harmony, the equilibrium of 
a constant harmony. But it’s very, very, very difficult. It’s not at 
all the usual condition: in ordinary life, the cells are accustomed 
to a very restless and unexpected life, with ups and downs, peaks 
of intense sensation, now sorrow, now pleasure, now acute pain, 
now something very pleasant—all of this jumbled up in a sort of 
chaos. ... On its own the body is naturally in a sort of gently 
undulating movement, a very harmonious, very peaceful, very 
quiet movement. And when it’s not forced into outer activity 
there’s such a wonderful sense of the divine Presence everywhere, 
everywhere—in it, around it, over it, in everything, everywhere ... 
and so concrete! It’s really inexpressible. And well, THAT’S what it 
wants to have ALL THE TIME, in all circumstances, even when it’s 
forced to have contacts with the outside. So I can’t go too quickly, 
and the body starts feeling a little unsure of itself....

It was very interesting. And I realized that, truly, the will that 
moves my body isn’t at all the same as before. Previously, it 
was the will of the being that had been placed into and formed 
in this body (it wasn’t personal but still very individual). While 
now it’s not that: it’s a Will somewhere (somewhere which is 
everywhere and in everything), a Will somewhere that decides, 
and when it says “Do,” the body does; when it says “No,” nothing 
in the world could make the body move. And so, that conscious 



185Its seed of joy they curse with sorrow’s fruit

“something” somewhere, which is like an intermediary between 
the higher Will and the body and its outer life, has to tell the body, 
“This is necessary.” The body never protests, because that which 
speaks knows VERY WELL. It says, “This is necessary,” all right, 
the body does it. But when it says, “That’s enough, now,” the 
body stops. Because (how can I express it?) ... FOR THE BODY, 
the Most High knows better than the intermediary. In regard to 
circumstances and the vision of the work to be done, it’s all one; 
but for taking care of and educating the body, That knows best. 
The intermediary doesn’t really care (!), but when That says “do,” 
it’s done; “finished,” and it’s finished. It’s very interesting. ...

[19 December 1962]

□□□
There’s a phenomenon. It’s a world (this symbolic world) without 
distinction between the living and the dead. I mean there’s not 
even any perceptible distinction. I think it’s a means of action, 
that is to say, it responds more clearly and strongly to the will. It 
seems more receptive. It’s more supple, more expressive too. But 
materialized, it would appear like pure chaos.

Maybe, yes. What’s trying to take place is a stronger and more 
direct influence on purely material circumstances. Yes, this is it: 
action on this subtle physical has an effect according to the laws 
of the material world in the material world.

[2 May 1970]



All is here his action and his will

At the outset of this enigmatic world 
Which seems at once an enormous brute machine 
And a slow unmasking of the Spirit in things, 
In this revolving chamber without walls 
In which God sits impassive everywhere 
As if unknown to himself and by us unseen 
In a miracle of inconscient secrecy, 
Yet is all here his action and his will. ||44.1||

An ocean of electric Energy 
Formlessly formed its strange wave-particles 
Constructing by their dance this solid scheme, 
Its mightiness in the atom shut to rest; 
Masses were forged or feigned and visible shapes; 
Light flung the photon’s swift revealing spark 
And showed, in the minuteness of its flash 
Imaged, this cosmos of apparent things. ||44.10||

A life was born that followed Matter’s law, 
Ignorant of the motives of its steps; 
Ever inconstant, yet for ever the same, 
It repeated the paradox that gave it birth: 
Its restless and unstable stabilities 
Recurred incessantly in the flow of Time 
And purposeful movements in unthinking forms 
Betrayed the heavings of an imprisoned Will. ||44.22||
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At first she raised no voice, no motion dared: 
Charged with world-power, instinct with living force, 
Only she clung with her roots to the safe earth, 
Thrilled dumbly to the shocks of ray and breeze 
And put out tendril fingers of desire; 
The strength in her yearning for sun and light 
Felt not the embrace that made her breathe and live; 
Absorbed she dreamed content with beauty and hue. ||44.28||

This seeming driver of her wheel of works 
Missioned to motive and record her drift 
And fix its law on her inconstant powers, 
This master-spring of a delicate enginery, 
Aspired to enlighten its user and refine 
Lifting to a vision of the indwelling Power 
The absorbed mechanic’s crude initiative: 
He raised his eyes; Heaven-light mirrored a Face. ||44.35||

Amazed at the works wrought in her mystic sleep, 
She looked upon the world that she had made: 
Wondering now seized the great automaton; 
She paused to understand her self and aim, 
Pondering she learned to act by conscious rule, 
A visioned measure guided her rhythmic steps; 
Thought bordered her instincts with a frame of will 
And lit with the idea her blinded urge.  ||44.36||

On her mass of impulses, her reflex acts, 
On the Inconscient’s pushed or guided drift 
And mystery of unthinking accurate steps 
She stuck the specious image of a Self, 
A living idol of disfigured spirit; 
On Matter’s acts she imposed a patterned law; 
She made a thinking body from chemic cells 
And moulded a being out of a driven force. ||44.37||

This is a mystery that in the world of good there should be evil, 
in the greatness of life should remain hidden dark nether depths, 
there is primordial doom and we are bound to it waiting for the 
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mighty Hand to set us free. In the inconscient secrecy there is yet 
the action of a superior will. When Spirit became Matter, it became 
so for a purpose for which it accepted the travail of the process. 
God may appear sitting impassive, unconcerned in every respect, 
everywhere; but because he is there things do happen. There 
seems to be some subtle wizard at his task working out miracles. 
The magnificence is, the Being lent himself to the Force and she 
is going to shape all that is intended by him. She the executrix 
is at her task, carrying out his task. There is the sudden burst of 
Energy in Space and countless worlds spring up into existence. 
The triple Fire is the creator of forms and he is active because 
of her, because of the Power of the Being. Thus has been made 
this real impossible world. But to human mind is given this riddle 
and he must distangle it, distangle it not using the limited mind 
but by opening to higher faculties waiting in him. His bright body 
of Ignorance gives value to Ignorance and it is that knowledge 
which must be recognized and pressed into operation, that is, how 
from the pose and poise of stony presence the Dreamer can shape 
his dreams as realities. He dreamt of Life in Matter even as of 
Existence in the Void, and it has become a fact of life. There are 
other possibilities and these must emerge even as the vacant or 
unused heart of Time moves forward. Life steps into Matter, takes 
birth in Matter and accepts the laws of Matter, accepts even Death 
to establish herself in it, to establish in the long course herself 
immortally. That itself is the clear indication that some imprisoned 
Will is trying to assert itself in this harsh difficult circumstance of 
Ignorance and Death. There is pain, there is pleasure, but these 
are the first thrills of the World-Soul. With them Life broke into 
beauty and she began singing about the brightness of the deep 
delight that is there beneath all existence. Yet all this is but the dim 
unclosing of the secret eyes. At first Life raised no voice, dared not 
motion; instead she simply preferred to go by the world-power, by 
her instinct, she remained content with whatever beauty and hue 
would come to her. But not too long afterwards came in the æonic 
cycles thinking Man and in the course of time raised his eyes to the 
sun in the sky, with Heaven-light he mirrored a Face. Life herself 
was amazed at the world she had thus brought out. A conscious will 
and rule started guiding her steps. She turned her dream towards 
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some high Unknown. An opening looked up to spheres above. In 
response to it came the ray of the soul and lighted her heart and 
flesh and gave to earthly dreams the ideal’s brightness, gave its 
glow and cheer. A spirit that perished not with the body and the 
breath, a shadow of the Unmanifest, stood there, a little person 
behind form, it claiming the embodiment of the utter Formless. 
It sees the hurrying crowd of moments streaming towards the 
greatness of a distant hour, of the possibilities becoming realities.

□□□
This travelling from Inconscience to Consciousness has been going 
on for a long time—but how much longer will it have to last? It’s 
at bottom it’s a horrible thing. But I understand one thing, it’s 
that there should be EITHER the Supreme Consciousness OR 
inconscience; it’s the transition between the two that’s horrible: a 
half consciousness is still worse.

[8 February 1970]

□□□
The prayer of the cells in the body: Now that by the effect of the 
Grace we are slowly emerging out of inconscience and waking up 
to a conscious life, an ardent prayer rises in us for more light, more 
consciousness: “O Supreme Lord of the Universe, we implore Thee, 
give us the strength and the beauty, the harmonious perfection 
needed to be Thy divine instruments upon earth.”

[22 November 1967]

□□□
At the very bottom of the Inconscience most hard and rigid and 
narrow and stifling I struck upon an almighty spring that cast me 
up forthwith into a formless limitless Vast vibrating with the seeds 
of a new world.—The Mother’s New Year message for 1959

The objectification of the experience came progressively, as always 
happens to me. When I have the experience, I am absolutely 
‘blank,’ like a newborn baby to whom things come just ‘like that.’ 
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I don’t know what is happening, and I expect nothing. How much 
time it has taken me to learn this!

There is no preliminary thought, preliminary knowledge, 
preliminary will: all those things do not exist. I am only like a 
mirror receiving the experience, the simplicity of a little child 
learning life. It is like that. And it is the gift of the Grace, truly the 
Grace: in the face of the experience, the simplicity of a little child 
just born. And it is spontaneously so, but deliberately too; in other 
words, during the experience I am very careful not to watch myself 
having the experience so that no previous knowledge intervenes. 
Only afterwards do I see. It is not a mental construction, nor does 
it come from something higher than the mind (it is not even a 
knowledge by identity that makes me see things); no, the body 
(when the experience is in the body) is ... like that, what in English 
is called blank. As if it had just been born, as if just then it were 
being born with the experience.

I WAS the experience, and nothing else. Nothing but the experience 
at the time it was occurring. And only slowly, while coming out of 
it, did the previous knowledge, the previous experiences, all the 
accumulation of what had come before, examine it and put it in 
its place. This is why I arrive at a verbal expression progressively, 
gropingly.

What is this spring? It means exactly this: in the deepest depths 
of the Inconscient is the supreme spring that makes us touch the 
Supreme. It is like the Supreme making us touch the Supreme: 
that is the almighty spring. When you arrive at the very bottom of 
the Inconscient, you touch the Supreme.

Yes, it was the Supreme at the very bottom of the Inconscient 
who cast me up directly to the Supreme. Because at the very 
bottom of the Inconscient is the Supreme. I didn’t know what 
was happening. I expected nothing and ... it was stupendous—in 
a single bound, I sprang up! A rather vague, poetic or artistic 
expression is much truer, much nearer to the truth. Something not 
concretized like a rigid mental expression—this rigidity that the 
mind has introduced right down into the Inconscient.
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This vision of the Inconscient ... it was the MENTAL Inconscient. 
Because the starting point was mental. A special Inconscient—
rigid, hard, resistant—with all that the mind has brought into 
our consciousness. But it was far worse, far worse than a purely 
material Inconscient! A ‘mentalised’ Inconscient, as it were. All 
this rigidity, this hardness, this narrowness, this fixity—a FIXITY—
comes from the presence of the mind in creation. When the mind 
was not manifested, the Inconscient was not like that! It was 
formless, had the plasticity of something that is formless—the 
plasticity has gone.

It is a terrible image of the Mind’s action in the Inconscient. It 
has made the Inconscient aggressive—it was not so before. 
Aggressive, resistant, OBSTINATE. That was not there before.

Yes, that’s it. It was not an ‘original’ Inconscient. It was a mentalized 
Inconscient. With all that the mind has brought in the way of 
OPPOSITION—of resistance, hardness, rigidity. It was the mental 
Inconscient. The mental Inconscient REFUSES to change—which is 
not true of the other one; the other is nothing, it doesn’t exist, it is 
not organized in any way, it has no way of being, whereas this one 
is an ORGANIZED Inconscient—organized by a beginning mental 
influence. A hundred times worse!

It is not the experience, which I had once before, of the original 
Inconscient. The experience I had this time is of the Inconscient 
that has undergone the influence of the Mind in creation. It has 
become ... It has become a FAR greater obstacle than before. 
Before, it did not even have the power to resist, it had nothing, 
it was truly unconscious. Now it is an Inconscient organized in its 
refusal to change!

And this almighty spring is the perfect image of what is happening—
what must happen, what will happen—FOR EVERYONE: suddenly, 
one is cast forth into the vast.

[11 November 1958]



Concealed in the  
subliminal secrecies

The troglodytes of the subconscious Mind, 
Ill-trained slow stammering interpreters, 
Only of their small task’s routine aware 
And busy with the record in our cells, 
Concealed in the subliminal secrecies 
Mid an obscure occult machinery, 
Capture the mystic Morse whose measured lilt 
Transmits the messages of the cosmic Force. ||45.14||

Reason may be our best faculty, a cherished one also; but it has 
severe limitations too. There are ranges and ranges, endless 
gleaming ranges, beyond its scope and with reason alone we 
remain ignorant of those inspiring wonders of truth and beauty 
and joy that are everywhere, within and around and above us. 
Vast spiritual worlds of higher and swifter and brighter possibilities 
exist, and these do at times invade our thoughts and feelings, 
enter into our actions and movements. Our deepest depths are 
kept ignorant of themselves, our roots are hidden below our own 
soil, our springs are unknown entities to us. Yet in the subterranean 
reaches there is a power that acts and is aware of what it means; it 
is the cause of what we think and feel. This is a power which has at 
its disposal only scribes and unthinking monitors. And what is the 
nature of these monitors and scribes? They are pre-historic cave-
dwellers, they creeping into the subconscient holes, ill-trained, 
stammering, aware of only small routine tasks, and can at the 
best receive only the coded messages, messages coming from 
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the cosmic Force. Whatever comes through them gets translated 
into our lives. Our speech leaps with it, thought quivers, the heart 
vibrates, the will answers, even the tissue and nerve obey the call. 
Yes, it is all the transaction of the secret Power.

□□□
Troglodytes

The Eurasian Wren (Troglodytes troglodytes), is a very small bird, 
and the only member of the wren family Troglodytidae found 
in Eurasia and Africa (Maghreb). In Anglophone Europe, it is 
commonly known simply as the Wren. It was once lumped with 
Troglodytes hiemalis of eastern North America and Troglodytes 
pacificus of western North America as the Winter Wren. The 
Eurasian Wren occurs in Europe, a belt of Asia from northern Iran 
and Afghanistan across to Japan. It is migratory in the only northern 
parts of its range. It is also highly polygynous, an unusual mating 
system for passerines. The scientific name is taken from the Greek 
word “troglodytes” (from “trogle” a hole, and “dyein” to creep), 
meaning “cave-dweller”, and refers to its habit of disappearing 
into cavities or crevices whilst hunting arthropods or to roost.

It is estimated that Troglodytes pacificus and Troglodytes 
troglodytes last shared a common ancestor approximately 4.3 
million years ago, long before the glacial cycles of the Pleistocene, 
thought to have promoted speciation in many avian lineages 
inhabiting the boreal forest of North America.

In most of northern Europe and Asia, it nests mostly in coniferous 
forests, where it is often identified by its long and exuberant song. 
Although it is an insectivore, it can remain in moderately cold and 
even snowy climates by foraging for insects on substrates such as 
bark and fallen logs.

Its movements as it creeps or climbs are incessant rather than 
rapid; its short flights swift and direct but not sustained, its tiny 
round wings whirring as it flies from bush to bush. It is a bird of 
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the uplands even in winter, vanishing into the heather when snow 
lies thick above, a troglodyte indeed. It frequents gardens and 
farms, but it is quite as abundant in thick woods and in reed-beds.

At night, usually in winter, it often roosts, true to its scientific 
name, in dark retreats, snug holes and even old nests. In hard 
weather, it may do so in parties, consisting of either the family or 
of many individuals gathered together for warmth.

For the most part insects and spiders are its food, but in winter 
large pupae are taken and some seeds. When this bird is annoyed 
or excited, its call runs into an emphatic churr, not unlike clockwork 
running down. Its song is a gushing burst of sweet music, loud and 
emphatic. It has an enormous voice for its size, ten times louder, 
weight for weight, than a cockerel. It’s song may sometimes be 
confused for the Dunnock, which has warble that is shorter and 
weaker. The wren’s song also incorporates repeated trill sounds 
while the Dunnock’s does not.

Individuals vary in quality as well as volume of their song. The song 
begins with a few preliminary notes, then runs into a trill, slightly 
ascending, and ends in full clear notes or another trill. At all and 
any season, the song may be heard, though most noticeable during 
spring. Despite its generally mouse-like behaviour, the male may 
sing from an exposed perch as its whole body quivers from the 
effort. Male has remarkable long and complex vocalizations, with 
a series of tinkling trills one after the other for seconds on end.

According to Suetonius, the assassination of Julius Caesar was 
foretold by an unfortunate wren. On the day before the Ides of 
March, a wren was seen being pursued in a frenzy by various 
other birds. With a conspicuous sprig of laurel clamped in its beak, 
the wren flew desperately into the Roman Senate, but there its 
pursuers overtook it and tore it to pieces.

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Eurasian_Wren

□□□
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1: a member of any of various peoples (as in antiquity) who lived 
or were reputed to live chiefly in caves

2:  a person characterized by reclusive habits or outmoded or 
reactionary attitude

http://www.merriam-webster.com/dictionary/troglodyte

□□□
Morse

Morse code is a method of transmitting text information as a series 
of on-off tones, lights, or clicks that can be directly understood 
by a skilled listener or observer without special equipment. The 
International Morse Code encodes the ISO basic Latin alphabet, 
some extra Latin letters, the Arabic numerals and a small set of 
punctuation and procedural signals as standardized sequences of 
short and long signals called “dots” and “dashes”, or “dits” and 
“dahs”. Each character (letter or numeral) is represented by a 
unique sequence of dots and dashes. The duration of a dash is 
three times the duration of a dot. Each dot or dash is followed by 
a short silence, equal to the dot duration. The letters of a word are 
separated by a space equal to three dots (one dash), and the words 
are separated by a space equal to seven dots. The dot duration 
is the basic unit of time measurement in code transmission. For 
efficiency, the length of each character in Morse is approximately 
inversely proportional to its frequency of occurrence in English. 
Thus, the most common letter in English, the letter “E,” has the 
shortest code, a single dot.

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Morse_code

Concealed in the subliminal secrecies



Insignificant architects  
of low-built lives

Insignificant architects of low-built lives 
And engineers of interest and desire, 
Out of crude earthiness and muddy thrills 
And coarse reactions of material nerve 
They build our huddled structures of self-will 
And the ill-lighted mansions of our thought, 
Or with the ego’s factories and marts 
Surround the beautiful temple of the soul. ||45.25||

These unwise prompters of man’s ignorant heart 
And tutors of his stumbling speech and will, 
Movers of petty wraths and lusts and hates 
And changeful thoughts and shallow emotion’s starts, 
These slight illusion-makers with their masks, 
Painters of the decor of a dull-hued stage 
And nimble scene-shifters of the human play, 
Ever are busy with this ill-lit scene. ||45.27||

What is the mind of life, after all? There is the mind of Light, there 
is the mind of Night also but here is the mind of Life? But this mind 
of Life is only a thinking puppet. It has no independent thought, 
and is just driven by the raw elemental strengths. It has no 
glimpse of the immense purpose it yet serves in the vast scheme. 
The conscious Doll is pushed a hundred ways, but feels not the 
hand that pushes it. In the Puppet Shows our figure-selves are 
but marionettes. They ignorant of themselves and the part they 
form in the Whole. All is governed by Chance, and inconsequential 
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and devious seems to be the game. Things higher and nobler they 
know not and, without knowing them they oppose them. They 
work against them and build ill-lighted houses and mansions, they 
raise structures of ego around the beautiful temple of the soul. 
These unwise prompters of man’s ignorant heart, and tutors of 
stumbling speech and will, movers of petty things, painters of dull-
hued scenes, they are busy with small and ill-lit details of life. That 
is how they inflict their pigmy law on man, eventually leading him 
to death.

□□□
The way to get faith and all things else is to insist on having them 
and refuse to flag or despair or give up until one has them—it is 
the way by which everything has been got since this difficult earth 
began to have thinking and aspiring creatures upon it. It is to open 
always, always to the Light and turn one’s back on the Darkness. It 
is to refuse the voices that say persistently, “You cannot, you shall 
not, you are incapable, you are the puppet of a dream,”—for these 
are the enemy voices, they cut one off from the result that was 
coming, by their strident clamour and then triumphantly point to 
the barrenness of the result as a proof of their thesis. The difficulty 
of the endeavour is a known thing, but the difficult is not the 
impossible—it is the difficulty that has always been accomplished 
and the conquest of difficulties makes up all that is valuable in the 
earth’s history. In the spiritual endeavour also it shall be so.

□□□
The importance of viveka for the purposes of man’s progress in 
his present stage, is supreme. At present in the greatest men the 
powers of the vijnāna act not in their own power, place and nature, 
but in the intellect; as helpers of the intellect and occasional guides. 
Directly we get an intuition or revelation, the intellect, memory, 
imagination, logical faculty seize hold of it and begin to disguise 
it in a garb of mingled truth and error, bringing down truth to the 
level of the nature, samskāras and preferences of a man instead 
of purifying & elevating his nature and judgments to the level of 
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the truth. Without viveka, these powers are as dangerous to man 
as they are helpful. The light they give is brighter than the light 
of the intellect, but the shadow which the intellect creates around 
them is often murkier than the mist of ignorance which surrounds 
ordinary intellectual knowledge. Thus men who use these powers 
ignorantly, often stumble much more than those who walk by 
the clear though limited light of the intellect. When these powers 
begin to work in us, we must be dhira and sthira and not be led 
away by our enthusiasm; we must give time for the viveka to 
seize on our thoughts and intuitions, arrange them, separate their 
intellectual from their vijnanamaya elements, correct their false 
extensions, false limitations, misapplications and assign them 
their right application, right extension, right limitation,   make, in 
the image of the Upanishads, the vyūha or just marshalling of the 
rays of the sun of knowledge, suryasya rashmayah. Knowledge 
is not for the hasty mind but only for the dhira, who can sit long 
accumulating and arranging his store and does not rush away with 
fragments like a crow darting off with the first morsel of food on 
which it can seize.

[Record of Yoga]



Life is the same in  
insect, ape and man

As long as the human animal is lord 
And a dense nether nature screens the soul, 
As long as intellect’s outward-gazing sight 
Serves earthy interest and creature joys, 
An incurable littleness pursues his days, 
Ever since consciousness was born on earth, 
Life is the same in insect, ape and man, 
Its stuff unchanged, its way the common route. ||46.2||

He is satisfied with his common average kind; 
Tomorrow’s hopes and his old rounds of thought, 
His old familiar interests and desires 
He has made a thick and narrowing hedge 
Defending his small life from the Invisible; 
His being’s kinship to infinity 
He has shut away from him into inmost self, 
Fenced off the greatnesses of hidden God. ||46.21||

Here we are witnessing the daily actions and movements of the 
ephemeral creature. He is incapable to build his own fate. All that 
he can do is only to act what he is supposed to act on the stage of 
the world. He has no idea of the brighter possibilities that can be 
even in space and time. Naturally, therefore, as long as he is driven 
by the forces of lesser or insignificant life, as long as animal is the 
lord there is no hope of any small or big change occurring in his 
occupation. When has life changed on earth since consciousness 
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was born here? It has been the same all through the ages of toil 
and suffering and labour. If there are new designs, if richer details 
grow, these do not really constitute anything worthwhile, anything 
significantly new; in man the plot is still the same, trifling and 
trivial. He works and sweats, and the final reward is death. A 
little hour is spent in little things. Even if something great appears 
it doesn’t amount to much. Hardly a few can climb to greater 
heights. His knowledge is a part of vast ignorance, his force is 
too weak to achieve anything, his bliss remains asleep and is 
too small to be of any meaningful consequence. This creature is 
satisfied with his common average kind, his vision is shut from 
the Invisible, God of his aspiration kept in a hidden shrine. He is 
the best of all that is here, the crown of all that has been done, it 
justifying the labour of the world, the last poise of Nature. But is 
this all? That would be so if this creation were an accident in Time; 
but it is not accident in Time.

□□□
Manu, the first Prajapati, is a part of Mahavishnu Himself 
descended into the mental plane in order to conduct the destinies 
of the human race. He is different from the four Manus who are 
more than Prajapatis, they being the four Type-Souls from whom 
all human Purushas are born; they are Manus only for the purpose 
of humanity and in themselves are beyond this manifest universe 
and dwell for ever in the being of the Para Purushas. They are not 
true Manomaya Purushas. But Manu Prajapati is a true manomaya 
Purusha. He by mental generation begets on his female Energies 
men in the mental and vital planes above earth, whence they 
descend into the material or rather the terrestrial body. On earth 
Manu incarnates fourteen times in each Kalpa and each of these 
fourteen incarnations is called a Manu. These fourteen Manus 
govern human destinies during the hundred chaturyugas of the 
Prati-Kalpa, each in turn taking charge of a particular stage of 
the human advance. While that stage lasts he directs it both from 
the mental world and by repeated incarnations upon earth. When 
Manu Prajapati wishes to incarnate in a fresh form, he has a mental 
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body prepared for him by evolution of births by a human vibhuti, 
Suratha or another & takes possession of it at the beginning of his 
manvantara. Each manvantara is composed of a varying number 
of chaturyugas according to the importance & difficulty of the 
stage with which it is concerned. Once at least in each chaturyuga 
the Manu of the Manvantara incarnates as a man upon earth, but 
this never happens in the Kali Yuga.

[Record of Yoga]

□□□
Evolution

All is not finished in the unseen decree; 
 A Mind beyond our mind demands our ken, 
A life of unimagined harmony 
 Awaits, concealed, the grasp of unborn men.

The crude beginnings of the lifeless earth, 
 The mindless stirrings of the plant and tree 
Prepared our thought; thought for a godlike birth 
 Broadens the mould of our mortality.

A might no human will nor force can gain, 
 A knowledge seated in eternity, 
A bliss beyond our struggle and our pain 
 Are the high pinnacles of our destiny.

O Thou who climb’dst to mind from the dull stone, 
Face now the miracled summits still unwon.

Life is the same in insect, ape and man



Each part in us desires its absolute

Each part in us desires its absolute: 
Our thoughts covet the everlasting Light, 
Our strength derives from an omnipotent Force, 
And since from a veiled God-joy the worlds were made 
And since eternal beauty asks for form 
Even here where all is made of being’s dust, 
Our hearts are captured by ensnaring shapes, 
Our very senses blindly seek for bliss. ||47.23||

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. ||47.25||

Someone is there seated deep within, sealed in a hermetic heart, 
in the happy core. That eternal Entity prepares the substance 
of divine felicity, the ground for the heavenly possibilities taking 
shape here. Although concealed from our sight, there comes a 
foresight even as each part in us desires its absolute, the heart 
the truth of love, the mind the truth of knowledge, the limbs the 
truth of strength, the hands the truth of skill and perfection, the 
tongue the truth of speech, the eye the truth of sight, the ear 
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the truth of hearing, the taste the truth of flavour and authentic 
experience, the nose the truth of fragrance, our senses the truth 
of bliss. But there is the error, arising due to ignorance within us 
and around us and below us. But that very error compels the birth 
of the Avatar in it, the divine taking a human birth, taking human 
body, that thus alone the truth of the error be discovered and 
removed, that what is mortal find the truth of mortality and bring 
to it immortality giving to it the truth of the deathlessness of life. 
Surely it is then that the greater Self, the cosmic Reality pours 
down as if a sea were raining on us its radiant abundances. Then 
even the body sustains a bright metamorphosis. In a rose-fire of 
spiritual grace the little person that we are shall be new-made. 
Of course if this has to happen we must first achieve the spirit’s 
ascent, the soul must soar above, undbounded by form and the 
things of this little world and this little life. We must kindle the 
tongue of sacrifice, we must call down the powers of the bright 
hemisphere, invoke the mystic Fire and cleave the darkness with 
its strength. The Yajna of the Gods must be performed, the Yajna 
uplifting with it the Yajna of Man. The Rishi speaks of the mortal 
achieving immortality. What was his secret? How did he pass from 
“heaven of mind” to the “great heaven”? How did he do it without 
leaving the body? without, as it were, going off into ecstasies? He 
says:

I have arisen from earth to the mid-world [life], I have arisen from 
the mid-world to heaven [mind], from the level of the firmament 
of heaven I have gone to the Sun-world, the Light.

[Yajur Veda 17.6]

□□□
“Since the time of Adam, it seems we have been choosing to eat 
of the fruit of the Tree of Knowledge, and there can be no half-
measures or regrets along this way, for if we remain prostrate in a 
false humility, our noses in the dust, the titans or the djinns among 
us will know all too well how to snatch the Power left unclaimed; 

Each part in us desires its absolute
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this is in fact what they are doing—they would crush the god 
within us. It is a question of knowing—yes or no—whether we 
want to escape once again into our various paradises, abandoning 
the earth to the hands of Darkness, or find and seize hold of the 
Power to refashion this earth into a diviner image—in the words of 
the Rishis, make earth and heaven equal and one.”

[The Adventure of Consciousness]

□□□
Much more than body’s cells sustaining bright metamorphosis, 
“Our body’s cells must hold the Immortal’s flame.” ||7.8||

Hermetic sealing for airtight conditions is used in archiving 
significant historical items. In 1951, The US Constitution, US 
Declaration of Independence and US Bill of Rights were hermetically 
sealed with helium gas in glass cases housed in the US National 
Archives in Washington, DC. In 2003, they were moved to new 
glass cases hermetically sealed with argon.

[Wikipedia]

□□□
Apotheosise: glorify, deify, idealise; metamorphosis: transfigura-
tion, transformation



A hierophant of the bodiless Secrecy

A hierophant of the bodiless Secrecy 
Interned in an unseen spiritual sheath, 
The Will that pushes sense beyond its scope 
To feel the light and joy intangible, 
Half found its way into the Ineffable’s peace, 
Half captured a sealed sweetness of desire 
That yearned from a bosom of mysterious Bliss, 
Half manifested veiled Reality. ||50.8||

After meeting the children of the unembodied Gleam, Aswapati 
witnesses the souls who vainly strive for birth. But all is unsafe, 
miraculous and half-true, a realm of life that has no base. But 
soon dawns a greater seeking, is seen a kingdom of the morning 
star. There is the promise of a wider Life. Something seems to be 
achieved at last. There is the growing volume of the will to be, 
the texts, the graphs, the scripts, the songs of unconscious forms 
burdened with meanings incomprehensible to thought, undertones 
of life’s rhythmic cry show something of the heart of living things. 
Some face of deathless beauty could be caught, that which could 
give to the moment the joy of immortality, the word that could 
express the highest Truth; some hue of the Absolute could fall on 
life, some glory of knowledge and intuitive sight, some passion of 
Love invade her. The Will, a hierophant of bodiless Secrecy, could 
half-found its way into the Ineffable’s peace, capture sweetness 
of desire for the veiled Reality. A soul unaffected by mind could 
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glimpse the true sense of the world of forms, it could even hold in 
the conscious ether of the spirit the divinity of the symbol universe.

□□□
Hierophant: in ancient Greece an official expounder of worship and 
sacrifice; interpreter of sacred mysteries and esoteric principles, 
mystagogue; hiero=to reveal.

□□□
The Eleusinian Mysteries were initiation ceremonies held every 
year for the cult of Demeter and Persephone based at Eleusis in 
ancient Greece. They are the “most famous of the secret religious 
rites of ancient Greece”. The mysteries represented the myth of the 
abduction of Persephone from her mother Demeter by the king of 
the underworld Hades, in a cycle with three phases, the “descent” 
(loss), the “search” and the “ascent”, with the main theme the 
“ascent” of Persephone and the reunion with her mother. The 
rites, ceremonies, and beliefs were kept secret and consistently 
preserved from antiquity. There are many paintings and pieces of 
pottery that depict various aspects of the Mysteries.

[Wikipedia]



She carries crucified God 
upon her breast

Even with the Light denied that sent her forth 
And the hope dead she needed for her task, 
Even when her brightest stars are quenched in Night, 
Nourished by hardship and calamity 
And with pain for her body’s handmaid, masseuse, nurse, 
Her tortured invisible spirit continues still 
To toil though in darkness, to create though with pangs; 
She carries crucified God upon her breast. ||50.44||

There is the Greatness who must create greatness on every plane, 
on earth, in heaven in hell, and she that Greatness takes part in 
every fate. She triumphs in every glory and in every might. There 
is the urge in her that God be born. True, here she is a slave to 
death and ignorance, but she also has a constant aspiration driving 
things to deathlessness, of knowing the Unknowable. She may 
have fallen asleep but even in that state she creates a world. In 
the long æonic march of time through phases of unfoldment what 
is Inconscience after all? Inconscience is just a gigantic pause. 
The Light that had sent her forth might have been denied to her; 
nevertheless she continues, she would not stop though she would 
meet agony and pain; she carries crucified God upon her suffering 
breast. Be it the resisting Void yet she gathers up her memory, 
the memory of the timeless beginning, she recollects her learnt 
skill and to the formless gives shape; where nothing existed to it 
she reveals the presence of a desirable world that could be. She 
would accept not motionlessness in the dust of sleep although she 
might receive punishment for this act of her refusal. This world is 
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her long journey, an interminable passage through the night; but 
there are the suns and stars standing as lamp-posts to light her 
way. Her labour is, to the memory of lost eternity bring realised 
dreams.

A power greater than that of Evil can alone win the victory. It is not 
a crucified but a glorified body that will save the world.

[1 January 1957]

□□□
You know, I don’t like the story of Christ. That’s exactly the point. 
The crucified god—no thanks. If he loses his skin, he loses it—so 
what, it doesn’t matter.

[13 March 1962]

□□□
“They accept the God only when they can crucify him.” I find that 
so interesting, you know! They accept God—the Divine—only when 
they can crucify him. That is to say, they recognize the Divine in a 
body only if that body is fit to be crucified or tortured.

[20 February 1968]

□□□
The Mother not only governs all from above but she descends 
into this lesser triple universe. Impersonally, all things here, even 
the movements of Ignorance, are herself on veiled power and her 
creations in diminished substance, her Nature-body and Nature-
force, and they exist because, moved by the mysterious fiat of the 
Supreme to work out something that was there in the possibilities 
of the Infinite, she has consented to the great sacrifice and has put 
on like a mask the soul and forms of the Ignorance. But personally 
too she has stooped to descend here into the darkness that she 
may lead it to the Light, into the Falsehood and Error that she 
may convert it to the Truth, into this Death that she may turn it 
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to godlike Life, into this world-pain and its obstinate sorrow and 
suffering that she may end it in the transforming ecstasy of her 
sublime Ananda. In her deep and greater love for her children 
she has consented to put on herself the cloak of this obscurity, 
condescended to bear the attacks and torturing influences of the 
powers of Darkness and the Falsehood, borne to pass through the 
portals of the birth that is a death, taken upon herself the pangs 
and sorrows and sufferings of creation, since it seemed that thus 
alone could it be lifted to the Light and Joy and Truth and eternal 
Life. This is the great sacrifice of the Purusha, but much more 
deeply the holocaust of Prakriti, the sacrifice of the Divine Mother.

[The Mother]

□□□
That is the great sense of crucifixion embracing not only 
involutionary but also evolutionary march of the creation.

□□□
Creatures follow after nature; what is the use of coercion? That 
is to say, it has a temporary result and the coerced desires come 
back ravening and more furious than before. That was what Christ 
meant by the parable of the devil, the unclean spirit who is driven 
out of a man only to return with seven spirits worse than himself. 
For it is the nature of things, the unalterable nature of things, that 
unpurified emotion must clamour after desire, an unstilled Manas 
give it harbourage whenever it returns, an unilluminated Buddhi 
contain the seed of it ready to sprout up at the first opportunity. 
Therefore unless the whole Antahkarana is purified, unless you 
get a new heart and a new mind, desire cannot be got rid of; it 
returns or it remains. When however an illuminated understanding 
lighting up the action of a strengthened Will and supported by a 
pure heart, casts desire into the Sukshma Prana and attacks it 
there in its native place, it can be utterly destroyed. When you 
have a visuddha Buddhi you will be able to distinguish these 
various organs and locate all your mental activities.

[Record of Yoga]

She carries crucified God upon her breast



A Mind not limited by external sense

A Mind not limited by external sense 
Gave figures to the spirit’s imponderables, 
The world’s impacts without channels registered 
And turned into the body’s concrete thrill 
The vivid workings of a bodiless Force; 
Powers here subliminal that act unseen 
Or in ambush crouch waiting behind the wall 
Came out in front uncovering their face. ||51.30||

Entering into the kingdom of Greater Life is the first immigration 
into heavenliness, into the region which borders our mortal state. 
This wider world gives us greater movements; here even Ignorance 
aspires to know, and Nature comes as a conscious Force. Here 
the soul is the watchful builder of its fate. Those who live here 
they call in Truth, they share their life in her sun-gold godhead. 
Affirming the splendour and appeal of her law she claims life as 
her natural domain. Beauty and Art awake the joy which sleeps 
in all things made. A mighty victory or a mighty fall, a throne in 
heaven or a pit in hell find justification in the fact that something 
is got done, something lived. No wonder, it is the soul which is 
the ground for Matter, it is the cause of Matter. On inner values is 
prepared the plan. This world’s apparent sensible design becomes 
vibrant. Here is a mind which is not limited by senses, powers that 
are not seen come out in front and reveal their faces. The occult is 
no more occult, and all becomes palpable and obvious. A sense of 
oneness arrives, and two meeting minds understand each other; 
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heart draws to heart, and consciousness replies to consciousness. 
And yet the last, the ultimate oneness is missing. Identity is not 
yet union’s peace. None truly knows himself, nor does he know 
the world, and least the Reality enshrined within. And what is 
knowledge? only that the mind can receive from the supermind.

□□□
I have noticed that in at least ninety-nine cases out of a hundred, it 
is an excuse people give to themselves. I have seen that practically, 
in the case of almost all the people who write to me saying, ‘I am 
being violently attacked by hostile forces,’ it’s an excuse they are 
giving. It means that certain things in their nature do not want to 
yield, so they put all the blame on the hostile forces.

As a matter of fact, my tendency is more and more towards 
something in which the role of these hostile forces will be reduced 
to that of an examiner—which means that they are there to test 
the sincerity of your spiritual quest. These elements have a reality 
in their action and for the work—this is their great reality—but 
when you go beyond a certain region, it all grows dim to such a 
degree that it is no longer so well defined, so distinct. In the occult 
world, or rather if you look at the world from the occult point of 
view, these hostile forces are very real, their action is very real, 
quite concrete, and their attitude towards the divine realization is 
positively hostile; but as soon as you go beyond this region and 
enter into the spiritual world where there is no longer anything 
but the Divine in all things, and where there is nothing undivine, 
then these ‘hostile forces’ become part of the total play and can 
no longer be called ‘hostile forces’: it is only an attitude that they 
have adopted—or more precisely, it is only an attitude adopted by 
the Divine in his play.

This again belongs to the dualities that Sri Aurobindo speaks of in 
The Synthesis of Yoga, these dualities that are being reabsorbed. I 
don’t know if he spoke of this particular one; I don’t think so, but it’s 
the same thing. It’s again a certain way of seeing. He has written of 

A Mind not limited by external sense
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the Personal-Impersonal duality, Ishwara-Shakti, Purusha-Prakriti 
... but there is still one more: Divine and anti-divine.

[30 May 1958]

□□□
Afterwards there was a violent rush of enemies from outside 
the circle to oppose and break this success. In the struggle the 
old ashanti rose and many of the conditions established in the 
siddhi seemed to be broken and the mukti and bhukti seriously 
contradicted. The trouble did not pass away till after three in the 
afternoon. In the final result, the power has increased, but acts 
under a frequently successful resistance and the akash is still 
troubled and occupied by hostile forces. Today’s experience has 
thrown a clear light on many expressions in the Veda especially 
in relation to Indra and the Rudras. There is a movement in 
the rupadrishti, perfect life-images, eg a butterfly, a squirrel, 
indistinguishable to the eye from the real object, dashing into 
the full sthula akasha or being glimpsed leaping through it; but 
there is, as yet, no stability. The normal manifestation of lipi is still 
successfully resisted. …

The struggle over the trikaldrishti continues; the success of the 
pure trikaldrishti is now much more common, but still marred 
by the false suggestions of hostile agencies. Sahitya is for the 
time entirely discontinued. Rupa has fallen back into its crude 
conditions, only two or three habitual forms appearing with any 
perfection. Lifelike images have once more failed to establish 
themselves.

[Record of Yoga]



Her hooded eagles of significance

A comrade of Silence on her austere heights 
Accepted by her mighty loneliness, 
He stood with her on meditating peaks 
Where life and being are a sacrament 
Offered to the Reality beyond, 
And saw her loose into Infinity 
Her hooded eagles of significance, 
Messengers of Thought to the Unknowable. ||52.19||

A witness overmastered by his scene, 
He admired her splendid front of pomp and play 
And the marvels of her rich and delicate craft, 
And thrilled to the insistence of her cry; 
Impassioned he bore the sorceries of her might, 
Felt laid on him her abrupt mysterious will, 
Her hands that knead fate in their violent grasp, 
Her touch that moves, her powers that seize and drive. ||52.21||

A thousand baffling faces of the Truth look at Aswapati and suddenly 
expressive sounds become veridical, ideas which lacked meaning 
and sense flash out truths. The syllables of the Unmanifest speak 
the mystic Word. If she is going to clasp danger it is going to be an 
experience of delight, and the songster hope that is a glimmer of 
blue and gold and scarlet fire is going to take wings. Her orchards 
bear golden fruits of bliss even as flowers of dream and muse 
bloom in their joy of beauty. Life throbs with the heartbeats of 
reality. The symbols of the Truth’s occult powers reveal the truths 
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that are embodied by them, their significances. It is on such 
heights is witnessed the sacrament offered by Life to the supreme 
Reality. It is here she loses herself into Infinity the way the crested 
eagles of thought fly into the sky of the Unknowable. There is his 
identification with her soul that he might learn her secret nature. 
But in the process one who came as a witness of her glory and 
joy gets overpowered by her opulence and grandeur. He comes 
under her spell. However, there is the other side as well, and he 
sees her soul weeping within. Hers is a passion possessing her 
longing limbs, trouble and rapture living in her breast, a heart that 
meets not her beloved. Wherever he looked, he saw the veiled 
and seeking Force, she an exiled goddess building mimic heavens, 
Sphinx the Terrifying One gazing at the Sun.

□□□
The German eagle is fluttering in the tempest: Refers to a vision 
in swapna samadhi; two rocks high in heaven, at an incredible 
height, showing prana jagat; a narrow passage between. At outer 
mouth an eagle attempts to advance into the open, but is met by a 
violent wind which prevents its progress & is struggling against it.

[Record of Yoga]

□□□
Eagles of Significance: The eagle with its keen eyes symbolized 
perspicacity, courage, strength, immortality, but is also considered 
“king of the skies” and messenger of the highest Gods. With these 
attributed qualities the eagle became a symbol of power and 
strength in Ancient Rome. Mythologically, it has been connected 
by the Greeks with the God Zeus, by the Romans with Jupiter, by 
the Germanic tribes with Odin, by the Judeo-Christian scriptures 
with those who hope in God (Isa 40:31), and in Christian art with 
Saint John the Evangelist.

□□□
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In Types of Genesis: The eagle’s lofty flight and keen vision 
represent but another form of the same divine spirit.

According to Swedenborg: Flying eagle signifies the divine truth of 
the word as to knowledge and thence understanding.

To the Egyptians: The eagle was the messenger to the gods and 
the sun, a symbol of eternal life.

To the Romans: The eagle was the carrier of Jupiter’s thunderbolts 
and a sign of power, which was adopted as a symbol of the Roman 
emperors, and was carried before the Empire’s legions.

To the Greeks: The eagle was the messenger to the Greek God 
Zeus, and Zeus took the form of an eagle when he carried his 
young lover Ganymede to Mt. Olympus.

[Internet]

...and there is a Catskill eagle in some souls that can alike dive 
down into the blackest gorges, and soar out of them again and 
become invisible in the sunny spaces. And even if he forever flies 
within the gorge, that gorge is in the mountains; so that even in 
his lowest swoop the mountain eagle is still higher than the other 
birds upon the plain, even though they soar. ― Herman Melville

Her hooded eagles of significance



The advent for which 
all creation waits

This wave of being longing for delight, 
This eager turmoil of unsatisfied strengths, 
These long far files of forward-striving hopes 
Lift worshipping eyes to the blue Void called heaven 
Looking for the golden Hand that never came, 
The advent for which all creation waits, 
The beautiful visage of Eternity 
That shall appear upon the roads of Time. ||54.42||

Our life’s repose is in the Infinite but the passage is through death. 
Carried from birth to birth, from world to world there is an urge 
which makes us move on the perpetual journey. We reach a magic 
stream which perhaps can never find its sea. Always a farther 
task remains to be done. In the long process nothing of infinite 
worth seems to have ever been achieved. There is no end, and 
none can yet be seen. What persists in our mortal memory is but 
a dream of larger freer happier air, of joy and love and harmony. 
In our hidden parts we keep the knowledge of life’s pursuit, of 
golden ease and glad desire, of the beauty and the strength and 
the happiness which she at one time possessed, the sweetness 
of her glowing paradise. We do look back to the god-phase of our 
birth, our being’s natural felicity, our heart’s delight, our body’s 
thrill; we believe in our life’s march to a victory which has not 
yet been won. But there is the forward-striving hope, and the 
worshipping eyes see through the blue Void what is called heaven, 
and we wait for the golden Hand to lead us expecting that it will 
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come. There is something deep within which waits for the advent, 
that on the roads of Time we will meet the visage of Eternity. Oh 
surely one day he shall come and new-shape our life, will bring 
perfection to the scheme of things. Now we might be straining to 
reach the unknown goal, but all must be done for which life and 
death were made.

□□□
I know, O God, the day shall dawn at last 
When man shall rise from playing with the mud 
And taking in his hands the sun and stars 
Remould appearance, law and process old. 
Then, pain and discord vanished from the world, 
Shall the dead wilderness accept the rose 
And the hushed desert babble of its rills; 
Man once more seem the image true of God.

[The Meditations of Mandavya, 12 April 1913]

The advent for which all creation waits



Each became an instrument of Hell

The lust that warps the spirit’s natural good 
Replaced by a manufactured virtue and vice 
The frank spontaneous impulse of the soul: 
Afflicting Nature with the dual’s lie, 
Their twin values whetted a forbidden zest, 
Made evil a relief from spurious good, 
The ego battened on righteousness and sin 
And each became an instrument of Hell. ||55.21||

Where dwell and subsist the founts of the world’s lasting pain? 
what guards the evil at the roots of life? where dies the subjective 
Space? To the awakened Nescience herself, to her wide blank 
eyes it all is a disconcerting mystery; she wonders how at all 
the living Void could invent these clutches of misfortune. A fatal 
Influence has somehow crept into the world of man, this death-
bound ignorant creature. A hostile and perverting Mind is at work 
and it erects on the foundations of the cosmic Law tall massive 
bronze towers of misrule. Truth’s formulas are corrupted, and 
knowledge is borne by doubt, and the occult gods are deceived. 
Even Light and Love come under its quick spell and, instead of 
going by the brilliant nature of the gods, turn into fallen angels, 
follow the misleading suns. Here is a power that could deform 
the divinest elements. Life is no more that happy joyous explorer, 
that winged and wonderful Wayfarer. Her beauty is gone, her 
green hues and scents and flowers have faded, and it is only 
the dreadful Power that drives every mood and every action. In 
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silence speak inscrutable voices, and is imposed the governance 
of sin and error and adverse fate. Soon with them follows Death. 
A darkness gets settled in the heavy and sombre air. There is 
no more the frank and spontaneous impulse, and evil and ego 
become the instruments of perdition. Life’s magnificences, all her 
celestial grandeurs are dimmed; knowledge gets questioned by 
the questioning Ignorance. There is allwhere only the dangerous 
commerce, Ignorance the cause of our eternal suffering.

□□□
Savitri experiences the pang divine, the god-like Pain in her deep 
soul:

To live with grief, to confront death on her road,— 
The mortal’s lot became the Immortal’s share. ||2.16||

Thus trapped in the gin of earthly destinies, 
Awaiting her ordeal’s hour abode, 
Outcast from her inborn felicity, 
Accepting life’s obscure terrestrial robe, 
Hiding herself even from those she loved, 
The godhead greater by a human fate. ||2.17||

A dark foreknowledge separated her 
From all of whom she was the star and stay; 
Too great to impart the peril and the pain, 
In her torn depths she kept the grief to come. ||2.18||

As one who watching over men left blind 
Takes up the load of an unwitting race, 
Harbouring a foe whom with her heart she must feed, 
Unknown her act, unknown the doom she faced, 
Unhelped she must foresee and dread and dare. ||2.19||

The long-foreknown and fatal morn was here 
Bringing a noon that seemed like every noon. ||2.20||

Each became an instrument of Hell
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All came back to her: Earth and Love and Doom, 
The ancient disputants, encircled her 
Like giant figures wrestling in the night: 
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. ||2.35||

□□□
Some from the heavens above us arrived, our vital dominions 
Whence we draw breath; for there all things have life, the 
stone like the ilex, 
Clay of those realms like the children of men and the brood of 
the giants.

There Enceladus groans oppressed and draws strength from 
his anguish 
Under a living Aetna and flames that have joy of his entrails.

Fiercely he groans and rejoices expecting the end of his 
foemen 
Hastened by every pang and counts long Time by his 
writhings.

[Ilion]



Falsehood came laughing  
with the eyes of truth

The air was full of treachery and ruse; 
Truth-speaking was a stratagem in that place; 
Ambush lurked in a smile and peril made 
Safety its cover, trust its entry’s gate: 
Falsehood came laughing with the eyes of truth; 
Each friend might turn an enemy or spy, 
The hand one clasped ensleeved a dagger’s stab 
And an embrace could be Doom’s iron cage. ||56.24||

This is a world where unreality is the Lord of Nature, a place where 
nothing could be true. Truth grows into falsehood and death rules 
life, and on the face of God is scornful sardonic rictus, not a happy 
gape of the mouth, a grin, a grimace of horror and death. There is 
the Fiend but cloaked in light looking like a helpful angel coming 
from the sky. His virtue is to deceive with wisdom and lead man to 
perdition following the path to heaven. If you want power, if you 
want joy—there is no problem, and he will in no time give these 
to you in abundance. If you should hear a voice warning you of 
any danger, he is there to speak sweetly, and he will assure you 
all the help from him. If you are a learned pious man knowing all 
the scriptures, he will talk to you in the manner of God. There is 
all around treachery and treason and deceitfulness and duplicity 
and perfidy and ruse and subterfuge, and there comes falsehood 
laughing with the eyes of truth, and his embrace is stepping into 
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an iron cage. Everyone here lives for himself alone, and here is 
the settled anarchy.

□□□
“Where is the end of your armoured march, O children of 
Wotan?

Earth shudders with fear at your tread, the death-flame laughs 
in your eyes.”

“We have seen the sign of Thor and the hammer of new creation, 
A seed of blood on the soil, a flower of blood in the skies.

We march to make of earth a hell and call it heaven.

The heart of mankind we have smitten with the whip of the 
sorrows seven; 
The Mother of God lies bleeding in our black and gold sunrise.”

“I hear the cry of a broken world, O children of Wotan.”

“Question the volcano when it burns, chide the fire and 
bitumen!

Suffering is the food of our strength and torture the bliss of 
our entrails.

We are pitiless, mighty and glad, the gods fear our laughter 
inhuman.

Our hearts are heroic and hard; we wear the belt of Orion: 
Our will has the edge of the thunderbolt, our acts the claws of 
the lion.

We rejoice in the pain we create as a man in the kiss of a 
woman.”

[Children of Wotan: A deity of the old Germanic religion, and of 
modern German reconstructions of this religion.]

□□□
(The Mother shows a sketch she has just drawn to illustrate the 
passage in Savitri in which Sri Aurobindo speaks of the “sardonic 
rictus on God’s face.”)
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I wanted to see this “sardonic laugh” of the Lord! So I looked, 
and instead of a sardonic laugh, I saw a face ... with such a deep 
sorrow—so deep, so grave—and full of such compassion.... It’s 
after that that I said: “Falsehood is the sorrow of the Lord.” It was 
naturally based on the experience that everything is the Lord—
there is nothing that cannot be the Lord. So what is this “sardonic” 
smile? ... I was looking at that, and then I saw this face.

So, as I am supposed to do sketches for Huta’s paintings, I did the 
sketch: Falsehood is the sorrow of the Lord.

Sri Aurobindo had the feeling or the sensation that what was farthest 
from the Lord (I always base myself now on that experience, which 
is very concrete in its sensation, of the “nearness” or “farness”—it 
isn’t a farness in feelings, not that, it’s like a material fact; yet it 
isn’t located in space), well, Sri Aurobindo, for his part, felt that 
the farthest was cruelty. That’s what he felt farthest from; that 
vibration seemed to him the farthest from that of the Lord.

And yet, it sounds bizarre but in cruelty one can still feel, 
distorted, the vibration of Love; far behind or deep within that 
vibration of cruelty, there is still, distorted, the vibration of Love. 
And Falsehood—the real Falsehood that doesn’t arise from fear or 
anything of the sort, that has no reason behind it—real Falsehood, 
the negation of Truth (the WILLED negation of Truth), is, to me, 
something completely black and inert. That’s the feeling it gives 
me. It is black, blacker than the blackest coal, and inert—inert, 
without any response.

When I read that description in Savitri, I felt a sorrow which I 
thought I had been unable to feel for a long time—a long time. I 
thought I was (how shall I put it?) cured of that possibility. And 
last time, when I saw that, I saw it was still there; and while I 
was looking, I saw this same sorrow in the Lord, in His face, His 
expression.

The deliberate negation of all that is divine—of all that we call 
divine.

Falsehood came laughing with the eyes of truth
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The Divine, for us, is always the perfection not yet manifested, all 
the marvels not yet manifested, and which must keep on growing, 
of course.

The far end of the Manifestation (assuming that there was 
a progressive descent ... there may have been one, I don’t 
know—there have been so many perceptions of what happened, 
sometimes contradictory, always incomplete and humanized), but 
if you consider the aspect of evolution, you tend to consider a far 
end from which you proceed to another far end (it’s obviously 
childish, but anyway ...), or an extreme way of being that grows 
towards the opposite Extreme Way of Being; well, what seems 
to me the blackest and most inert, the total negation of “that” to 
which we aspire, is what constitutes Falsehood.

In other words, this is perhaps what I call Falsehood; because 
falsehood in the human way is always mixed with all kinds of 
things—but Falsehood proper is this. It is the assertion that the 
Divine does not exist, Life does not exist, Light does not exist, 
Love does not exist, Progress does not exist—Light, Life, Love do 
not exist. A negative nothingness, a dark nothingness. And it may 
be this that clung to evolution and made Darkness, which denied 
Light, Death, which denied Life, and Hatred, Cruelty and all that, 
which denied Love—but this is already diluted, it’s already in a 
diluted state, there has already been a mixture.

Oh, if we wanted to make poetry (it’s no longer a philosophical 
or spiritual way of seeing, but a pictorial way), we could imagine 
a Lord who is a totality of all the possible and impossible 
possibilities, in quest of a Purity and Perfection that can never 
be reached and are ever progressive ... and the Lord would get 
rid of all in the Manifestation that weighs down His unfolding—He 
would begin with the nastiest. You see it? ... Total Night, total 
Unconsciousness, total Hatred (no, hatred still implies that Love 
exists), the incapacity to feel. Nothingness.

We’re on the way. I still have a little bit of it [that total 
Unconsciousness] left.

[8 January 1964]



Lost in the circuits of the Ignorance

Only what seemed was prized as real there: 
The ideal was a cynic ridicule’s butt: 
Hooted by the crowd, mocked by enlightened wits, 
Spiritual seeking wandered outcasted,— 
A dreamer’s self-deceiving web of thought 
Or mad chimera deemed or hypocrite’s fake, 
Its passionate instinct trailed through minds obscure 
Lost in the circuits of the Ignorance. ||57.17||

There in the City of ancient Ignorance shines no Light, it is a world 
which knows not Light, each one walks in his own darkness, walks 
alone, walks following the paths of evil, Evil who keeps Ego as 
his queen. Here are the legalised coins of Error to carry out their 
commerce. And what are Truth and Right in this city? Yes, they 
are power and utility. There is the commerce supporting each 
other, there is the mutuality of calamitous existence. One commits 
sin and gets away with it. It is the sin of others which is heavily 
punished. A judge has no qualms to pass false decrees, pass 
false decrees for a bribe as it happens in the present-day India. 
Ill actions are not uncommon; these are, if at all, vehemently 
justified by reason. A hundred tyrannies oppress and slay the soul 
caught in this strangling spell of deceitful world, even as fraud and 
force are put into use to justify grimmest lies. If one is to pass 
through this City of Ignorance the only door of safety for him is the 
Name in his soul, its constant chanting, a constant prayer upon 
his lips. Only they who keep God in their hearts, only with that 
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conscious presence within can one walk into the darkness of the 
Night and remain safe.

□□□
To walk through life armoured against all fear, peril and disaster, 
only two things are needed, two that go always together±—the 
Grace of the Divine Mother and on your side an inner state made up 
of faith, sincerity and surrender. Let your faith be pure, candid and 
perfect. An egoistic faith in the mental and vital being tainted by 
ambition, pride, vanity, mental arrogance, vital self-will, personal 
demand, desire for the petty satisfactions of the lower nature is 
a low and smoke-obscured flame that cannot burn upwards to 
heaven. Regard your life as given you only for the divine work and 
to help in the divine manifestation. Desire nothing but the purity, 
force, light, wideness, calm, ananda of the divine consciousness 
and its insistence to transform and perfect your mind, life and 
body. Ask for nothing but the divine, spiritual and supramental 
Truth, its realisation on earth and in you and in all who are called 
and chosen and the conditions needed for its creation and its 
victory over all opposing forces.

Let your sincerity and surrender be genuine and entire. When you 
give yourself, give completely, without demand, without condition, 
without reservation so that all in you shall belong to the Divine 
Mother and nothing be left to the ego or given to any other power.

The more complete your faith, sincerity and surrender, the more 
will grace and protection be with you. And when the grace and 
protection of the Divine Mother are with you, what is there that 
can touch you or whom need you fear? A little of it even will carry 
you through all difficulties, obstacles and dangers; surrounded by 
its full presence you can go securely on your way because it is 
hers, careless of all menace, unaffected by any hostility however 
powerful, whether from this world or from worlds invisible. Its 
touch can turn difficulties into opportunities, failure into success 
and weakness into unfaltering strength. For the grace of the Divine 
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Mother is the sanction of the Supreme and now or tomorrow its 
effect is sure, a thing decreed, inevitable and irresistible.

□□□
Until you are capable of this complete dynamic identification, you 
have to regard yourself as a soul and body created for her service, 
one who does all for her sake. Even if the idea of the separate 
worker is strong in you and you feel that it is you who do the 
act, yet it must be done for her. All stress of egoistic choice, all 
hankering after personal profit, all stipulation of self-regarding 
desire must be extirpated from the nature. There must be no 
demand for fruit and no seeking for reward; the only fruit for you 
is the pleasure of the Divine Mother and the fulfilment of her work, 
your only reward a constant progression in divine consciousness 
and calm and strength and bliss. The joy of service and the joy 
of inner growth through works is the sufficient recompense of the 
selfless worker.

But a time will come when you will feel more and more that you 
are the instrument and not the worker. For first by the force of 
your devotion your contact with the Divine Mother will become so 
intimate that at all times you will have only to concentrate and to 
put everything into her hands to have her present guidance, her 
direct command or impulse, the sure indication of the thing to 
be done and the way to do it and the result. And afterwards you 
will realise that the divine Shakti not only inspires and guides, 
but initiates and carries out your works; all your movements are 
originated by her, all your powers are hers, mind, life and body are 
conscious and joyful instruments of her action, means for her play, 
moulds for her manifestation in the physical universe. There can 
be no more happy condition than this union and dependence; for 
this step carries you back beyond the border-line from the life of 
stress and suffering in the ignorance into the truth of your spiritual 
being, into its deep peace and its intense Ananda.

Lost in the circuits of the Ignorance
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While this transformation is being done it is more than ever 
necessary to keep yourself free from all taint of the perversions of 
the ego. Let no demand or insistence creep in to stain the purity 
of the self-giving and the sacrifice. There must be no attachment 
to the work or the result, no laying down of conditions, no claim 
to possess the Power that should possess you, no pride of the 
instrument, no vanity or arrogance. Nothing in the mind or in 
the vital or physical parts should be suffered to distort to its own 
use or seize for its own personal and separate satisfaction the 
greatness of the forces that are acting through you. Let your faith, 
your sincerity, your purity of aspiration be absolute and pervasive 
of all the planes and layers of the being; then every disturbing 
element and distorting influence will progressively fall away from 
your nature.

The last stage of this perfection will come when you are completely 
identified with the Divine Mother and feel yourself to be no longer 
another and separate being, instrument, servant or worker but 
truly a child and eternal portion of her consciousness and force. 
Always she will be in you and you in her; it will be your constant, 
simple and natural experience that all your thought and seeing 
and action, your very breathing or moving come from her and are 
hers. You will know and see and feel that you are a person and 
power formed by her out of herself, put out from her for the play 
and yet always safe in her, being of her being, consciousness of her 
consciousness, force of her force, ananda of her Ananda. When this 
condition is entire and her supramental energies can freely move 
you, then you will be perfect in divine works; knowledge, will, 
action will become sure, simple, luminous, spontaneous, flawless, 
an outflow from the Supreme, a divine movement of the Eternal.

[The Mother]



Worship was offered to the Undivine

A strong and fallen goddess without hope, 
Obscured, deformed by some dire Gorgon spell, 
As might a harlot empress in a bouge, 
Nude, unashamed, exulting she upraised 
Her evil face of perilous beauty and charm 
And, drawing panic to a shuddering kiss 
Twixt the magnificence of her fatal breasts, 
Allured to their abyss the spirit’s fall. ||58.8||

On the dark background of a soulless world 
She staged between a lurid light and shade 
Her dramas of the sorrow of the depths 
Written on the agonised nerves of living things: 
Epics of horror and grim majesty, 
Wry statues spat and stiffened in life’s mud, 
A glut of hideous forms and hideous deeds 
Paralysed pity in the hardened breast. ||58.10||

In booths of sin and night-repairs of vice 
Styled infamies of the body’s concupiscence 
And sordid imaginations etched in flesh, 
Turned lust into a decorative art: 
Abusing Nature’s gift her pervert skill 
Immortalised the sown grain of living death, 
In a mud goblet poured the bacchic wine, 
To a satyr gave the thyrsus of a god. ||58.11||
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All Nature pulled out of her frame and base 
Was twisted into an unnatural pose: 
Repulsion stimulated inert desire; 
Agony was made a red-spiced food for bliss, 
Hatred was trusted with the work of lust 
And torture took the form of an embrace; 
A ritual anguish consecrated death; 
Worship was offered to the Undivine. ||58.15||

There is darkness below darkness, it plunging into the abysm of 
Obscurity, as if worse is awaiting the worse, evil awaiting a greater 
direr evil. Not a drop of joy, not a ray of light, not a bit of truth, 
not a trace of hope is present there. Eye cannot see anything, 
all the senses are inoperative, but it is only by the perception 
of the soul one knows the things that go on in that calamitous 
world, in that city with grimed sooty filthy walls, in those fiery and 
fierce and savage slums of the Night. If there are proud palaces 
of perversion, there also crowd grey and squalid huts, places 
full of inhuman and demoniac inhabitants. Life has achieved in 
the shadow depths a strange miracle. She is here a strong and 
fallen goddess, a drunken empress, a terrible horrendous dreadful 
Gorgon, she in all her frightening monstrous uglinesses, with living 
snakes as her hair, a look at her turning one into a dead stone. 
A Medusa may be killed by Perseus but here she is an immortal, 
once a royal woman, attired in gold and purple robes, a queen 
leaving her palace and now living in a shanty, in a crudely built 
hut, in a squalid bouge, bearing her fatal breasts in shameless 
and uncouth exultation. She has become a dissolute woman, a 
harlot, promiscuous, a vagabond, an adventurous tramp. There 
on the dark background she scripts her dramas and her long epics 
of horror and grimness, of agonies and hideous deeds. She runs 
booths of sin and makes good business in night-repairs beautifying 
skin and flesh with creams and serums, and stylises body’s lustful 
moods and desires. To the goat-like satyr she gives the honey-
dripping thyrsus of a god. Such are her ingenious crafts of horror 
and miscreation. Everything that Nature made is given repulsive 
twists and unnatural poses. To the dead is at times expressed 



231

anguish but it is no more than a ritual, a custom, without an 
element of genuineness. In the secret Night is abroad only the 
indecent bestial joy, a filthy monstrous ecstasy. Anything done 
only exposes the mystery of Hell.

□□□
We have the holy Night of God, a happy situation on the path of 
spiritual progress. It is there that all our faculties of cognition fail. 
We become idiotic. St John spoke of the Dark Night of the Soul. 
It marks a great advance in the spiritual progress of the pilgrim 
soul. All that belongs to unregenerate nature is purged out and a 
kind of folly takes hold of it. But the lyric-aesthetic night is dark 
and dense, and Yeats carries dreams in its bosom, and yearns that 
these be not tread, and if tread tread softly.

Had I the heavens’ embroidered cloths, 
Enwrought with golden and silver light, 
The blue and the dim and the dark cloths 
Of night and light and the half light, 
I would spread the cloths under your feet: 
But I, being poor, have only my dreams; 
I have spread my dreams under your feet; 
Tread softly because you tread on my dreams.

Indeed, “for whom would the blossoms brighten in the morning?”

For whom throng still the murmuring bees, 
Restless amid the perfumed trees? 
Whose memory thrills the impassioned breeze 
And paints the magic skies?

The Sufi Master Attar once said about Rumi: “There goes a river 
dragging an ocean behind it.” How true! Night or no night, the 
pursuit itself is a happy journey. And Hafiz knows, sadness or 
happiness:

Squirrels and birds sense your sadness 
And call an important conference in a tall tree.

Worship was offered to the Undivine
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They decide which secret code to chant 
To help your mind and soul.

□□□
But there is the deep existential issue, an absolutely fundamental 
issue, and it cannot be wished away. One has to meet the Soul of 
the Dark Night, and one has to talk to her, talk soul-to-soul. Sri 
Aurobindo becomes the bold pilgrim of the Night, of the dark Soul, 
and fixes an assignment to meet her, he would colloque with her, 
he would woo her dark and dangerous heart; he would indeed 
make purposeful advances to court her. This was on 26 July 1938 
when important things were happening, and when were also seen 
the dangerous signs of a thick shadow engulfing the world. He 
would revisit her in 1944, on 18 August, when matters would take 
a positive upward turn.

The Pilgrim of the Night

I made an assignation with the Night; 
 In the abyss was fixed our rendezvous: 
In my breast carrying God’s deathless light 
 I came her dark and dangerous heart to woo.

I left the glory of the illumined Mind 
 And the calm rapture of the divinised soul 
And travelled through a vastness dim and blind 
 To the grey shore where her ignorant waters roll.

I walk by the chill wave through the dull slime 
 And still that weary journeying knows no end; 
Lost is the lustrous godhead beyond Time, 
 There comes no voice of the celestial Friend,

And yet I know my footprints’ track shall be 
A pathway towards Immortality.

The original Gods watch the unfolding events and are jubilant. 
What they had hoped for is going to be.
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□□□
On 5 December 1950 Sri Aurobindo entered into Death to find a 
short-cut to the supreme Reality that is there behind him, behind 
Death. It was a conscious entry to make that passage a Pathway 
towards Immortality, it running back and forth, between Life and 
Death, revealing their authenticity, the creative urge and will in 
the manifestation.

□□□
This happened much much earlier than the Gods would awake. 
Now they can enter into the material creation with their swift and 
splendid and assuring rhythms in the wideness of the Truth, the 
Right, the Vast.

The Thing is done.

□□□
“I found myself in Sri Aurobindo’s own room by the side of his cot. 
He seemed so peaceful and happy, and the flesh shone with a new 
luster which I failed to see at the darshan time on 24th November. 
Why could I not see it before?... I could not take my eyes off his 
face and arms. It seemed to me he was alive. It was certain that 
he was in a condition of a deep and upward soaring trance just 
then.”—Dara

In the Descent into Night there is the deliberate and conscious entry 
of the Yogi to explore the unmeasured depths of the primoridal 
Darkness. But there is also the conscious and deliberate entry into 
the realms of Death. One of the last dictations, of three lines in the 
Book of Fate Canto Two, is as follows:

He who has found his identity with God 
Pays with the body’s death his soul’s vast light. ||108.40||

His knowledge immortal triumphs by his death. ||108.41||

Reference to what would be happening on 5 December 1950 is 
absolutely distinct. Here the occult is very powerful.

Worship was offered to the Undivine



A force demoniac lurks 
in man’s depths

A force demoniac lurking in man’s depths 
That heaves suppressed by the heart’s human law, 
Awed by the calm and sovereign eyes of Thought, 
Can in a fire and earthquake of the soul 
Arise and, calling to its native night, 
Overthrow the reason, occupy the life 
And stamp its hoof on Nature’s shaking ground: 
This was for them their being’s flaming core. ||59.2||

Often a familiar visage studying 
Joyfully encountered at some dangerous turn, 
Hoping to recognise a look of light, 
His vision warned by the spirit’s inward eye 
Discovered suddenly Hell’s trade-mark there, 
Or saw with the inner sense that cannot err, 
In the semblance of a fair or virile form 
The demon and the goblin and the ghoul. ||59.9||

There wretchedness believed in its own joy 
And fear and weakness hugged their abject depths; 
All that is low and sordid-thoughted, base, 
All that is drab and poor and miserable, 
Breathed in a laxed content its natural air 
And felt no yearning of divine release: 
Arrogant, gibing at more luminous states 
The people of the gulfs despised the sun. ||59.15||
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A bull-throat bellowed with its brazen tongue; 
Its hard and shameless clamour filling space 
And threatening all who dared to listen to truth 
Claimed the monopoly of the battered ear; 
A deafened acquiescence gave its vote, 
And braggart dogmas shouted in the night 
Kept for the fallen soul once deemed a god 
The pride of its abysmal absolute. ||59.17||

Here is a possessed race inhabiting a repugnant ugly part of the 
world, a world in the lower Life-domains. It has no respect for reason, 
and with the force of the fire and the earthquake it overthrows all 
the structured laws and rules and orders and regulations, throws 
to winds all the systems and customs and traditions of nobility 
and loftiness and all that belongs to the spiritual. It enjoys the 
suffering of others, it busily enjoys the music of death. What 
matters for it is power, power alone, a totalitarian reign fully and 
directly under its control. Everywhere and on every object there 
is the trademark, the logo of living burning Hell. In streets and 
houses, in councils and in courts Aswapati meets beings who 
look like living-breathing men, huge in their inborn monstrosity, 
unparalleled in proportions of deceit and conceit. Tough and 
rough and harsh and stone-hearted, insolent and impudent and 
audacious, obeying only the Titan’s laws, wearing the laughter 
of giant cruelty, they are never given to pity and kindness. All 
are deceived, and all serve their own deceit. Here Darkness is 
armed with the aegis of tyranny and her powers, and it is with it 
she signs the edicts of her dreadful rule, and puts on things her 
seal using blood and torture. There is the organisation of living 
death, wretchedness believes in its own joy, and all that is low 
and sordid-thoughted, all that is base, all breathe self-contented, 
despising the things of the sun. Light is excluded in the autarchy 
of its own grey self. One who would dare to listen to truth is simply 
done away with. Thus is held the abysmal pride of absoluteness. 
This is a world of reality of the bleakest and darkest and harshest 
kind, creating a puzzle that it could at all exist in the schemes of 

A force demoniac lurks in man’s depths
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the spirit. But it is a fact and needs to be understood and tackled. 
There is the God’s labour involved in tackling the difficulties even 
as the Titan kings assail and inflict a thousand and three wounds. 
All around is darkness and strife, and the lamps that men call suns 
are but halfway gleams on this stumbling life. Around dying men 
the dark undying torches flare, and grim un-Aryan gods sense 
peals of disastrous laughter. “Earth oppressed moaned long like 
a woman striving with anguish. Ida saw them not, but her grim 
lions cowered in their caverns, ceased for a while on her slopes the 
eternal laughter of fountains.” 

[Ilion]

A God’s Labour

The Truth of truths men fear and deny, 
 The Light of lights they refuse; 
To ignorant gods they lift their cry 
 Or a demon altar choose.



Vast minds and lives without  
a spirit within

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. ||61.5||

Only when the tides of Nature are mastered with a look, only 
when with the bare spirit is confronted then only can the naked 
Hell be met in a crushing embrace, then only can the hidden heart 
of Night be seen. The mystery of the dark consciousness gets 
revealed. There is the spirit’s dark Infinity and there is the denial 
of the eternal Truth, but there is no witness Light. But the blind 
eyes look out on demon acts, and the deaf ears hear the voice 
of the untruth, and evil and pain beget monstrous souls. From 
there arise anarchs of the formless depths, the instigators of 
demoniac actions, the perpetrators of lies springing up from the 
abyss, sponsors of sorrow and mortality. Yet perhaps there was a 
gain. Out of the unthinking Void came forms though dim, the faces 
and figures of unreality. All high things turned into their nether 
opposites, heaven’s face a mask and snare of Hell. Death who 
swallows all things born showed a vague and illimitable shape. She 
carried in her dreadful hand the strident that pierces the hearts of 
all creatures with one fate, of annihilation. Is this the end?
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Is this the end of all that we have been, 
And all we did or dreamed,— 
A name unremembered and a form undone,— 
Is this the end?

A body rotting under a slab of stone 
Or turned to ash in fire, 
A mind dissolved, lost its forgotten thoughts,— 
Is this the end?

Our little hours that were and are no more, 
Our passions once so high 
Being mocked by the still earth and calm sunshine,— 
Is this the end?

Our yearnings for the human Godward climb 
Passing to other hearts 
Deceived, while smiles towards death and hell the world,— 
Is this the end?

Fallen is the harp; shattered it lies and mute; 
Is the unseen player dead?

Because the tree is felled where the bird sang, 
Must the song too hush?

One in the mind who planned and willed and thought, 
Worked to reshape earth’s fate, 
One in the heart who loved and yearned and hoped, 
Does he too end?

The Immortal in the mortal is his Name; 
An artist Godhead here 
Ever remoulds himself in diviner shapes, 
Unwilling to cease

Till all is done for which the stars were made, 
Till the heart discovers God 
And the soul knows itself. And even then 
There is no end.

[3 June 1945]



A new order substitutes  
for the divine

Arresting the passion of the climbing soul, 
She forced on life a slow and faltering pace; 
Her hand’s deflecting and retarding weight 
Is laid on the mystic evolution’s curve: 
The tortuous line of her deceiving mind 
The Gods see not and man is impotent; 
Oppressing the God-spark within the soul 
She forces back to the beast the human fall. ||62.15||

The self of life yields up its instruments 
To Titan and demoniac agencies 
That aggrandise earth-nature and disframe: 
A cowled fifth-columnist is now thought’s guide; 
His subtle defeatist murmur slays the faith 
And, lodged in the breast or whispering from outside, 
A lying inspiration fell and dark 
A new order substitutes for the divine. ||62.22||

In the Patala resides the inconscient Vishnu, stretched on the 
thousand-hooded Serpent, Shesha the Contentless. There the 
sons of Diti offer him eulogies and worship him as their All-God. 
A new order has sprung up in opposition to the divine order. This 
was perhaps inevitable. When there was nothing but only Matter, 
without the soul, Life had dared into that insensible Abyss. That 
was a tremendous move, an unparalleled sacrifice on her part. 
She had left her majesty, her purple greatness and entered into 
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the darkness of the things, that they may awake to their truer 
reality. There was no hope otherwise for them. The slumbering 
mystic truth had to be stirred up. That should have been a way 
for the spirit to be. But something else happened. In response 
to her arrival, another answer came from the depths of the Void. 
A monstrous birth prepared its cosmic form. Life met Death. A 
nameless Power, a shadowy Will arose, that our world never knew. 
In the due process Mind came and introduced Error. A shadow fell 
across the simple Ray, the Truth-light dimmed. Thus was born 
the dire antagonist Energy. She arrested the march, the high 
passion of the climbing soul; the evolution’s curve took a tortuous 
turn. Yet hers is the instinct to see the Immortal residing in the 
heart of the mortal. Often the pilgrim on the Eternal’s road falls 
overpowered, becomes a captive, subject to hostile Nature, an 
adversary governs heart and brain. While the four columns are 
marching towards the enemy the fifth traitorous column waits in 
the city to attack its own masters. A silence falls upon the spirit’s 
heights, and hushed is forever the secret Voice. The chamber of 
the Bride is empty and cold. Christ is the Bridegroom and Sophia 
the Bride, but none is present there. “Wisdom giveth life to them 
that have it”, and this “life is hid with Christ in God.” But they 
seem to have fled from the scene. The flame that sang in Heaven 
sinks quenched and mute. The Angel from the Vigil Tower comes 
and strikes out the name. This is the tragedy of inner death when 
forfeited is the divine element.

On these high shining backs falsehood could ride; 
Truth lay with delight in error’s passionate arms 
Gliding downstream in a blithe gilded barge: 
She edged her ray with a magnificent lie. ||118.51||

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. ||118.52||
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Those galloping hooves in their enthusiast speed 
Could bear to a dangerous intermediate zone 
Where Death walks wearing a robe of deathless Life.  
  ||118.53||

Or they enter the valley of the wandering Gleam 
Whence, captives or victims of the specious Ray, 
Souls trapped in that region never can escape. ||118.54||

Agents, not masters, they serve Life’s desires 
Toiling for ever in the snare of Time. ||118.55||

Their bodies born out of some Nihil’s womb 
Ensnare the spirit in the moment’s dreams, 
Then perish vomiting the immortal soul 
Out of Matter’s belly into the sink of Nought. ||118.56||

□□□
Son of man, I have made you a watchman for the house of Israel; 
therefore hear a word from My mouth, and give them warning 
from Me. Not far from there, there is a very luminous grotto, which 
has an altar where an angel, appearing to the shepherds in vigil, 
announced the birth of Christ. Now there were shepherds in that 
region living in the fields and keeping the night watch over their 
flock. The angel of the Lord appeared to them and the glory of the 
Lord shone around them, and they were struck with great fear. 
The angel said to them, “Do not be afraid; for behold, I proclaim 
to you good news of great joy that will be for all the people.”

A new order substitutes for the divine 



Each stone was a keen 
edge of ruthless force

Each stone was a keen edge of ruthless force 
And glued with the chilled blood from tortured breasts; 
The dry gnarled trees stood up like dying men 
Stiffened into a pose of agony, 
And from each window peered an ominous priest 
Chanting Te Deums for slaughter’s crowning grace, 
Cities uprooted, blasted human homes, 
Burned writhen bodies, the bombshell’s massacre. ||64.13||

There no relenting pity could have place, 
But ruthless strength and iron moods had sway, 
A dateless sovereignty of terror and gloom: 
This took the figure of a darkened God 
Revered by the racked wretchedness he had made, 
Who held in thrall a miserable world, 
And helpless hearts nailed to unceasing woe 
Adored the feet that trampled them into mire. ||64.16||

In the drama of infelicity grief and doom and horror and fear the 
actors are displaying Nature’s ways of working. The soul is caught 
in the web of a dark spider and helpless remains there quivering 
and wrapped. Worship is offered to a pitiless image of Power 
seated in a temple with hard-hearted stony courts and pavements 
like floors of evil fate. Each stone is a keen edge of ruthless force, 
and from each room looks out a priest chanting the glories of 
slaughter and massacre. And what do they sing? their triumph 
over the truth, the right, the vast their triumph in the world-play. 
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These agents of death and ignorance, of hell, are so confident 
that, they think, they can make even the high gods accomplices 
in their works of crime. There is no relenting pity in their hearts 
if they have any, and cruelty itself is mercy in the reckoning. It is 
only some exceptional yogic Shiva who can drink the full poison 
draught till none is left. Then he can see in the heart of Night 
the Shadow of the Eternal himself. This was possibly a needed 
destruction to build the house of superior life. Hell could become 
a shortcut to heaven, making heaven come down here with those 
wonders of the spirit. Then the division would cease to be, and 
God be there everywhere, the soul grow conscious of its body 
luminous with its light. Matter and Spirit mingle and become one.

□□□
The Te Deum (also known as Ambrosian Hymn or A Song of the 
Church) is an early Christian hymn of praise. The title is taken 
from its opening Latin words, Te Deum laudamus, rendered as 
“Thee, O God, we praise”.

The hymn remains in regular use in the Catholic Church in the 
Office of Readings found in the Liturgy of the Hours, and in 
thanksgiving to God for a special blessing such as the election of 
a pope, the consecration of a bishop, the canonization of a saint, 
a religious profession, the publication of a treaty of peace, a royal 
coronation, etc. It is sung either after Mass or the Divine Office or 
as a separate religious ceremony. The hymn also remains in use in 
the Anglican Communion and some Lutheran Churches in similar 
settings.

In the traditional Office, the Te Deum is sung at the end of Matins 
on all days when the Gloria is said at Mass; those days are all 
Sundays outside Advent, Septuagesima, Lent, and Passiontide; on 
all feasts (except the Triduum) and on all ferias during Eastertide. 
Before the 1962 reforms, neither the Gloria nor the Te Deum were 
said on the feast of the Holy Innocents, unless it fell on Sunday, as 
they were martyred before the death of Christ and therefore could 

Each stone was a keen edge of ruthless force



Running through Savitri 244

not immediately attain the beatific vision. A plenary indulgence 
is granted, under the usual conditions, to those who recite it in 
public on New Year’s Eve.

In the Liturgy of the Hours of Pope Paul VI, the Te Deum is sung 
at the end of the Office of Readings on all Sundays except those of 
Lent, on all solemnities, on the octaves of Easter and Christmas, 
and on all feasts. It is also used together with the standard 
canticles in Morning Prayer as prescribed in the Anglican Book of 
Common Prayer, in Matins for Lutherans, and is retained by many 
other churches of the Reformed tradition.

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Te_Deum



Around him was a light 
of conscious suns

Around him was a light of conscious suns 
And a brooding gladness of great symbol things; 
To meet him crowded plains of brilliant calm, 
Mountains and violet valleys of the Blest, 
Deep glens of joy and crooning waterfalls 
And woods of quivering purple solitude; 
Below him lay like gleaming jewelled thoughts 
Rapt dreaming cities of Gandharva kings. ||65.9||

As if to some new unsearched profundity, 
Into a joyful stillness plunged their base; 
Their slopes through a hurry of laughter and voices sank, 
Crossed by a throng of singing rivulets, 
Adoring blue heaven with their happy hymn, 
Down into woods of shadowy secrecy: 
Lifted into wide voiceless mystery 
Their peaks climbed towards a greatness beyond life. ||65.12||

The great felicitous Day is here bringing with it the lustre of some 
rapturous Infinite. Regions of heart’s happiness are set free, and 
all is the divine command of joy. All forms are assured of bliss and 
wonder-rush, and flame cry live in jewel-rhythm of God’s laughter, 
even as they lie on the breast of universal love. The Spirit of Delight 
is abroad, and griefless streams hurry in lyric speed of gladness. 
The traveller of the worlds advances under the arches of glory and 
peace. He moves through the scenes of immortal joy, and around 
him is the light of conscious suns. Below him are the cities of 
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the kings of the happy world, of life, filled with sweet music and 
unearthly melodies, the beings there chanting the glory of love, 
chanting in the white-blue moonbeam air of Paradise, the Paradise 
of the Life-Gods. High Elysian hills rise burning like sunsets in a 
trance of eve. Singing rivulets with their happy hymns praise the 
blue heaven, and the peaks climb to greatness beyond this life. 
The traveller is received in the shining Edens of the vital gods. If 
peace is a thrilled voluptuous purity, love fulfils here her gold and 
roseate dreams. All high visions of life find there their expression.

□□□
Gandharvas, and Apsaras, are celestial beings of the vital world 
and as singers in the courts of the gods play beautiful music for 
them. They also act as messengers between the gods and the 
humans.

□□□
Yama: “And what needs Love in this pale realm, 
The warm great Love? All worlds his breath confounds, 
Mars solemn order and old steadfastness.

But not in Hell his legates come and go; 
His vernal jurisdiction to bare Hell 
Extends not. This last world resists his power 
Youthful, anarchic. Here will he enlarge

Tumult and wanton joys?” The voice replied: 
“Menaca momentary on the earth, 
Heaven’s Apsara by the fleeting hours beguiled 
Played in the happy hidden glens; there bowed 
To yoke of swift terrestrial joys she bore, 
Immortal, to that fair Gundhurva king 
A mortal blossom of delight. That bloom 
Young Ruru found and plucked, but her too soon 
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Thy fatal hooded snake on earth surprised, 
And he through gloom now travels armed by Love.”

But Nala to his bright prisoner swan replied:

“And more thou doomst thyself by all thy words, 
Bird of desire or goddess luminous-limbed, 
To satisfy my pride and my delight, 
My divine captive and white-bosomed slave 
Who stoopst to me from unattainable heavens.

Thou shalt possess my streams, O white-winged swan, 
And dance, O Apsara, singing in my halls.

Between the illumined pillars thou shalt glide 
When flute and breathing lyre and timbrel call, 
Adorning with thy golden rhythmic limbs 
The crystalline mosaic of my floors.

What I have seized by force, by force I keep.”

Around him was a light of conscious suns



Here are devised the forms 
of an ignorant life

Here are devised the forms of an ignorant life 
That sees the empiric fact as settled law, 
Labours for the hour and not for eternity 
And trades its gains to meet the moment’s call: 
The slow process of a material mind 
Which serves the body it should rule and use 
And needs to lean upon an erring sense, 
Was born in that luminous obscurity. ||66.16||

Day and Night meet at a silvery-grey expanse where Life’s sentient 
flow parts from the self-poise of Thought. Here mind can hardly 
see anything, and finds whatever has to be found but only slowly. 
It has no idea of what could be below it, or what could be beyond 
it; there is merely the sense of it. But this is just the first means of 
moving from half-conscious view of things to a fuller and completer 
understanding. There are ideas that struggle in this world of ours 
to discover the Truth, to find the power to be, be the aspects of 
Nature-Force. The approach is to go by the method of empiricism, 
and that becomes a labour for the small suffering hour and not for 
the greatness of eternity. This is the slow process of the material 
mind, the mind of matter, the physical’s mind. Learning proceeds 
from error to error. It is a process by which bright Error conducts 
its search, search for knowledge in the fields of Ignorance. The 
natural result is luminous obscurity. Here is the twilight sage who 
sees in his shadow the Self of the World, here is a king dependent 
upon his ministers and advisers, a judge who is not in possession 
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of all the proofs of the case, an architect whose house is not a 
safe place to live in, or an engineer whose house has no idea or 
perception or proportion of beauty. It is in this human state that 
the future god is to take birth. All the same this is a miracle that 
the bodiless energy has indeed put on a shape, a frame has been 
made in which sense and sensitivity would put a symbol picture 
of the universe.

But the illusion has to be dispelled, the falsehoods of the senses 
must vanish, the bond of consequences be broken, all transformed 
into a manifestation of the glory of the eternal Presence. “Already 
there is heard from behind the veil the wordless symphony of 
gladness that reveals the sublime Presence.”

Here are devised the forms of an ignorant life



The golden child  
begins to think and see

Thus worked the Power upon the growing world; 
Its subtle craft  withheld the full-orbed blaze, 
Cherished the soul’s childhood and on fictions fed 
Far richer in their sweet and nectarous sap 
Nourishing its immature divinity 
Than the staple or dry straw of Reason’s tilth, 
Its heaped fodder of innumerable facts, 
Plebian fare on which today we thrive. ||66.38||

Through the body’s power, through sleep and dreaming of the tree 
and plant, through the vibrant sense of the animal, through the 
thought of man and effulgence of the Ray that comes from above 
rushes the mediating light which cuts a sentient passage for the 
mind of living matter. Though it takes only the small substitutes 
for reality, it does help the unseeing force to read her own works. 
A possibility is opened out for the wave from secret heights to 
sweep down; it looks within and makes the sleeping god wake up. 
Imagination comes with her shining squads and she fills thought’s 
skies with glimmering nebulae. Darkness grows nurse to wisdom’s 
occult sun. That is how the Power works upon the growing world. 
Thus the ethereal thinkings stream down into Matter’s world. 
The morning rays give light to our eyes, young formations move 
the mind of earth to labour and dream and new-create, to feel 
beauty’s touch, to know the world and the self. Thus the golden 
child begins to think and see. Yet the journey is long. But there is 
the assurance and there is the hope.

□□□
Poor sorrowful Earth, remember that I am present in thee and lose 
not hope; each effort, each grief, each joy and each pang, each 
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call of thy heart, each aspiration of thy soul, each renewal of thy 
seasons, all, all without exception, what seems to thee sorrowful 
and what seems to thee joyous, what seems to thee ugly and what 
seems to thee beautiful, all infallibly lead thee towards me, who 
am endless Peace, shadowless Light, perfect Harmony, Certitude, 
Rest and Supreme Blessedness.

[5 February 1913]

□□□
LET me turn to Thee in a profound and silent contemplation; let me 
place this integral being and its multiple activities at Thy feet as 
an offering; let me stop all the play of these forces, unify all these 
consciousnesses, so that one alone may persist, the one which is 
able to hear Thy command and understand it; let me plunge again 
into Thee as in a sovereignly beneficent sea, that which purifies 
from all ignorance. I feel as if I have gone down very deep into 
an unfathomable abyss of doubt and darkness, as if I am exiled 
from Thy eternal splendour; but I know that in this descent is 
the possibility of a higher ascent which will enable me to span a 
vaster horizon and draw a little nearer to Thy infinite heavens. Thy 
light is there, steady and guiding, shining without intermission 
in the depths of the abyss as in the luminous splendours; and a 
serene confidence, a calm indifference, a tranquil certitude dwell 
permanently in my consciousness. . . . I am like a boat which has 
long enjoyed the delights of the port and, despite the dark storm-
laden clouds which hide the sun, unfurls its sails to launch forth 
into the great unknown, towards shores unheard of, towards new 
lands.

I am Thine, Lord, without any restriction or preference; may Thy 
will be done in all its rigorous plenitude; all my being adheres to it 
with a joyous acceptance and a calm serenity.

I have no longer any idea about the future: it is Thou who wilt 
awaken the new conception more closely answering Thy law.

In a most perfect surrender and a most entire trust I wait: Thy 
voice showing me Thy path.

[18 August 1914]

The golden child begins to think and see



An eager spring to seize 
and to possess

An eager spring to seize and to possess 
Unguided by reason or the seeing soul 
Was its first natural motion and its last, 
It squandered life’s force to achieve the impossible: 
It scorned the straight road and ran on wandering curves 
And left what it had won for untried things; 
It saw unrealised aims as instant fate 
And chose the precipice for its leap to heaven. ||68.27||

We are seeing here a hunchback rider of the Wild-Ass, a rash 
Intelligence. It wears a thousand shapes, but it is a radiance on 
a murky stream; it flames towards heaven and then soon sinks 
into hell. Constantly it changes its colours, gold and blue and 
red, a snake of flame with a dark cloud for tail. It has its birth 
in Nothingness and finally it disappears into Nothingness. It is 
passionate to find, to make discoveries, but nothing it can retain, 
it snatches only the unreal as food to satisfy its hunger. All that 
it can do is to discover luminous shapes in the darkness. There is 
no reason to guide it, no soul to see. Not on a straight road but 
on wild wandering curves it runs and runs, chooses the fall for the 
rise. Adventurous it is, but accidental gains are all that it gets. 
But Error discourages it not, nor ignorance and failure and chance 
dampen its spirit. These works of the rash Intelligence surely have 
their place in the scheme of the process; its passion can seize 
what is missed. It is a half-intuition that purples the sense.
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There follows the triple realm of the physical mind, the vital mind, 
the mental mind—the three-bodied trinity. First comes the pygmy 
Thought given to external sight only. He is a technician, he is a 
thinker, he is riveter of Life to habits and norms, himself a slave 
of fixed rules, living content with common and known things. For 
this Thought the sense data are the true and the absolute. What 
had been established since the beginning that alone has to be 
the routine of the universe, routine for ever. Circling faithfully in 
its task it keeps close guard on tradition, a watchdog against the 
intruders from the Invisible. Yet there is the cosmic spirit standing 
behind it to maintain the changeless orbits of the stars in space, 
a measured greatness keeping the vaster plan. This seems to be 
a necessary huge defence to steady the acts of many-mooded 
Energy, the unpredictable Life-Power. Here is stayed on Shiva’s 
breast the enormous dance, the dance of Life-Power. Soon 
following the pygmy Thought comes the rash Intelligence, a 
hunchback rider on the red Wild Ass. It springs from the vision of 
the burning Desire, it wears a thousand shapes while pursuing the 
One. It rushes towards heaven but soon sinks into the smallness 
of things, into morass. It climbs to Truth only to drag her into 
the depressing mire, it uses the brilliant Force only for muddy 
purposes. Constantly changing its colours and hungry it looks for 
little food in its little joys; a snake of flame but with the dark cloud 
as its tail it licks knowledge with a smoky tongue. It is eager to 
find, to make discovery but when found is incapable of retaining 
the luminous shapes discovered in the darkness. Here attempt 
and not victory was the charm, attempt for the attempt’s sake. 
Yet it brought insights, its sense purpled by half-intuition saw the 
dark, it vaguely blinked in the light. Ignorance was its field and the 
unknown the prize. Soon following the two came squat-headed 
Reason. She brought lens and measuring rod and probe, and looked 
at the objects of the world. From her pursuits and studies she drew 
schemes and designs and charts and graphs in order to bring, to 
put the mystic world in her neat and clean graspable textbooks. 
Out of the darkness of the inconscient she has managed to ferret 
out the substance and the cause and the process by which Nature 

An eager spring to seize and to possess
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acts. With her reasoning she tries to explain the inexplicable, she 
works out formulas to clinch the summary of things. She wears a 
million faces but each face carries in its head doubt only, questions 
that only reduce all her gains to nought. Her play is inclusive and 
each strong idea she defends as much strongly. She cannot make 
her mind about this or that. She is always in two minds. She 
is at once a master and a slave but she constantly travels on 
erring roads. Ancient wisdom she dismisses, and also the faith 
bourn by the ages. There is only wonder and puzzle in her heart. 
She is bewildered that lifeless Energy who is nothing but Death’s 
head on the body of Necessity can really bring about life and 
consciousness. Here is the rash spending as if just to create a 
world by the mystery of self-loss, it leaving finally the bare Void. 
Once more we face the blank Unknowable, is seen then only the 
phenomenal face of the world. But many-visaged is the cosmic 
Soul. A sudden turn can come, a sudden road appear, and in that 
appearance earth’s consciousness might unite with the Sun’s. In 
that bright kingdom of the Sun all is birth into the power of light. 
After all, Reason is not the last creator and not by Reason can the 
Truth be seen. The world she has made in a stage only, an interim 
organisation, and sooner if not later this mask must show the Face 
it covers. Our ignorance is the early beginning of knowledge, of 
wisdom. Even now great thoughts are here that walk alone, and 
splendidly. A fire has to come and kindle the greater gnosis in our 
souls and in our hearts. Beyond this triple realm soar, above, the 
huge high-winged Life-Thought and the Idea-Mind surveying the 
cosmic act. One meets then the Archangel of a white transcending 
realm, luminous in the sky.



Her sciences precise and absolute

At will she spaces in thin air of mind 
Like maps in the school-house of intellect hung, 
Forcing wide Truth into a narrow scheme, 
Her numberless warring strict philosophies; 
Out of Nature’s body of phenomenon 
She carves with Thought’s keen edge in rigid lines 
Like rails for the World-Magician’s power to run, 
Her sciences precise and absolute. ||68.47||

Reason is the helper, Reason is the bar also. She is a squat godhead 
artisan. She can produce distinctive articles, and she does it, but 
she cannot create. She is an adept of clear contrivance and design, 
she goes around with lens and measuring rod and digital probe and 
looks at the earth and the stars and tries to make some meaning of 
these strange things and objects. She tries to reduce to rules the 
mystic world. How can then she know anything, know anything at 
all, though she hopes to know everything? It is a futile expectation. 
Her inventions have to fit into a pattern, and she would call it the 
law of symmetry. Her gossamer world-webs of abstract thought, 
her segment systems of the Infinite, her charted cosmogonies, her 
myths that the inexplicable can be explained are but a world which 
is not seen but only conceptualised, conceived. In the classrooms 
of her school are hung maps of intellect; in the classes are taught 
the countless philosophies that always contradict each other, yet 
she would call it free progress. Everything is reduced to absolute 
and precise sciences. The mosques she builds have on their walls 
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scriptural verses of her laws, the big art of her wisdom, the artifice 
of her lore is all that is displayed. There is no summit on which she 
can stand, nor would she like to stand and see in one glance the 
whole, see the wide infinity of ideas which have in them the reality 
of the real. That is altogether beyond her.

□□□
I dreamed that in myself the world I saw, 
Wherein three Angels strove for mastery. Law 
Was one, clear vision and denial cold, 
Yet in her limits strong, presumptuous, bold; 
The second with enthusiasm bright, 
Flame in her heart but round her brows the night, 
Faded as this advanced. She could not bear 
That searching gaze, nor the strong chilling air 
These thoughts created, nourishing our parts 
Of mind, but petrifying human hearts. 
Science was one, the other gave her name, 
Religion. But a third behind them came, 
Veiled, vague, remote, and had as yet no right 
Upon the world, but lived in her own light. 
Wide were the victories of the Angel proud 
Who conquered now and in her praise were loud 
The nations. Few even yet to the other clove,— 
And some were souls of night and some were souls of love. … 
Thou thinkest term and end for thee are not; 
But though thy pride is great, thou hast forgot 
The Sphinx that waits for man beside the way. 
All questions thou mayst answer, but one day 
Her question shall await thee. That reply, 
As all we must; for they who cannot, die. 
She slays them and their mangled bodies lie 
Upon the highways of eternity. … 
And Science confidently, “Nothing am I but earth, 
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Tissue and nerve and from the seed a birth, 
A mould, a plasm, a gas, a little that is much. 
In these grey cells that quiver to each touch 
The secret lies of man; they are the thing called I. 
Matter insists and matter makes reply. 
Shakespeare was this; this force in Jesus yearned 
And conquered by the cross; this only learned 
The secret of the suns that blaze afar; 
This was Napoleon’s giant mind of war.” … 
But the third Angel came and touched my eyes; 
I saw the mornings of the future rise, 
I heard the voices of an age unborn 
That comes behind us and our pallid morn… 
Then from our hills the ancient answer pealed, 
“For Thou, O Splendour, art myself concealed, 
And the grey cell contains me not, the star 
I outmeasure and am older than the elements are. 
Whether on earth or far beyond the sun, 
I, stumbling, clouded, am the Eternal One.”

[A Vision of Science: c. 1900 – 1909]



Above in a high breathless  
stratosphere

Above in a high breathless stratosphere, 
Overshadowing the dwarfish trinity, 
Lived, aspirants to a limitless Beyond, 
Captives of Space, walled by the limiting heavens, 
In the unceasing circuit of the hours, 
Yearning for the straight paths of eternity, 
And from their high station looked down on this world 
Two sun-gaze Daemons witnessing all that is. ||69.1||

Above the trinity of Pigmy Thought, Rash Intelligence, and Reason, 
in the breathless wideness of the sky, beyond the troposphere, 
above the stratosphere live aspirants of the limitless Beyond. They 
are looking for the straight paths of eternity. From those regions of 
the Beyond, the Beyond that has no limits look down Dæmons who 
have the light of the sun in their eyes, “good beings who dispense 
riches”, "interpreting and transporting human things to the gods 
and divine things to men”. The first of these two Dæmons is the 
high-winged Life-Thought accustomed to the blue infinity moving 
in the sunlit sky and starlit air; he sees far beyond the home of the 
Immortal and hears the voices of the unheard gods. There is the 
force of iconoclasm in him to destroy the forts of small Time, at 
the same time the force to bring to the work of centuries thoughts 
that glow. The second is the pure Thought-Mind, beyond, in the 
wideness where there is no footing, he the imagist of bodiless 
ideas. He is the Archangel of a white transcending realm, luminous 
in a remote and empty air. Yet the worlds of Mind end not there.

□□□
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Daemons are benevolent or benign nature spirits. In Hesiod’s 
Theogony, Phaëton becomes an incorporeal daimon or a divine 
spirit but, for example, the ills released by Pandora are deadly 
gods, keres, not daimones. From Hesiod also, the people of the 
Golden Age were transformed into daimones by the will of Zeus, 
to serve mortals benevolently as their guardian spirits. Homer’s 
use of the words theoí (θεοί: “gods”) and daímones (δαίμονες), 
suggest that while distinct, they are similar in kind. In Plato’s 
Symposium, the priestess Diotima teaches Socrates that love is 
not a god, but rather a “great daemon”. She goes on to explain 
that “everything daemonic is between divine and mortal”, and she 
describes daemons as “interpreting and transporting human things 
to the gods and divine things to men; entreaties and sacrifices 
from below, and ordinances and requitals from above...”. In 
Plato’s Apology of Socrates, Socrates claimed to have a daimonion 
(literally, a “divine something”) that frequently warned him—in the 
form of a “voice”—against mistakes but never told him what to do.

Plato and Proclus In the ancient Greek religion, daimon designates 
not a specific class of divine beings, but a peculiar mode of activity: 
it is an occult power that drives man forward or acts against 
him: since daimon is the veiled countenance of divine activity, 
every god can act as daimon; a special knowledge of daimones is 
claimed by Pythagoreans; for Plato, daimon, is a spiritual being 
who watches over each individual, and is tantamount to his higher 
self, or an angel; whereas Plato is called ‘divine’ by Neoplatonists, 
Aristotle is regarded as daimonios, meaning ‘an intermediary to 
god” – therefore Aristotle stands to Plato as an angel to a god; for 
Proclus, daimones are the intermediary beings located between 
the celestial objects and the terrestrial inhabitants.

[http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Daemon_(classical_mythology)]

□□□
Now no longer she dallied and played, but bounded and 
hastened, 
Seeing before her the end and, imagining massacre calmly, 
Laughed and admired the flames and rejoiced in the cry of 
the captives.

Above in a high breathless stratosphere
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Under her, dead to the watching immortals, Deiphobus hastened 
Clanging in arms through the streets of the beautiful insolent 
city, 
Brilliant, a gleaming husk but empty and left by the daemon.

Even as a star long extinguished whose light still travels the 
spaces, 
Seen in its form by men, but itself goes phantom-like fleeting 
Void and null and dark through the uncaring infinite vastness, 
So now he seemed to the sight that sees all things from the 
Real.

Timeless its vision of Time creates the hour by things coming.

[Ilion]

□□□
Here in a chamber of luminous privacy Paris was arming.

Near him moved Helen, a whiteness divine, and intent on her 
labour 
Fastened his cuirass, bound the greaves and settled the hauberk 
Thrilling his limbs with her touch that was heaven to the 
yearning of mortals.

She with her hands of delight caressing the senseless metal 
Pressed her lips to his brilliant armour; she bowed down, she 
whispered: 
“Cuirass, allowed by the gods, protect the beauty of Paris; 
Keep for me that for which country was lost and my child and 
my brothers.”

Yearning she bent to his feet, to the sandal-strings of her lover; 
Then as she gazed up, changed grew her mood; for the 
Daemon within her 
Rose that had banded Greece and was burning Troy into ashes.

Slowly a smile that was perfect and perilous over her beauty 
Dawned like the sunlight on Paradise; strangely she looked on 
her lover.

[Ilion]



Where the sight falters not 
nor wanders thought

In an air which doubt and error cannot mark 
With the stigmata of their deformity, 
In communion with the musing privacy 
Of a truth that sees in an unerring light 
Where the sight falters not nor wanders thought, 
Exempt from our world’s exorbitant tax of tears, 
Dreaming its luminous creations gaze 
On the Ideas that people eternity. ||70.15||

Man’s mind is a labouring power, but beyond this mortal mind is 
Thought which uses it as its worldly instrument. It moves in the 
spirit’s field. It knows itself, it lives in itself. Its wings dare to cross 
the Infinite’s infinity. Here are the splendours of the Ideal Mind. 
Here are formed hopes which the earth has not realised. Exposed 
to omniscient immensities, from there stream influences to us; 
here are immensities that speed faster than the hours, here are 
invincible forces rushing through time, mights bridging god and 
man, lights combating Ignorance and Death. Here walk hand in 
hand beauty and strength. Here falters not sight, here Ideas dwell 
in eternity. In its illumined certitude, in a sun-blaze of joy and 
absolute power rule Masters of the Ideal. From there, from the 
regions of the Ideal Mind, unattained divinity visits our imperfect 
earth. Our spirits then break free from their small narrow and 
narrowing environment.

□□□



Running through Savitri 262

A principle of dark and dull inertia is at life’s base; all are tied 
down by the body and its needs and desires to a trivial mind, petty 
desires and emotions, an insignificant repetition of small worthless 
functionings, needs, cares, occupations, pains, pleasures that lead 
to nothing beyond themselves and bear the stamp of an ignorance 
that knows not its own why and whither. This physical mind of 
inertia believes in no divinity other than its small earth-gods; it 
aspires perhaps to a greater comfort, order, pleasure, but asks for 
no uplifting and no spiritual deliverance. At the centre we meet 
a stronger Will of life with a greater gusto, but it is a blinded 
Daemon, a perverted spirit and exults in the very elements that 
make of life a striving turmoil and an unhappy imbroglio. It is 
a soul of human or Titanic desire clinging to the garish colour, 
dis- ordered poetry, violent tragedy or stirring melodrama of the 
mixed flux of good and evil, joy and sorrow, light and darkness, 
heady rapture and bitter torture. It loves these things and would 
have more and more of them or, even when it suffers and cries 
out against them, can accept or joy in nothing else; it hates and 
revolts against higher things and in its fury would trample, tear 
or crucify any diviner Power that has the presumption to offer to 
make life pure, luminous and happy and snatch from its lips the 
fiery brew of that exciting mixture. Another Will-in-Life there is 
that is ready to follow the ameliorating ideal Mind and is allured 
by its offer to extract some harmony, beauty, light, nobler order 
out of life, but this is a smaller part of the vital nature and can 
be easily overpowered by its more violent or darker duller yoke-
comrades; nor does it readily lend itself to a call higher than 
that of the Mind unless that call defeats itself, as Religion usually 
does, by lowering its demand to conditions more intelligible to 
our obscure vital nature. All these forces the spiritual seeker 
grows aware of in himself and finds all around him and has to 
struggle and combat incessantly to be rid of their grip and dislodge 
the long-entrenched mastery they have exercised over his own 
being as over the environing human existence. The difficulty is 
great; for their hold is so strong, so apparently invincible that it 
justifies the disdainful dictum which compares human nature to 
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a dog’s tail,—for, straighten it never so much by force of ethics, 
religion, reason or any other redemptive effort, it returns in the 
end always to the crooked curl of Nature. And so great is the vim, 
the clutch of that more agitated Life-Will, so immense the peril of 
its passions and errors, so subtly insistent or persistently invasive, 
so obstinate up to the very gates of Heaven the fury of its attack 
or the tedious obstruction of its obstacles that even the saint and 
the Yogin cannot be sure of their liberated purity or their trained 
self-mastery against its intrigue or its violence.

[The Synthesis of Yoga]

□□□
Well, for a developed consciousness, the Supermind is al- ready 
realised somewhere in a domain of the subtle physical, it already 
exists there visible, concrete, and expresses itself in forms and 
activities. And when one is in tune with this domain, when one 
lives there, one has a very strong feeling that this world would 
only have to be condensed, so to say, for it to become visible to 
all. What would then be interesting would be to develop this inner 
perception which would put you into contact with the supramental 
truth which is already manifested, and is veiled for you only for 
want of appropriate organs to enter into relation with it.

[5 September 1956]



A wisdom read their mind 
to themselves unknown

A wisdom read their mind to themselves unknown, 
Their anarchy rammed into a formula 
And from their giant randomness of Force, 
Following the habit of their million paths, 
Distinguishing each faintest line and stroke 
Of a concealed unalterable design, 
Out of the chaos of the Invisible’s moods 
Derived the calculus of Destiny. ||71.34||

The realms of Greater Mind begin beyond the worlds of our Mind; 
in triple splendour they rise, rise climbing world above gleaming 
world. They give a mould to all that the Spirit conceives, present 
a figure, a structure, a shape; they draw a diagram, they define 
contours. Each power that leaps from the Unmanifest casts the 
limitless into measures; each event bears the stamp of their 
law. The light of liberating Knowledge shines in their eyes. High 
architects of possibility, they formulate postulates to join the 
unknown to the apparent, to the phenomenal world of ours. If 
our earth is looking at a thousand suns, that the created things 
might grow Nature’s lord, that Matter’s depths be illumined with a 
soul, they tie the million mysteries of the One to date and norm, 
to scope and frame the infinite that is formless and is without a 
shape, to names the nameless. They are acolytes and wait upon 
the timeless Power who works out movements in time. Imposing 
schemes on the Vast are clamped the syllogisms of finite thought. 
A pattern is woven in what otherwise appears to be chaotic. This 
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is a mind which has fixed the time of the birth of the universe, it 
has calculated its age, it has predicted its death, it has drawn the 
circle of wide infinity, it has measured its diameter. Truths they 
have known but not the Truth that knows.

□□□
AS I see it, the ideal state is that in which, constantly conscious with 
Thy Consciousness, one knows at every moment, spontaneously, 
without any reflection being necessary, exactly what should 
be done to best express Thy law. That state I know, for I have 
experienced it at certain moments, but very often the knowledge 
of the “how” is veiled by a mist of ignorance and one must call in 
reflection which is not always a good counsellor—let alone all that 
one does at every instant without having any time for reflection, 
on the spur of the moment. How far does it conform with or oppose 
Thy law? That depends upon the state of the subconscient, on 
what is active in it at that time. Once the deed is done, if it has 
any importance, if one can look at it, analyse it, understand it, it 
serves as a lesson, enables one to become aware of one’s motive 
of action and hence of something in the subconscient which still 
governs the being and has to be mastered.

Every action on earth is bound to have a good and a bad side. 
Even the actions which best express the most divine law of Love 
carry in them something of the disorder and darkness inherent 
in the world as it is today. Some people, those who are called 
pessimists, perceive almost exclusively the dark side of everything. 
The optimists, on the other hand, see only the side of beauty 
and harmony. And if it is foolish and ignorant to be an unwitting 
optimist, is it not making a happy conquest to become a willing 
optimist? In the eyes of pessimists, whatever one does will always 
be bad, ignorant or egoistic; how could one satisfy them? It is an 
impossible task.

There is only one recourse; to unite as perfectly as possible 
with the highest and purest light that one can conceive, to 

A wisdom read their mind to themselves unknown
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identify one’s consciousness as completely as possible with the 
absolute Consciousness, to strive to receive all inspirations from 
that Consciousness alone so as to foster as best one can its 
manifestation upon earth, and, trusting in its power, to regard all 
events with serenity.

Since everything is necessarily mixed in the present manifestation, 
the wisest thing is to do one’s best, striving towards an ever higher 
light and to resign oneself to the fact that absolute perfection is for 
the moment unrealisable.

And yet how ardently must we always aspire for that inaccessible 
perfection! . . .

[23 March 1914]



A silver-winged fire of  
naked subtle sense

A stripped imperative of conceptual phrase 
Architectonic and inevitable 
Translated the Unthinkable into thought: 
A silver-winged fire of naked subtle sense, 
An ear of mind withdrawn from the outward’s rhymes 
Discovered the seed-sounds of the eternal Word, 
The rhythm and music heard that built the worlds, 
And seized in things the bodiless Will to be. ||71.57||

The sovereign Kings of Thought have made Space their gaze 
even as they survey the works of Time. There is a great all-ruling 
consciousness and, whether it likes or not, Mind serves that higher 
Power. A Wisdom knows and guides the mysteried world. By 
Truth’s gaze all creatures are directed to their secret self. In their 
sense of God-born strength these sovereign Kings dare to grasp 
Truth’s absolute; they bring to Mind what Mind can never reach, 
even the hope to conquer Truth’s supernal base. It could be that 
the Unthinkable could come in the purview of thought. The great 
and precious gift is the discovery of the seed-sounds of the eternal 
Word, the rhythm and music that builds the worlds, chhanda, the 
original Metre, the carrier of Truth’s energy and drive, ŗtam. That 
is the Vedic theory of creation in the movements of rhythmic 
sounds, the sound-carrying units of dynamism. The task of these 
Kings is to unify life that cannot bear the bareness of the Vast, in 
nothingness find the absolute positive.

□□□
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Seed-sounds of the eternal Word

Immortal rhythms in time-born steps—that is Savitri’s divinity 
even in the human state, in the birth she has taken. Her look and 
her smile kindle the fire of heaven in frigid stuff of earthly life. The 
intense delight of that smile and that look pours celestial beauty 
on the soul of the mortal creature.

Immortal rhythms are the rhythms of the worlds of Satyam-Ṛtam-
Bṛhat, The Truth, the Right, the Vast. Rhythms in the dynamics of 
the Truth—that is Ṛtam.

What are these rhythms? According to Piṇgala they are the metrical 
movements of the creative-expressive Word. These metres are: 
Gayatri, Ushnik, Anushtubh, Brihati, Pankti, Trishtubh, and Jagati, 
the seven Vedic measures, cadences, beats of uttered sounds. 
In the Rig Veda Trishtubh has the maximum number of verses, 
4253; other metres are as follows: Gayatri, 2467; Jagati, 1350; 
Anushtubh, 855; Ushnik, 341; Pankti, 312; and Brihati, 181.

The metres have the power to usher in the divine Word, the divine 
expression into our life, with it the divine experience. Metres and 
Rhythms describe the significant movements of our fate. The 
sounds of the rolling worlds can be heard in the silence of the 
heart, what Pythagoras knew about the harmony of the spheres. 
Or else they surge with the ocean’s voice and reach our shores. 
They reflect deathless powers in the worlds. Satyavan had carved 
in their measures rhythm beats of infinity.

Angirasa Rishis, the Powers of Agni, Agni the seer-Will, are the 
bringers of the divine Dawn to our skies and they do it in the 
offerings to the Fire and in the chants to him.

Ṛtam is the dynamic aspect of the Real-Idea. The word occurs 572 
times in the Rig Veda. It is the Womb of Truth, Ṛtasya Yoṇī, which 
occurs eight times in it.

In those metrical measures Savitri moved here, that movement 
bringing to us celestial sense of moving things, of moving time. In 
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that delight our hearts receive beauty and wonder of the nobler 
and superior realms, the transcendental into the mortal.

□□□
I am the Queen, the gatherer-up of treasures, aham rāştrī 
sangamanī vasūnām… declares the Vedic Goddess of Speech, Vāk. 
The spiritual riches start arriving with her entry in our soul and our 
spirit. The world, the creation, they all assume the reality in which 
they were created in the Reality of Existence. The dawning of that 
reality is the great beginning of the spiritual day for our constant 
growth and progress. This has started happening in Aswapati. 
It had already happened in the case of Sri Aurobindo, when he 
commenced his spiritual journey during 1908-10. The first was 
the opening to the powers of Discrimination, Intuition, Inspiration, 
broadening into Revelation, the arrival of Dakshina, Sarama, 
Saraswati, and Ila. The Goddess of Speech, Vāk, gave form to his 
expression, she measuring things in the rhythms of the true and 
the vast, she moving in the chhandas or metres of the celestial 
speech in the dynamism of the expressive Truth, she the creatrix 
of the worlds of wonder and beauty and joy. Let us take some of 
the hymns from the Rig Veda, chanting the chants of their praises.

□□□
...the conductor of the orchestral movement is the soul suddenly 
and potently coming forward to get its own work done by its own 
higher and unanalysable methods. The result is something as 
near to wordless music as word-music can get, and with the same 
power of soul life, of soul-emotion, of profound supra-intellectual 
significance. In these higher harmonies and melodies the metrical 
rhythm is taken up by the spiritual; it is filled with or sometimes 
it seems rolled away and lost in a music that has really another 
unseizable and spiritual secret of movement. This is the intensity 
of poetic movement out of which the greatest possibility of poetic 
expression arises. It is where the metrical movement remains as 
a base, but either enshrines and contains or is itself contained 
and floats in an element of greater music which exceeds it and 
yet brings out all its possibilities, that the music fit for the Mantra 
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makes itself audible. It is the triumph of the embodied spirit over 
the difficulties and limitations of the physical instrument. And the 
listener seems to be that other vaster and yet identical eternal 
spirit whom the Upanishad speaks of as the ear of the ear, he who 
listens to all hearings; ‘behind the instabilities of word and speech’ 
it is the profound inevitable harmonies of his own thought and 
vision for which he is listening.

[The Future Poetry]

□□□
Ideal Sound

All things she knew, all things imagined or willed, 
Her ear was opened to ideal sound, 
Shape the convention bound no more her sight, 
A thousand doors of oneness was her heart, 
A crypt and sanctuary of brooding light 
Appeared, the last recess of things beyond. ||153.32||

This is the main reason for my japa. There’s a power in the sound 
itself, and by forcing the body to repeat the sound, you force it 
to receive the vibration at the same time. But I’ve noticed that 
if something in the body’s working gets disturbed (a pain or 
disorder, the onset of some illness) and I repeat my mantra in 
a certain way—still the same words, the same mantra, but said 
with a certain purpose and above all in a movement of surrender, 
surrender of the pain, the disorder, and a call, like an opening—it 
has a marvellous effect. The mantra acts in just the right way, in 
this way and in no other. And after a while everything is put back 
in order. And simultaneously, of course, the precise knowledge of 
what lies behind the disorder and what I must do to set it right 
comes to me. But quite apart from this, the mantra acts directly 
upon the pain itself.

[4 June 1960]

□□□
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I also read On the Veda where Sri Aurobindo speaks of the 
difference between the modern mind and the ancient mind; and 
it’s quite obvious, especially from the linguistic point of view. 
Sanskrit was certainly much more fluid, a better instrument for a 
more ... global, more comprehensive light, a light containing more 
things within itself. In these modern languages, it’s as if things 
are passed through a sieve and broken up into separate little bits, 
so then you have all the work of putting them back together. And 
something is always lost.

[8 October 1960]

□□□
But I even doubt that the modern mind, built as it now is, would 
be able to know Sanskrit in this way. I think they are cutting up 
Sanskrit as well, out of habit.

We need a new language.

We need to make a new language.

Not some kind of esperanto!—but sounds springing straight from 
above.

The SOUND must be captured. There must be one sound at the 
origin of all language ... And then, to capture it and project it. To 
make it vibrate ... because it doesn’t vibrate in the same way here 
as it does above.

That would be an interesting work.

The words must have a power—an expressive power. Yes, they 
should carry the meaning in themselves!

R was asking me questions about his work and particularly about 
the knowledge of languages (he’s a scholar, you know, and very 
familiar with the old traditions). This put me in contact with that 
whole world and I began speaking to him a little about what I had 
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already said to you concerning my experience with the Vedas. And 
all at once, in the same [absolute] way as I told you, when I entered 
into contact with that world a whole domain seemed to open up, 
a whole field of knowledge from the standpoint of languages, of 
the Word, of the essential Vibration, that vibration which would 
be able to reproduce the supramental consciousness. It all came, 
so clear, so clear, luminous, indisputable—but unfortunately there 
was no tape recorder!

It was about the Word, the primal sound. Sri Aurobindo speaks of 
it in Savitri: the essence of the Word and how it will express itself, 
how it will bring in the possibility of a supramental expression that 
will take the place of languages.... I began by speaking to him 
about the different languages, their limitations and possibilities; 
and I warned him against the deformations imposed on languages 
with the idea of making them a more flexible means of expressing 
something else. I told him how completely ridiculous it all was, 
and that it didn’t correspond at all to the truth. Then little by little 
I began ascending to the Origin. So yesterday again, I had this 
same experience: a whole world of knowledge, of consciousness 
and of CERTAINTY—precluding the least possibility of contradiction, 
discussion, or opposition; the possibility DOES NOT EXIST, it 
doesn’t exist. And the mind was absolutely silent and immobile, 
listening with obvious pleasure because these things had never 
before come into my consciousness; I had never been concerned 
with them in that way. It was completely new—not new in principle 
but completely new in action.

The experiences are multiplying.

A sound that can bring in the supramental Force?

Yes. While speaking, you see, I went back to the origin of sound 
(Sri Aurobindo describes it very clearly in Savitri: the origin of 
sound, the moment when what we called ‘the Word’ becomes a 
sound). So I had a kind of perception of the essential sound before 
it becomes a material sound. And I said, ‘When this essential sound 
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becomes a material sound, it will give birth to the new expression 
which will express the supramental world.’ I had the experience 
itself at that moment, it came directly. I spoke in English and Sri 
Aurobindo was concretely, almost palpably, present.

[27 January 1961]

□□□
The Mother’s Voice

My voice is not ordinary. This voice, clear, pure, tranquil, is filled 
with love and light and above all, an infinite compassion which 
extends towards all those who hear it. This voice is so convincing 
that it evokes an ardent aspiration in all the hearts. ... My voice 
tears the veil of ignorance and imperceptibility penetrates the 
heart to awaken the consciousness. … My voice awakens the calm 
certitude in all hearts. This voice is consciousness itself, it awakens 
the consciousness in the inconscience. My voice comes from the 
Supreme and He expresses himself through me. This voice which 
has expressed only the Lord’s Will, which has pronounced nothing 
but the Supreme Truth, is charged with an extraordinary force 
to manifest the Divine Powers. It vibrates and gives an impetus 
to our aspiration, an assurance to our conviction and above all, 
dispels the clouds of ill-will.

This voice—tender, clear, pure, powerful, vigorous and energetic—
gives an amplitude and a calm lucidity which directs and transmits 
the powers of the divine will. It is like a gentle peace, a vivifying 
breath, a love that consoles the aggrieved hearts. The vibration 
that my voice transmits awakens in the heart the aspiration for 
the Divine. It creates a resonance which sounds and resounds like 
a note of music which penetrates and repeats itself and awakens 
the cells to this vibration to open the consciousness to the light in 
the beatitude of the divine communion. This voice comes from the 
infinite and merges into the infinite. You know, each element of the 
universe has its own voice. For some it is audible and for others it 
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is silent. But still, each element expresses its own aspiration, and 
those who are open in these planes can hear it.

Even for the ordinary people, my voice sends a thrill; it awakens a 
hope, a love and a feeling that all is not lost. For others, it brings 
out the splendours that lie hidden within, and for yet others, the 
key to solve the mysteries of the world.

It is a voice which is calm, serene and peaceful, but sovereignly 
strong and luminous; it expresses itself with a clarity and a 
precision, expressing the profound sentiments that are hidden 
behind the words. It widens and opens the horizons in a universal 
comprehension. This voice penetrates, floods, overflows, animates, 
regenerates and transfigures everything with a sweetness, a 
radiance, a force and a power that triumphs with a peaceful and 
a smiling benevolence. My voice is enveloped with an atmosphere 
which awakes in us an intense aspiration which strengthens the 
will to strive till the goal, and the sentiment of devotion and divine 
love. It penetrates into the hearts and awakes the central being, 
removes the screen which covers the psychic flame to lead the 
consciousness towards the Lord of our existence. My voice has 
an extraordinary power, it spreads a harmony, a peace, a light 
and an amplitude that resounds and shines brightly in each cell 
with a joy that exults to know him. It gives an amplitude and 
travels in waves which ring through the atmosphere in the occult 
worlds. This voice can be heard in the spheres that constitute 
the universe, and even more in the immutable silence of eternity, 
beyond all manifestation—in the immobile beatitude of His power 
and His resplendent light. My voice recovers the divine presence 
which creates the Word which is the expression of His plenitude 
and His illumination.

[The Supreme]



There is the secrecy of 
the House of Flame

Our hidden centres of celestial force 
Open like flowers to a heavenly atmosphere; 
Mind pauses thrilled with the supernal Ray, 
And even the 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. ||73.16||

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, 
A gurgling eddy in rivers of God’s joy, 
And the mysteried vineyards of the gold moon-wine, 
All the fire and sweetness of which hardly here 
A brilliant shadow visits mortal life. ||73.18||

In the Heavens of the Ideal a bliss is felt that can never wholly 
cease to exist; here are flowers that golden the red desire of the 
earth, here all the high gods reveal their names and undying 
powers. A flame is seen and faces of immortal light, and eyes look 
into wideness of the spiritual Space. Mind thrills, and body feels 
the happiness of the ideal love. What is in the high realms that 
blossoms here. A million lotuses sway on one stem. The Immortal’s 
touch is felt, and are heard the flutings of the Infinite.

□□□
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A house was there all made of flame and light 
And crossing a wall of doorless living fire 
There suddenly she met her secret soul. ||125.39||

Here in this chamber of flame and light they met; 
They looked upon each other, knew themselves, 
The secret deity and its human part, 
The calm immortal and the struggling soul. ||126.9||

Then with a magic transformation’s speed 
They rushed into each other and grew one. ||126.10||



Our sweet and mighty  
Mother was not there

Deep peace was there, but not the nameless Force: 
Our sweet and mighty Mother was not there 
Who gathers to her bosom her children’s lives, 
Her clasp that takes the world into her arms 
In the fathomless rapture of the Infinite, 
The Bliss that is creation’s splendid grain 
Or the white passion of God-ecstasy 
That laughs in the blaze of the boundless heart of Love. ||74.32||

Deep peace is experienced in the Self of Mind. There nothing is 
known so that that be reached from which all knowledge comes. 
Only a gleam is there, of symbol facts. The world seems a scene 
of long æonic failures. Mind which is only a half-seeing’s delegate 
stands as a veil between the soul and the Light. Even the spirit 
would appear nothing but a pale front of the Unknowable. Deep 
peace is there but the Force is absent, the passive realisation 
is there without the dynamism of the executive Power. The first 
without the other would make this world false and illusory. But the 
persistence of the reality insists on the validity of this creation, 
problem-ridden tough it might be. The issue is to accept the 
wideness of the experience and look into the problem, the dilemma. 
It may not be without a meaning. A greater Spirit than the Self 
of Mind must be discovered. Above is all a splendid blank, below 
everything dark and mute. The two firmaments of darkness and 
of light opposing each other confine the walk of the manifesting 
spirit. A continuing mortality had its immortality caught in the web 
of acts and thoughts. To live is to be in the prison house; to escape 
is going out of existence. There has to be something greater than 
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the Self of Mind. The answer lies in the World-Soul where world 
and self are present in one dynamic active living reality founded 
on deep peace. The answer lies in Prayers and Meditations.

□□□
O Lord, inconceivable Splendour, may Thy Beauty spread through 
all the earth, may Thy Love be kindled in every heart and Thy 
Peace reign over all.

A deep and solemn chant, smiling and subtle, rises from my heart, 
and I do not know whether this chant goes from me to Thee or 
comes from Thee to me or whether Thou and I and the entire 
universe are this marvellous chant of which I have just become 
conscious.... Surely there is no longer any Thou or I or any 
separate universe; only an immense harmony is there, sublime 
and infinite, which is all things and of which all things will one day 
grow aware. It is the harmony of boundless Love, Love victorious 
over all suffering and all obscurity.

By this law of Love, Thy law, I want to live more and more 
integrally; to it unreservedly I give myself.

And all my being exults in an inexpressible Peace.

[23 July 1913]

□□□
It is only when we silence our active thought, which is relatively 
easy, that we see this multitude of little subconscious notations 
surging up from every side and often drowning us under their 
overwhelming flood. So it happens that, as soon as we attempt 
to enter the silence of deep contemplation, we are assailed by 
countless thoughts—if thoughts they could be called—which do not 
interest us in the least, do not represent for us any active desire, 
any conscious attachment, but only prove to us our inability to 
control what may be described as the mechanical receptivity of 
our subconscient. A considerable labour is needed to silence all 
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these useless noises, to stop this wearisome train of images and to 
purify one’s mind of these thousand little nothings, so obstructing 
and worthless. And it is so much time uselessly lost; it is a terrible 
wastage.

And the remedy? In an over-simple way, certain ascetic disciplines 
recommend solitude and inaction: sheltering one’s subconscient 
from all possible registration; that seems to me a childish remedy, 
for it leaves the ascetic at the mercy of the first surprise-attack; 
and if one day, confident of being perfectly master of himself, he 
wants to come back among his fellowmen in order to help them, 
his subconscient, so long deprived of its activity of reception, will 
surely indulge it more intensively than ever before, as soon as the 
least opportunity offers.

There is certainly another remedy. What is it? Undoubtedly, one 
must learn to control one’s subconscient just as one controls one’s 
conscious thought. There must be many ways of achieving this. 
Regular introspection in the Buddhist manner and a methodical 
analysis of one’s dreams—formed almost always from this 
subconscious registration—are part of the method to be found. 
But there is surely something more rapidly effective....

O Lord, Eternal Master, Thou shalt be the Teacher, the Inspirer; 
Thou wilt teach me what should be done, so that after an 
indispensable application of it to myself, I may make others also 
benefit from what Thou hast taught me.

With a loving and trustful devotion, I bow to Thee.

[25 November 1913]

□□□
O Lord, deliver me from the mental influences which weigh upon 
me, so that, completely free, I may soar towards Thee.

O Thou, Universal Being, Supreme Unity in perceptible form, 
through an irresistible aspiration I nestled within Thy heart, then 
I was Thy heart itself, and I knew then that Thy heart is no other 



Running through Savitri 280

than the Child who plays and creates the worlds. Thou didst tell 
me, “One day thou wilt be my head but for the moment turn thy 
gaze towards the earth.” And on the earth now I am the joyful 
child who plays.

These were the two sentences I wrote yesterday by a kind of 
absolute necessity. The first, as though the power of the prayer 
would not be complete unless it were traced on paper. The second, 
as though the stability of the experience could not be had unless I 
unburdened my mind of it by noting it down in writing. 

[17May 1914]

□□□
When we have discerned successively what is real from what is 
unreal in all the states of being and all the worlds of life, when 
we have arrived at the perfect and integral certitude of the sole 
Reality, we must turn our gaze from the heights of this supreme 
consciousness towards the individual aggregate which serves as 
the immediate instrument for Thy manifestation upon earth, and 
see in it nothing but Thee, our sole real existence. Thus each 
atom of this aggregate will be awakened to receive Thy sublime 
influence; the ignorance and the darkness will disappear not only 
from the central consciousness of the being but also from its 
most external mode of expression. It is only by the fulfilment, by 
the perfection of this labour of transfiguration that there can be 
manifested the plenitude of Thy Presence, Thy Light and Thy Love.

Lord, Thou makest me understand this truth ever more clearly; 
lead me step by step on that path. My whole being down to its 
smallest atom aspires for the perfect knowledge of Thy presence 
and a complete union with it. Let every obstacle disappear, let 
Thy divine knowledge replace in every part the darkness of the 
ignorance. Even as Thou hast illumined the central consciousness, 
the will in the being, enlighten too this outermost substance. And 
let the whole individuality, from its first origin and essence to its 
last projection and most material body, be unified in a perfect 
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realisation and a complete manifestation of Thy sole Reality.

Nothing is in the universe but Thy Life, Thy Light, Thy Love.

Let everything become resplendent and transfigured by the 
knowledge of Thy Truth.

Thy divine love floods my being; Thy supreme light is shining in 
every cell; all exults because it knows Thee and because it is one 
with Thee.

[22 May 1914]

□□□
In each one of the domains of the being, the consciousness must 
be awakened to the perfect existence, knowledge and bliss. These 
three worlds or modes of the Divine are found in the physical 
reality as well as in the states of force and light and those of 
impersonality and infinitude, of eternity. When one enters with full 
consciousness into the higher states, to live this existence, light 
and bliss is easy, almost inevitable. But what is very important, 
as well as very difficult, is to awaken the being to this triple divine 
consciousness in the most material worlds. This is the first point. 
Then one must succeed in finding the centre of all the divine 
worlds (probably in the intermediate world), whence one can unite 
the consciousness of these divine worlds, synthetise them, and act 
simultaneously and with full awareness in all domains.

I know that it is a very long way from these incomplete and 
imperfect explanations to the sublime reality which manifests 
Thee, O Lord. Thy splendour, Thy power and Thy magnificence, 
Thy incommensurable love are above all explanation and comment. 
But my intellect needs to represent things to itself at least a little 
schematically, in order to allow the most material states of the 
being to enter as completely as possible into harmony with Thy Will.

Yet it is in the deep silence of my mute and total adoration that I 
best understand Thee. For then who can say what loves, what is 
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loved, and what is the power of loving in itself? All three are but 
one in an infinite bliss.

O give to everyone, Lord, the boon of that incomparable bliss.

[27 May 1914]

□□□
When the sun set in the indrawn contemplation of the calm 
twilight, all my being prostrated itself before Thee, O Lord, in mute 
adoration and complete self-giving. Then I was the whole earth 
and the whole earth prostrated itself before Thee, imploring the 
benediction of Thy illumination, the beatitude of Thy love. Oh, the 
kneeling earth that supplicates to Thee, then is ingathered in the 
silence of the night, waiting in both patience and anxiety for the 
illumination so ardently desired. If there is a sweetness in being 
Thy divine love at work in the world, there is as great a sweetness 
in being the infinite aspiration which rises towards that infinite 
love. And to be able to change thus, to be successively, almost 
simultaneously, what receives and what gives, what transfigures 
and what is transfigured, to be identified with the painful darkness 
as with the all-powerful splendour and, in this double identification, 
to discover the secret of Thy sovereign unity, is this not a way of 
expressing, of accomplishing Thy supreme will?...

O my sweet Master, my heart is a flaming chapel, and Thou art 
seated there permanently like the sublimest of idols; so it is that 
Thy form appears to me, clothed in magnificence, in the midst 
of the flames consuming my heart for Thee, and at the same 
time, in my head, I see Thee, know Thee as the Inconceivable, 
the Unknowable, the Formless; and in this double perception, this 
double knowledge, lies the plenitude of contentment.

[31 May 1914]

□□□
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O divine and adorable Mother, with Thy help what is there that is 
impossible? The hour of realisations is near and Thou hast assured 
us of Thy aid that we may perform integrally the supreme Will.

Thou hast accepted us as fit intermediaries between the unthinkable 
realities and the relativities of the physical world, and Thy constant 
presence in our midst is a token of Thy active collaboration.

The Lord has willed and Thou dost execute: 
A new Light shall break upon the earth. 
A new world shall be born, 
And the things that were promised shall be fulfilled.

This was on 25 September 1914. The descent of the Supermind 
took place on 29 February 1956. The Mother has described how 
this came about:

This evening the Divine Presence, concrete and material, 
was there present amongst you. I had a form of living gold, 
bigger than the universe, and I was facing a huge and massive 
golden door which separated the world from the Divine. As I 
looked at the door, I knew and willed, in a single movement of 
consciousness, that, ‘the time has come’, and lifting with both 
hands a mighty golden hammer I struck one blow, one single 
blow on the door and the door was shattered to pieces. Then 
the supramental Light and Force and Consciousness rushed 
down upon earth in an uninterrupted flow.

A message was distributed in which the Mother significantly 
modified her earlier prayer dated 25 September 1914 from the 
future to the present tense:

Lord, Thou hast willed, and I execute: 
A new Light breaks upon the earth, 
A new world is born. 
The things that were promised are fulfilled.



He knew things by their 
soul and not their shape

Life was not there, but an impassioned force, 
Finer than fineness, deeper than the deeps 
Felt as a subtle and spiritual power, 
A quivering out from soul to answering soul, 
A mystic movement, a close influence, 
A free and happy and intense approach 
Of being to being with no screen or check, 
Without which life and love could never have been. ||76.3||

As when one walks in sleep through luminous dreams 
And, conscious, knows the truth their figures mean, 
There where reality was its own dream, 
He knew things by their soul and not their shape: 
As those who have lived long made one in love 
Need word nor sign for heart’s reply to heart, 
He met and communed without bar of speech 
With beings unveiled by a material frame. ||76.5||

In the World-Soul where the departed assimilate the experience of 
life and prepare themselves for the next birth all is soul or is made 
of soul-stuff. What has to be known is known by the spiritual sense 
and not by the mind, in our case by the sense behind the senses, 
by manas. Every form is seen as a luminous form that is one with 
God. Life itself is an impassioned force in the works of existence; 
being approaches being with nothing standing between the two. 
Here bodies are not needed, and soul has its own deathless form, 
immortal but not capable of further progress. Here one knows 
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things and objects by their souls and not by their forms or shapes. 
Speech flows without hindrance, the communication at once mystic 
and real. Here is a landscape of loveliness, lakes and streams and 
hills, and plains and valleys, and gardens that are flower-tracts of 
the spirit that are delightful in the moods of expression, and air is 
breath of the pure infinite. Here the breeze carries the fragrance 
of coloured haze, because hue and sweetness are one. Here world 
and self exist unseparated from each other, they are one. Aswapati 
has entered into the World-Soul; he hears innumerable sounds 
as one sound, harmonies on a multi-stringed harp. A beckoning 
finger of secrecy burns in the passion of a roseate fire. A hidden 
call to happiness is heard. Now Aswapati’s journey into Greater 
Knowledge can begin.

□□□
The Upanishads add: after having exhausted the store of good 
deeds, the soul leaves the lunar paradise, reaches the sky, then the 
air, then the clouds, taking on the nature of each of these things, 
precipitates on the earth as rain, enters the seeds, penetrates the 
body of the father in the form of food, and finally builds up the 
body of the child.

This is really a rather complicated process, isn’t it? (Laughter) But 
I found it very amusing. And now the question (laughing):

Is it necessary to follow this uncertain and hazardous process? 
Does not the soul directly animate the body with all the mental, 
vital and subtle physical elements organised around it and 
necessary for the next life? Does it take up the elements of the 
subtle physical world? If so, how do they harmonise with the 
hereditary characteristics? Above all, must it pass through the 
body of the father?

There we are!

The only thing I can say is that it is possible things sometimes 
happen like that. Quite probably—at least I hope so—the person 

He knew things by their soul and not their shape 
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who described this may have observed a phenomenon of this 
kind; I hope it is not a mere mental construction of his occult 
imagination.... It raises a few practical problems! But still, of 
course, there is nothing impossible. Only, it is difficult to imagine 
the soul entering the rain, which enters the seed, which makes 
the plant sprout up, and then entering the father’s stomach in the 
form of food, more or less cooked (!) and finally proceeding to the 
conception of the child. I don’t say it is impossible, but it is very, 
very, very complicated!

I may say that I have been present at innumerable incarnations 
of evolved souls in beings either preparing to be born or already 
born. As I said, the cases are quite different; it depends more on 
psychological conditions than on material ones, but it also depends 
on material conditions. It depends on the state of development 
of the soul which wants to reincarnate—we take the word “soul” 
here in the sense of the psychic being, what we call the psychic 
being—it depends on its state of development, on the milieu in 
which it is going to incarnate, on the mission it has to fulfil—that 
makes many different conditions.... It depends very largely on the 
state of consciousness of the parents. For it goes without saying 
that there is a stupendous difference between conceiving a child 
deliberately, with a conscious aspiration, a call to the invisible 
world and a spiritual ardour, and conceiving a child by accident 
and without intending to have it, and sometimes even without 
wanting it at all. I don’t say that in the latter case there cannot 
also be an incarnation, but it usually takes place later, not at the 
conception.

[24 October 1956]



A Person persistent through 
the lapse of worlds

A Person persistent through the lapse of worlds, 
Although the same for ever in many shapes 
By the outward mind unrecognisable 
Assuming names unknown in unknown climes 
Imprints through Time upon the earth’s worn page 
A growing figure of its secret self, 
And learns by experience what the spirit knew, 
Till it can see its truth alive and God. ||77.5||

The departed soul eventually goes to the World-Soul, and there it 
enters into spiritual sleep. The baggage of the lived life is abandoned 
and all is gathered into pregnant rest. What has become a part of 
the soul is retained, and the rest left out. This life’s experience is 
assimilated and the map of the coming destiny’s course is drawn, 
it waiting for a greater adventure of a new beginning. The little 
Immortal who in us persists through all the vicissitudes imprints 
a growing figure of its secret self; this is repeated till the truth is 
seen and known, till it can see its truth alive, it can see God. The 
problem-game of birth, the soul’s experiment with grief and joy 
must continue, life must be resumed, the venture on the roads of 
circumstance must go on.

□□□
There is one thing I have noticed, that every time somebody dies 
in the Ashram, many people are seized by panic. Now, I cannot say 
I appreciate this very much! Perhaps it was because of that that I 
wrote this article. For truly it is high time we were free from these 
things—a sort of tremor. I remember, the first time someone died 
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in the Ashram, there was a veritable panic. I know lots of people of 
this kind, whom I won’t name; they came here (they were already 
quite old) with the idea that, because they lived here, they would 
not die! It was an old idea, a very long time ago. And the first 
time someone died, it literally caused a panic. We received heaps 
of letters saying: “How is it possible? But then we are not safe! I 
was obliged to tell them that immortal life is something acquired 
with much effort, and not only much effort but the renunciation 
of so many things that there is not one among all those who were 
protesting who would give up his attachments for this immortal 
life. That is, they would prefer to die and keep their old habits to 
living immortally and losing them! There are many things which 
must be given up.... All the small personal satisfactions, generally, 
must disappear—satisfactions of all kinds. I remember having 
spoken to someone—that was a long time ago of the possibility 
of physical transformation, and I told him that one of the results 
would be that one would no longer need to eat, that one would 
recuperate strength directly from the universal forces or else from 
the Divine. And this person in an absolute consternation said to 
me, “And all the fine things one eats!” (Laughter) So, it is like that.

Oh, no! Fear is not the only cause of death Not at all. If one 
wanted to conquer death it was necessary to begin by not fearing 
it, which is quite a different thing.

One dies only when one consents to die. This is the truth. There are 
two points of view. Here I have taken quite an ordinary, material 
point of view, that of the physical consciousness. But there are, 
as it were, different “layers of determinisms” in our being. The 
physical existence has a determinism; the vital existence has a 
determinism; the mental existence has a determinism; the higher 
mental, the psychic have a determinism. And then the higher 
existences have determinisms—the supramental existence has a 
determinism. And the determinism of everyone comes from the 
combination of all these determinisms. If, for instance, at a given 
moment, when the entire physical determinism must necessarily 
bring death, you suddenly enter into contact with an extremely 
high determinism, like the supramental one, for example, and you 
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succeed in joining the two, you change your physical determinism 
completely at that moment: death which had been determined by 
the physical determinism is abolished, and the conditions change 
and are pushed back.

If you do not make a higher determinism intervene, truly you can 
change nothing. That is the only way of changing your physical 
determinism. If you remain in your physical consciousness and 
want to change your determinism, you cannot... During the First 
War I knew a boy who had been told he would die of a gunshot, 
and he had even been given an approximate date. And that caused 
him such agony that he had succeeded in getting a long leave. He 
came to Paris on leave. He was an officer and had his pistol in his 
pocket. He jumped from a tram and fell down, the pistol went off 
and he was killed on the spot. He could not escape.

I could narrate any number of such examples to you. But this 
belongs to a single plane, the material plane—the purely material 
physical, mental and vital plane. It is only a higher knowledge and 
a contact with the higher planes and the descent of these higher 
planes into the physical plane, which can change circumstances. 
So too, if one succeeded in bringing down the supramental 
plane permanently into the physical life, physical life would be 
transformed, that is, it would change totally.

Fear is a phenomenon of unconsciousness. It is a kind of anguish 
that comes from ignorance. One does not know the nature of a 
certain thing, does not know its effect or what will happen, does 
not know the consequences of one’s acts, one does not know so 
many things; and this ignorance brings fear. One fears what one 
does not know. Take a child, if it is brought before someone it does 
not know—you bring it before someone it does not know, its first 
movement will always be one of fear. Only very rare children—and 
they have another consciousness—are very bold. It may also be a 
mixture of apprehension, a kind of instinct. When one instinctively 
feels that something is dangerous and hasn’t the means to remedy 
it, when one does not know what to do to protect himself from it, 
then he is afraid. There are, I believe, countless reasons for fear. 
But it is a movement of unconsciousness, in every case.
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That which knows has no fear. That which is perfectly awake, 
which is fully conscious and which knows, has no fear. It is always 
something dark that is afraid.

When fear comes, if one succeeds in putting upon it consciousness, 
knowledge, force, light, one can cure it altogether. There is indeed 
the Christian religion which says that fear comes of our having 
eaten the apple in the Garden of Eden—that with knowledge came 
fear; and upon earth it is always this fear which governs all life, 
for all human beings. It is a half-consciousness mixed with a sort 
of ignorant instinct which stresses a danger and at the same 
time does not know its remedy. But certainly, the fact is that the 
adverse beings, beings of the vital world who fight against the 
divine Work, make an extensive use of fear. It is through that 
that they have the strongest hold on human beings. This fear 
comes from a disharmony between the vital vibrations. And then 
it is translated in this body-unconsciousness by fear. The body is 
a terribly unconscious thing. How one has to work to give it just 
a very little consciousness! It lives automatically, by habit. It is 
terribly unconscious.

The hour of death seems therefore to be inexorably fixed, except 
for a very few individuals who possess powers that the human 
race in general does not command. The power lies in bringing 
down a higher consciousness into the material consciousness, and 
with the higher consciousness bringing down a higher determinism 
which changes the material determinism. And not many have that 
power. In fact it is a very, very few.

One begins by learning how to go out of one’s body. Many people, 
when they sleep, go out of their body. They do it more or less 
consciously—the majority unconsciously, but still there are a few 
who do it consciously. They go out of their body but remain in the 
physical domain. At the most they go into some mental region but 
they do not go into the domain of death.

There are some who go there, but then, for the process to be 
complete... you must know that when one goes out of one’s body, 
one remains tied to the body by a certain number of links—what 
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shall I call them? They may be vital links, links of the mind, 
psychic links—when one goes out, it can be all kinds of things 
which go out of the body. Usually what goes out is something 
quite subtle, like the mind or the higher vital, and much remains 
in the body, enough for the body not to enter into trance. First of 
all, it is not easy to detach from the body exactly that part which 
leaves it at the moment of death. This asks for a very rigorous 
discipline practised for a very long time. There is a process of 
exteriorisation to follow in order to succeed in making all the parts 
which leave at death go out; and in this case the body enters into 
a cataleptic state. It goes into the state in which it is found when 
one dies. It even becomes very rapidly completely rigid. Well, this 
is something one must learn to do, and it is not very easy; and 
if one wants to do it quite completely, somebody must always be 
there to watch the body so that nothing may happen. One can 
never do it all alone. Somebody must be there to guard the body.

But even if one does all that, that is not quite the experience I am 
speaking about. The experience I am speaking about is still much 
more difficult. Once one has gone out like that and left his body in 
a cataleptic state, one cuts the links. So, one is really dead; that 
is, the heart beats no longer. But as there is still “the life of the 
form”, and it is not through an accident that one has left, as it is 
by an act of will with knowledge and power, one can force one’s 
way back, re-establish the connection and come back forcibly into 
one’s body. It is not a comfortable business—the whole thing is 
difficult. Like that, on paper it seems to be nothing at all. But it is 
not easy.

Usually, when one dies something has happened to the body, you 
know. There is something seriously out of order in the body. But 
still, it is not yet certain that having gone out of one’s body, one 
cannot keep the ability to put what is disturbed back into order 
unless it is something very serious like a stab in the heart or when 
the head’s cut off! That is grave enough but still if the body remains 
intact, if it is only a disequilibrium, it can be re-established.

If the links are broken one dies.
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That, if it is conscious, remains absolutely conscious. It has its 
own independent life, it remains absolutely conscious. Cut off 
or not, that changes nothing in its life. It does not give it more 
consciousness, does not take away any from it—the consciousness 
it has, the knowledge it has, the power it has, these it keeps. One 
who is able to do this does not depend upon the body. That is, in 
order to be conscious, one does not depend at all—at all—upon the 
body. He has an altogether independent consciousness.

Generally, “domain of death” is the name given to a certain region 
of the most material vital into which one is projected at the moment 
one leaves one’s body. The part—how to put it?—of one’s life that’s 
usually the most conscious is projected there at the moment of 
death. Well, that region, that material vital world is very dark, it 
is full of adverse formations having desires at their centre or even 
adverse wills, and these are very, very elemental entities which 
have a very fragmentary life and are like vampires, in the sense 
that they feed on all that is thrown out from human beings. And 
so, at that moment, from the shock of death—for very few die 
without a shock, go out consciously, in full knowledge of the thing, 
there are not many such—usually it is an accident: a last accident; 
well, at that shock of death, those entities rush in upon this, upon 
this vitality that goes out, and feed upon it. So long as a person is 
alive, they cannot touch him. For, you have all had the experience 
of a nightmare in which, when the situation becomes really very 
dangerous, suddenly you wake up—you come back into your body, 
for the body is your protection. In the physical they can do nothing 
to you but when you are completely outside the physical, but if the 
links are broken and you are entirely without a body, well, unless 
you take advantage of special circumstances... as for instance 
when a person is much loved by others who are yet alive; if at 
that moment these people who love him concentrate their thought 
and love on the departed one, he finds a refuge therein, and 
this protects him completely against those entities; but one who 
passes away without anyone’s having a special attachment for 
him—he is like a prey delivered to these forces. And that indeed is 
an experience that’s difficult to bear. They cannot touch anything 
else except what belongs to their own domain, that is, the most 
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material vital—the higher vital escapes them altogether, they can 
do nothing there. And so, this material vital goes out but the other 
remains; and this higher vital is attacked by other dangers, simply 
that. And if it also disappears, the mind remains. But behind all 
this is the psychic being which nothing can touch, which is above 
all possible attacks, and it indeed is free to go where it wants. 
Usually—unless it has a special opportunity and has reached a 
state of complete development—it goes to rest in the psychic 
worlds. There it enters into a kind of beatific contemplation in 
which it remains, and this is an assimilation of all its experiences, 
and when it has finished assimilating them and resting, well, 
it starts preparing to come down again for a new life. That 
being nothing can touch. But so very few are conscious of their 
psychic—of all their physical experiences, all their vital reactions, 
all their mental formations—that is, the body, the character, the 
thought—and with these we have a human being! Well, all that 
cannot persist after death unless it is organised and centralised 
around the psychic being and to the extent it is perfectly unified 
with the psychic. Otherwise all this mixture is dissolved and the 
psychic being alone remains, at times just as a flame, at times as 
a completely conscious being.

This of course is the general law. Now there are bridges, as it 
were, “protected passages” which have been built in the vital world 
in order to cross over all these dangers. There are atmospheres 
which receive people leaving their body, give them shelter, give 
them protection. There are all kinds of other conditions; what I 
have told you just now is the normal state of those who die, of 
ordinary human beings, but as soon as we come to a little higher 
type of humanity, all these conditions change. The general law 
remains unless there is a special higher development within the 
being. There are people with so total a cohesion in their being that 
they no longer depend upon the body—not at all—whether it be 
there or not there.

But all this development does not come about just like that, simply 
by thinking about it from time to time, desiring it still less often 
and forgetting it most of the time — no, it is not like that that it 
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can happen. These are disciplines, I may say, at least as arduous 
as the strictest spiritual disciplines.... Essentially it is for this that 
we are on the earth. Truly speaking, human beings were made 
for this purpose, to do that work, and it is perhaps because they 
refuse to do it that there is so much chaos in the world.

[10 March 1954]

□□□
Let us take a divine spark which, through attraction, through 
affinity and selection, gathers around it a beginning of psychic 
consciousness (this work is already very perceptible in animals. 
It begins in the mineral, it is a little more developed in the 
plant, and in the animal there is a first glimmer of the psychic 
presence). Then there comes a moment when this psychic being 
is sufficiently developed to have an independent consciousness 
and a personal will. And then after innumerable lives more or less 
individualised, it becomes conscious of itself, of its movements 
and of the environment it has chosen for its growth. Arriving at a 
certain state of perception, it decides—generally at the last minute 
of the life it has just finished upon earth—the conditions in which 
its next life will be passed. Here I must tell you a very important 
thing: the psychic being can progress and form itself only in the 
physical life and upon earth. As soon as it leaves a body, it enters 
into a rest which lasts for a more or less long time according to its 
own choice and its degree of development—a rest for assimilation, 
for a passive progress so to say, a rest for passive growth which 
will allow this same psychic being to pass on to new experiences 
and make a more active progress. But after having finished one 
life (which usually ends only when it has done what it wanted to 
do), it will have chosen the environment where it will be born, the 
approximate place where it will be born, the conditions and the 
kind of life in which it will be born, and a very precise programme 
of the experiences through which it will have to pass to be able to 
make the progress it wants to make.

[24 February 1951]



A beautiful and felicitous  
lustre stole

Abolishing the signless emptiness, 
Breaking the vacancy and voiceless hush, 
Piercing the limitless Unknowable, 
Into the liberty of the motionless depths 
A beautiful and felicitous lustre stole, 
Imaged itself in a surprising beam 
And built a golden passage to his heart 
Touching through him all longing sentient things. ||81.4||

A Nature throbbing with a Heart divine 
Was felt in the unconscious universe; 
It made the breath a happy mystery 
And brought a love sustaining pain with joy; 
A love that bore the cross of pain with joy, 
Eudaemonised the sorrow of the world, 
Made happy the weight of long unending Time, 
The secret caught of God’s felicity. ||81.6||

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 joy that beckons from the impossible, 
The Might of all that never yet came down. ||81.23||

Aswapati is going to meet the Divine Mother, she coming out of a 
marvellous realm of the Transcendent, from across the silences of 
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the ultimate Calm. Infinite and absolute, a being of wisdom and 
power and delight, Jnana and Shakti and Ananda, a felicitous lustre 
building a golden passage to his heart, she will fulfil the longings of 
a longing soul. It is that sweetness which will at once dissolve the 
vanity of the cosmic turmoil, abolish the cosmic toil and suffering 
and sorrow and anguish, the blemish of ignorance and death. The 
unconscious universe will throb in her heartbeat, she will make 
the smothered breath a happy mystery, she will relieve the grief 
and the disappointment of the distressed creature; she will affirm 
in life the ecstasy that has remained hidden all this long. She is 
the rapturous Flame of Dynamism, and she is the undying Force, 
she the Mother of all godheads, Aditi, who links the creation to the 
Supreme. In her coming will disappear the ignominy of mortal life, 
of ignorance and death; she is the golden bridge, the wonderful 
Fire, and all Nature dumbly calls to her alone. She is the sun 
from which we kindle all our suns; the suns of truth and joy and 
beauty and strength within us will acquire their splendour from 
her sun. All is gathered in her, and all aims are fulfilled in her. The 
possibilities of the Spirit open out because of her.

□□□
This creation of the divine Creator goddess Aditi speaks forth to 
us, this the all-kings Varuna and Mitra and Aryaman and Bhaga 
become sovereign in existence because of her. The Rishi offers his 
laud to her: “O Divine Fire, thou art Aditi, the indivisible Mother to 
the giver of the sacrifice; thou art Bharati, voice of the offering, 
and thou growest by the word. Thou art Ila of the hundred winters 
wise to discern; O Master of the Treasure, thou art Saraswati who 
slays the python adversary.” He invites her: “Come down to us, O 
Fire, high-kindled, in one chariot with Indra and swiftly journeying 
gods; let Aditi, mother of mighty sons, sit on the sacred grass, let 
the gods, the immortals, take rapture in Swaha.” She is the “One 
whom we adore as the Mother is the divine Conscious Force that 
dominates all existence, one and yet so many-sided that to follow 
her movement is impossible even for the quickest mind and for the 
freest and most vast intelligence.”

□□□
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“According to the Truth of things, in the terms of the Ritam, the 
worlds are brought forth from the divine consciousness, from 
Aditi, goddess of infinite being, mother of the gods, the indivisible 
consciousness, the Light that cannot be impaired imaged by 
the mystic Cow that cannot be slain. In that creation, Varuna 
and Mitra, Aryaman and Bhaga are four effective Puissances. 
Varuna represents the principle of pure and wide being, Sat in 
Sachchidananda; Aryaman represents the light of the divine 
consciousness working as Force; Mitra representing light and 
knowledge, using the principle of Ananda for creation, is Love 
maintaining the law of harmony; Bhaga represents Ananda as the 
creative enjoyment; he takes the delight of the creation, takes the 
delight of all that is created. It is the Maya, the formative wisdom 
of Varuna, of Mitra that disposes multitudinously the light of Aditi 
brought by the Dawn to manifest the worlds.”

[The Secret of the Veda]

□□□
The Mother is One but manifests in the world through her many 
personalities. In the words of Sri Aurobindo:

Four great Aspects of the Mother, four of her leading Powers 
and Personalities have stood in front in her guidance of this 
Universe and in her dealings with the terrestrial play. One is 
her personality of calm wideness and comprehending wisdom 
and tranquil benignity and inexhaustible compassion and 
sovereign and surpassing majesty and all-ruling greatness. 
Another embodies her power of splendid strength and 
irresistible passion, her warrior mood, her overwhelming will, 
her impetuous swiftness and world-shaking force. A third 
is vivid and sweet and wonderful with her deep secret of 
beauty and harmony and fine rhythm, her intricate and subtle 
opulence her compelling attraction and captivating Grace. The 
fourth is equipped with her close and profound capacity of 
intimate knowledge and careful flawless work and quiet and 
exact perfection in all things. Wisdom, Strength, Harmony, 
Perfection are their several attributes and it is these powers 
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that they bring with them into the world, manifest in a human 
disguise in their Vibhutis and shall found in the divine degree 
of their ascension in those who can open their earthly nature 
to the direct and living influence of the Mother.

Sri Aurobindo has revealed that the Mother is also Savitri who has 
descended here “into the Darkness that she may lead it to the 
Light, into the Falsehood and Error that she may convert it to the 
Truth, into this Death that she may turn it to godlike Life, into this 
world-pain and its obstinate sorrow and suffering that she may 
end it in the transforming ecstasy of her sublime Ananda.” She 
has condescended to pass through the portals of the birth that is 
a death:

The Mother not only governs all from above but she descends 
into this lesser triple universe. Impersonally, all things here, 
even the movements of Ignorance, are herself on veiled 
power and her creations in diminished substance, her Nature-
body and Nature-force, and they exist because, moved by the 
mysterious fiat of the Supreme to work out something that 
was there in the possibilities of the Infinite, she has consented 
to the great sacrifice and has put on like a mask the soul and 
forms of the Ignorance. But personally too she has stooped 
to descend here into the darkness that she may lead it to the 
Light, into the Falsehood and Error that she may convert it to 
the Truth, into this Death that she may turn it to godlike Life, 
into this world-pain and its obstinate sorrow and suffering that 
she may end it in the transforming ecstasy of her sublime 
Ananda. In her deep and greater love for her children she 
has consented to put on herself the cloak of this obscurity, 
condescended to bear the attacks and torturing influences 
of the powers of Darkness and the Falsehood, borne to pass 
through the portals of the birth that is a death, taken upon 
herself the pangs and sorrows and sufferings of creation, 
since it seemed that thus alone could it be lifted to the Light 
and Joy and Truth and eternal Life. This is the great sacrifice of 
the Purusha, but much more deeply the holocaust of Prakriti, 
the sacrifice of the Divine Mother.

□□□
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Twelve: that’s the number of Aditi, of Mahashakti. So it applies to 
everything; all her action has twelve aspects. There are also her 
twelve virtues, her twelve powers, her twelve aspects, and then 
her twelve planes of manifestation and many other things that are 
twelve; and the symbol, the number twelve is in itself a symbol. It 
is the symbol of manifestation, double perfection, in essence and 
in manifestation, in the creation.

[10 November 1954]

□□□
The New Testament’s Book of Revelation describes the Woman of 
the Apocalypse: And there appeared a great wonder in heaven; 
a woman clothed with the sun, and the moon under her feet, and 
upon her head a crown of twelve stars. And she being with child 
cried, travailing in birth .... And she brought forth a man child, who 
was to rule all nations with a rod of iron: and her child was caught 
up unto God, and to his throne In Catholic tradition she has been 
identified with the Blessed Virgin Mary, especially in connection 
with the Immaculate Conception. Mary is often pictured with a 
crown or halo of stars.

The Zodiac is an ancient circle of stars were some stars are 
symbolically combined into 12 Star signs also known as 
constellations. The etymology of the term Zodiac comes from 
the Latin zōdiacus, from the Greek ζῳδιακός [κύκλος], meaning 
"[circle] of animals", derived from ζῴδιον, the diminutive of ζῷον 
"animal".

[Wikipedia]

St John, the beloved disciple of Jesus and Mary, was privileged 
to behold a wonderful sign in Heaven: “A woman clothed with 
the sun, and the moon was under her feet, and upon her head a 
crown of twelve stars.” This gave rise to the Crown of Twelve Stars 
devotion which Heaven has blessed with countless favours. St. 
John Berchmans made it his daily favourite.



Beyond the sight, the 
last support of form

Above the imperfect reach of word and thought, 
Beyond the sight, the last support of form, 
Lost in deep tracts of superconscient Light, 
Or voyaging in blank featureless Nothingness, 
Sole in the trackless Incommensurable, 
Or past not-self and self and selflessness, 
Transgressing the dream-shores of conscious mind 
He reached at last his sempiternal base. ||84.3||

Sailing across the measureless oceans is possible only by the 
breath of God, and when it comes Space holding the stars is left 
behind. Then there is only the fathomless below and the unknown 
around. The measured world, the world measured by mind, mind 
the measurer, disappears from view; what word and thought 
cannot reach, or reach with imperfection, all formulations of ours, 
of self and non-self and selflessness, lose their common ordinary 
cognitive sense. Form assumes form only because of sight, a 
sense faculty, of the seeing Mind behind Mind, manas, behind 
which is the comprehending consciousness, samjnāna, projecting 
itself what the object has to reveal to us; indeed it is the eye that 
catches the object. But with the breath of God blowing are reached 
the regions where there is no beginning and there is no end. There 
is no keyed creation, a creation functioning in a specified manner, 
a designed creation. There open out possibilities of the ever-
creative Spirit. When that victory is won a new world takes birth. 
Rapture of beatific energies joins Time to the Timeless.
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Knowledge becoming what it perceives—this is something 
unusual, extraordinary. That is the power of real-idea making real 
what it ideates. That is the awakening of new senses of cognition, 
including the five common senses behind which the main sense 
is mind, manas. Nostrils quiver with celestial fragrances, there 
is the lingering of honey of paradise on the tongue, eyes witness 
forms and objects of marvellous shapes and hues, harmonies from 
larger spheres rush into the calm attentive listening ear, and the 
sense of touch brings closer things that are true and beautiful and 
charming. There is the truth beneath the cosmic surface and there 
are things unknown, but now their voices reach the Yogi who ever 
lives in omniscient silence. The heart seizes them with its power 
of intuition, and the senses that are behind the gross senses hold 
them in their clasp. All that is hidden in the omnipotent Sleep is 
revealed to him.

These are the faculties of the all-powerful Prajna-consciousness, 
luminous Sleep or suṣupti, deriving directly from the supramental 
and they have become operative in Aswapati. The Mind of the 
mind, and the Eye of the eye, and the Ear of the ear are promptly 
alert to receive them.

About the sudden emergence of the spiritual sense and the sense 
perception, tools of cognition have to be developed. These must 
ultimately lend themselves to the knowledge and the power of 
the Unknowable. Our present five senses have come from the 
primary sense which is mind, manas. They become the tools of 
apprehension in the objective world. Kena Upanishad speaks 
of Sight behind our sight and Hearing behind our hearing, not 
in general terms of a Sense behind our sense. But the organs 
pertaining to them, eye and ear, are only taken as typical of the 
senses, and are chosen because they are the highest and subtlest 
of them all. There is also present in the senses in us the nervous 
element. Sri Aurobindo writes:

Mind has generally four necessary functions of which the 
Upanishads speak in the four terms, vijñana, prajñāna, 
samjñāna and ājñāna. Vijnana is the original comprehensive 
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consciousness which holds an image of things in its essence, 
totality and parts and properties; it is the original, spontaneous, 
true and complete view. Prajnana is the consciousness which 
holds an image of things before it as an object with which it 
has to enter into relations and to possess by apprehension 
and analytic and synthetic cognition. Sanjnana is the contact 
of consciousness with an image of things by which there is 
a sensible possession of it in its substance. Ajnana is the 
operation by which consciousness dwells on an image of 
things so as to govern and possess it in power.  And from Sri 
Aurobindo here is something extremely revealing:

… sight and the other senses are not mere results of the 
development of our physical organs in the terrestrial 
evolution. Mind, subconscious in all Matter and evolving in 
Matter, has developed these physical organs in order to apply 
its inherent capacities of sight, hearing, etc. on the physical 
plane by physical means for a physical life; but they are 
inherent capacities and not dependent on the circumstance 
of terrestrial evolution and they can be employed without 
the use of the physical eye, ear, skin, palate. Supposing that 
there are psychical senses which act through a psychical 
body, and we thus explain these psychical phenomena, 
still that action also is only an organisation of the inherent 
functioning of the essential sense, the Sanjnana, which in 
itself can operate without bodily organs. This essential sense 
is the original capacity of consciousness to feel in itself all that 
consciousness has formed and to feel it in all the essential 
properties and operations of that which has form, whether 
represented materially by vibration of sound or images of light 
or any other physical symbol.

It is the mind who is the originator of the sense faculties and 
the sense organs. Quite naturally, these carry the limitations of 
the mental being that we are. But the spiritual endeavour has 
to exceed these, if there has to be in us expansion of cognition 
and knowledge belonging to the higher strata of the manifesting 
spirit. It is first the Sanjnana, the essential sense that must open 
up in us. There has to be first mastery over the Pranic energy in 
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us and in proportion there is the control of the Prana our nervous 
centres or chakras in the subtle physical body of ours there appear 
the powers of the mind and sense and consciousness begin to 
transcend our ordinary experience. We rise above the external 
and surface consciousness towards that which is superconscient 
to us. There is, as Yajnavalkya states, a subliminal condition of 
consciousness which can carry in it communications between 
the physical and the supraphysical worlds. Superconscience or 
omniscient Sleep, suşupti, belongs to them.

This occult-yogic progress is the beginning of the superconscient 
perfections that have yet to appear, a preparation which is now 
present for all that to happen, for the arrival of the supramental 
senses and the vision of the three times, trikāladŗśti. But these 
are the early attainments towards the release of the soul from 
individual as well as cosmic Ignorance, the awakening of the 
divine consciousness in the instrumental nature.

There are sights and each sight can become immortal, each defining 
a form of its own, even form that goes beyond the definition of 
sight. Here is Sri Aurobindo’s sonnet Divine Sight: [26 October 
1939, written even as World War Two had just started.]

Each sight is now immortal with Thy bliss: 
 My soul through the rapt eyes has come to see; 
A veil is rent and they no more can miss 
 The miracle of Thy world-epiphany.

Into an ecstasy of vision caught 
 Each natural object is of Thee a part, 
A rapture-symbol from Thy substance wrought, 
 A poem shaped in Beauty’s living heart,

A master-work of colour and design, 
 A mighty sweetness borne on grandeur’s wings; 
A burdened wonder of significant line 
 Reveals itself in even commonest things.

All forms are Thy dream-dialect of delight, 
O Absolute, O vivid Infinite.
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Pure Sense is a power of the Spirit. Manas or the “sense mind” 
as Sri Aurobindo puts it, pertains to the functioning of the mind 
and is in fact the true sense of our mental cognition. “Manas, 
say our philosophers, is the sixth sense. But we may even say 
that it is the only sense and that the others, vision, hearing, 
touch, smell, taste are merely specialisations of the sense-mind 
which, although it normally uses the sense-organs for the basis 
of its experience, yet exceeds them and is capable of a direct 
experience proper to its own inherent action.” One manifestation 
of this sense mind is our rational thought which is therefore also 
limited by its scope and by the physical organs it employs. There 
are ranges beyond it, intuition for instance, climbing far above 
these dwarfish peaks. When the yogic-spiritual vision opens out, 
the subtler senses awake and suddenly the invisible vistas come 
into view. A perceptive rational mind might kind of get a feel of 
them but to present their findings to the rational mind in any 
analytical manner is always to invite its irrational wrath.

□□□
Let us go to the description of samjñana in The Synthesis of Yoga:

…a fourth action of the supramental consciousness completes 
the various possibilities of the supramental knowledge. This 
still farther accentuates the objectivity of the thing known, 
puts it away from the station of experiencing consciousness 
and again brings it to nearness by a uniting contact effected 
either in a direct nearness, touch, union or less closely across 
the bridge or through the connecting stream of consciousness 
of which there has already been mention. It is a contacting of 
existence, presences, things, forms, forces, activities, but a 
contacting of them in the stuff of the supramental being and 
energy, not in the divisions of matter and through the physical 
instruments, that creates the supramental sense, samjñana. 
It is a little difficult to make the nature of the supramental 
sense understood to a mentality not yet familiar with it by 
enlarged experience, because our idea of sense action is 
governed by the limiting experience of the physical mind and 
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we suppose that the fundamental thing in it is the impression 
made by an external object on the physical organ of sight, 
hearing, smell, touch, taste, and that the business of the 
mind, the present central organ of our consciousness, is only 
to receive the physical impression and its nervous translation 
and so become intelligently conscious of the object. In order 
to understand the supramental change we have to realise 
first that the mind is the only real sense even in the physical 
process: its dependence on the physical impressions is the 
result of the conditions of the material evolution, but not a 
thing fundamental and indispensable. Mind is capable of a 
sight that is independent of the physical eye, a hearing that is 
independent of the physical ear, and so with the action of all 
the other senses. It is capable too of an awareness, operating 
by what appears to us as mental impressions, of things not 
conveyed or even suggested by the agency of the physical 
organs,—an opening to relations, happenings, forms even and 
the action of forces to which the physical organs could not 
have borne evidence. Then, becoming aware of these rarer 
powers, we speak of the mind as a sixth sense; but in fact it 
is the only true sense organ and the rest are no more than its 
outer conveniences and secondary instruments, although by 
its dependence on them they have become its limitations and 
its too imperative and exclusive conveyors. Again we have to 
realise—and this is more difficult to admit for our normal ideas 
in the matter—that the mind itself is only the characteristic 
instrument of sense, but the thing itself, sense in its purity, 
samjñana, exists behind and beyond the mind it uses and is 
a movement of the self, a direct and original activity of the 
infinite power of its consciousness. The pure action of sense is 
a spiritual action and pure sense is itself a power of the spirit.

Aren’t our senses miles and miles if not lightyears away from 
this true sense which alone can bring to us proper underlying 
knowledge about the physical world? But the weird aspect of 
an enthusiast to present the spiritual knowledge and spiritual 
action of the pure sense to what is beyond the rational mind’s 
limited capacity could lead to unacceptable distortions. A clear 
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distinction has to be made between the suprarational and rational 
domains of knowledge. Human urge to understand things is 
perfectly understandable, and it should be there, but it has to 
also develop appropriate keener sharper subtler instruments and 
tools if it desires to acquire that which belongs to the domains 
of the spirit. Our hurry in this matter, of imposing one over the 
other, can be injurious. Any non-recognition of the fundamental 
difference between the two can in fact land us into irreconcilable 
contradictions.

□□□
Actually, for the physical being—note that I say the physical 
being—to be fully developed, it must have twelve senses. It is 
one of these senses which gives you the kind of perception I was 
speaking of. You cannot say that it is taste, smell, hearing, etc., 
but it is something which gives you a very precise impression 
of the difference of quality. And it is very precise, as distinct as 
seeing black and white, it is truly a sense perception.

[19 March 1951]

□□□
We are granted five, aren’t we? In any case, there is another one 
which, precisely, has a relation with consciousness. I don’t know 
if you have ever been told this, but a person who is blind, for 
instance, who does not see, can become aware of an object at 
some distance through a kind of perception which is not touch 
for he does not feel it, which is not vision for he does not see, 
but which is a contact—something that enables him to make a 
contact without hearing, seeing or touching. This is one of the 
most developed senses apart from those we habitually use. There 
is another sense, a sort of sense of proximity: when one comes 
close to a thing, one feels it as if one had contacted it. Another 
sense, which is also physical, puts you in touch with events at a 
great distance; it is a physical sense for it belongs to the physical 
world, it is not purely mental: there is a sensation. Some people 
have a sort of sensation of contact with what is happening at 
a very great distance. You must not forget that in the physical 
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consciousness there are several levels; there is a physical vital and 
a physical mind which are not solely corporeal. Foresight on the 
material plane is also one of the physical senses.... We have, then, 
something that sees at a short distance, something that sees at a 
long distance and something that sees ahead; this already makes 
three. These are a sort of improvement of the senses we have; 
as for instance, hearing at a great distance—there are people who 
can hear noises at a great distance, who can smell at a great 
distance. It is a kind of perfecting of these senses.

[22 March 1951]

□□□
We have deep lines in Savitri speaking of occult senses and organs:

Away from the terrestrial murmur turned 
Where transient calls and answers mix their flood, 
King Aswapathy listened through the ray 
To other sounds than meet the sense-formed ear. ||98.4||

On a subtle interspace which rings our life 
Unlocked were the inner spirit’s trance-closed doors: 
The inaudible strain in Nature could be caught; 
Across this cyclic tramp of eager lives, 
Across the deep urgency of present cares, 
Earth’s wordless hymn to the Ineffable 
Arose from the ardent heart of the cosmic Void; 
He heard the voice repressed of unborn Powers 
Murmuring behind the luminous bars of Time. ||98.5||

□□□
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: 
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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 unalterably 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. ||98.58||

A consciousness of beauty and of bliss, 
A knowledge which became what it perceived, 
Replaced the separated sense and heart 
And drew all Nature into its embrace. ||6.23||

The mind leaned out to meet the hidden worlds. ||6.24||

Air glowed and teemed with marvellous shapes and hues, 
In the nostrils quivered celestial fragrances, 
On the tongue lingered the honey of paradise. ||6.25||

A channel of universal harmony, 
Hearing was a stream of magic audience, 
A bed for occult sounds earth cannot hear. ||6.26||

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 
And sudden ecstasies from a world of bliss. ||6.37||

□□□
In scenes forbidden to our pallid sense 
Amid miraculous scents and wonder-hues 
He met the forms that divinise the sight, 
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To music that can immortalise the mind 
And make the heart wide as infinity 
Listened, and captured the inaudible 
Cadences that awake the occult ear: 
Out of the ineffable hush it hears them come 
Trembling with the beauty of a wordless speech, 
And thoughts too great and deep to find a voice, 
Thoughts whose desire new-makes the universe. ||65.19||

A scale of sense that climbed with fiery feet 
To heights of unimagined happiness, 
Recast his being’s aura in joy-glow, 
His body glimmered like a skyey shell; 
His gates to the world were swept with seas of light. ||65.20||

□□□
The Spirit’s eyes shall look through Nature’s eyes, 
The Spirit’s force shall occupy Nature’s force. ||155.46||

This world shall be God’s visible garden-house, 
The earth shall be a field and camp of God, 
Man shall forget consent to mortality 
And his embodied frail impermanence. ||155.47||

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. ||155.48||

□□□
Here is a scale of sense, from Nature’s eyes to Spirit’s eyes. The 
occult sense of the universe shall get unsealed. But what are these 
senses? how are they formed? and how do they work in us and 
for us as instruments of knowledge and cognition? If mind is the 
original sense, the only real sense, then by what process are other 
faculties produced, faculties of touch, smell, taste, sight, hearing? 
If they are aspects of our mental personality, the question will be: 
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can they become the outlets of the soul? If they do so, then the 
question is: how? In Savitri we have the phrase “sense-formed 
ear”, suggesting that the organs of cognition are the products of 
the senses, that the faculties develop or give rise to the necessary 
instruments; first comes the sense and then the organ. It is not 
the ear that hears, but it is the sense of hearing, behind it the mind 
or manas, that hears which is then understood in mental terms; it 
is that sense which creates the ear, the organ for hearing. The ear 
is only a receiving, a mechanical instrument, with a diaphragm or 
a vibrating disc, which on impingement of pressure waves causes 
the appearance of nervous signals; it is an end product of the 
sense of hearing. First the Spirit brooded over the Purusha and, 
thus brooded, the ears broke forth and from the ears Hearing, 
and from Hearing the regions were born. When the mental being 
arrived, the quarters or the regions became Hearing and entered 
into the ears. This is how the Aitereya Upanishad explains the 
process of formation of the instruments of knowledge, the physical 
organ or instrument coming into existence as a result of the faculty 
of the manifesting spirit.

We shall presently see only the aspect of cognition and not of 
formation which involves the Sankhya working out the details 
through Nature or Prakriti. Sri Aurobindo explains that the 
supermind is a superior instrumentation of the spirit and all the 
operations of our normal consciousness are its limited and inferior 
derivations. But this is a fulfilling power which does not reject the 
possibilities we possess; rather it uplifts them. When we organise 
our mental activity around it we enter into the world of pure 
ideative knowledge. At the higher level this ideative knowledge 
gets transformed into supramental thought, supramental vision, 
the supramental knowledge by identity; it becomes the true jñāna. 
This is knowledge of a superior kind than what is obtained from 
samyama in the Patanjali Yoga. About this knowledge or Vijnana 
he writes that it “takes up our sense action and illumines it even in 
its ordinary field so that we get a true sense of things. But also it 
enables the mind-sense to have a direct perception of the inner as 
well as the outer phenomenon, to feel and receive or perceive, for 
instance, the thoughts, feelings, sensations, the nervous reactions 
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of the object on which it is turned.” Then, in the footnote, he 
says: This power, according to Patanjali, comes by samyama on 
an object; but in the gnosis there is no need of samyama, because 
“this kind of perception is the natural action of the Vijnana.” And, 
then, samyama is “a concentration, directing or dwelling of the 
consciousness, by which one can become aware of all that is in 
the object. But the necessity of concentration becomes slight or 
nil when the active oneness grows; the luminous consciousness of 
the object and its contents becomes more spontaneous, normal, 
facile.”

The thought-action of our mind is constituted of a triple motion: 
Habitual thought-mind basing its ideas upon the data given by the 
senses and by the surface experiences of the nervous and emotional 
being; the pragmatic idea-mind that lifts itself above life and acts 
creatively as a mediator between the idea and the life-power, 
between truth of life and truth of the idea; the pure ideative-mind 
lives in truth of the idea apart from any necessary dependence 
on its value for action and experience. Its preoccupation is with 
knowledge, its whole object to have the delight of ideation. This 
ideative-mind is the highest reach of the intellect acting for itself.

We could perhaps see some examples of the pure ideative mind 
in Plato, Kant, Descartes, Einstein; of the pragmatic idea-mind 
in Aristotle, Newton, Karl Marx, Rutherford, Niels Bohr of the 
recent years; there are plenty of people with the habitual thought-
mind, with a kind of horse-sense, who are successful in life, like 
Henry Ford, Bill Gates, even fine academic theoreticians such as 
Adam Smith, Chomsky, Hawking, with most of the present-day 
professionals in various fields, including management gurus and 
Nobel scientists falling more or less in this category. But people 
like Tagore, Vivekananda, even Gorbachev, belong to another 
category where the touch of the higher mind climbing to the world 
of intuition is perceptibly active.

But our real difficulty is to combine these three movements of 
the intelligence, the movements of the habitual thought-mind, the 
pragmatic idea-mind, and the pure ideative-mind. Thus the pure 
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ideative mentality of Einstein was absorbed in the construction 
of an abstract system for the hard physical world around us, and 
he was happy with it, with his idea-system bothering, we might 
say, least about experimentation and verification, the laboratory 
tests; in fact, he considered it to be the crudeness of our mind 
to impose the condition of experimental verification if the idea 
is fundamentally logical and sound, intrinsically correct, that one 
should want to apply the test of experimental verification. For him 
internal consistency of formulation rather than observation was 
enough; he went even to the extent of saying that if an idea is 
genuine, then it must be also observationally correct; that want 
of laboratory verification today is no proof for its incorrectness. 
Bohr insisted on the empirical foundation. But this is a deep and 
harsh dichotomy which cannot be resolved by remaining in the 
world of thought alone. Perhaps it is here that the pragmatic 
idea-mind must prevail, keeping itself open to the other which 
might materialise in the course of long or short development, that 
it might acquire meaning or sense with the advance of human 
thought.

Until then any conclusion about human destinies based on such 
provisionality must be taken with great caution. It will be always 
subject to revision, lacking the certitude of a higher mode of 
knowledge. The truest certitude can come only from Vijnan.

In the House of Perfection one doesn’t resolve the issues,—if at 
all they could arise—in the analytical-discursive way. There is the 
idea-force and there is the truth-force, both ‘understanding’ each 
other well, in perfect harmony with each other. If in a particular 
case one stands out more prominently than the other, the other 
is also present without any diminution in the background. The 
problem or difficulty arises in the lower manifestation. The 
new creation established in the House of the Spirit, poised for 
manifestation, will be free of it.

□□□
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Here is the sight of a blind man but not the soul’s revealing 
contacts:

His poring eyes miss the unseen behind. ||124.35||

He has the blind man’s subtle unerring touch 
Or the slow traveller’s sight of distant scenes; 
The soul’s revealing contacts are not his. ||124.36||

Yet is he visited by intuitive light 
And inspiration comes from the Unknown; 
But only reason and sense he feels as sure, 
They only are his trusted witnesses. ||124.37||

□□□
Each thing has its method. But the primary method is to want 
it, to make a decision. Then you are given a description of all 
these senses and how they function—that’s a lengthy process. You 
choose one sense (or several), perhaps the one for which you have 
the greatest initial aptitude, and you decide. Then you follow the 
discipline. It’s similar to doing exercises for developing muscles. 
You can even manage to create willpower in yourself.

For the subtler senses, the method is to create an exact image of 
what you want, make contact with the corresponding vibration and 
then concentrate and practice. For instance, you practice seeing 
through an object, or hearing through a sound333 or seeing at a 
distance. As an example, I was once bedridden for several months, 
which I found quite boring—I wanted to see. I was staying in one 
room and beyond that room was another little room and after that 
a sort of bridge; in the middle of the garden the bridge changed 
into a stairway going down into a very spacious and beautiful studio 
built in the middle of the garden.334 I wanted to go see what 
was happening in the studio—I was bored stiff in my room! So I 
stayed very still, shut my eyes and gradually, gradually sent out 
my consciousness. I did the exercise regularly, day after day, at a 
set hour. You begin with your imagination, and then it becomes a 
fact. After a while, I distinctly sensed my vision physically moving: 
I followed it and saw things going on downstairs I knew absolutely 



Running through Savitri 314

nothing about. I would verify it in the evening, asking, “Did it 
happen like this? Was that how it was?”

But each of these things must be practiced for months, patiently, 
almost stubbornly. You take the senses one after another: hearing, 
sight, and eventually even the subtle aspects of taste, smell and 
touch.

[27 February 1962]

□□□
There is a series of instruments of knowledge: physical instruments 
of observation in the scientific sense, such as microscopes, 
telescopes, modern accelerators; physical organs of contact, 
eye-ear-taste-smell-touch; behind them is manas, mind as the 
true sense; finally sense in its purity Sanjnana exists behind and 
beyond mind.

Kena Upanishad speaks of Sight behind our sight and Hearing 
behind our hearing, not in general terms of the Sense behind our 
sense. It starts with a series of questions and straightaway asserts 
a few things:

 1. By whom missioned falls the mind shot to its mark? By whom 
yoked moves the first life-breath forward on its paths? By 
whom impelled is this word that men speak? What god set 
eye and ear to their workings?

 2. That which is hearing of our hearing, mind of our mind, 
speech of our speech, that too is life of our life-breath and 
sight of our sight. The wise are released beyond and they 
pass from this world and become immortal.

 3. There sight travels not, nor speech, nor the mind. We know 
It not nor can distinguish how one should teach of It: for It 
is other than the known; It is there above the unknown. It 
is so we have heard from men of old who declared That to 
our understanding.
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 4. That which is unexpressed by the word, that by which the 
word is expressed, know That to be the Brahman and not 
this which men follow after here.

 5. That which thinks not by the mind, that by which the mind 
is thought, know That to be the Brahman and not this which 
men follow after here.

 6. That which sees not with the eye, that by which one sees 
the eye’s seeings, know That to be the Brahman and not this 
which men follow after here.

 7. That which hears not with the ear, that by which the ear’s 
hearing is heard, know That to be the Brahman and not this 
which men follow after here.

 8. That which breathes not with the breath, that by which the 
life-breath is led forward in its paths, know That to be the 
Brahman and not this which men follow after here.

□□□
Sri Aurobindo’s commentary is reproduced in the following:

Mind was called by Indian psychologists the eleventh and 
ranks as the supreme sense. In the ancient arrangement 
of the senses, five of knowledge and five of action, it was 
the sixth of the organs of knowledge and at the same time 
the sixth of the organs of action. It is a commonplace of 
psychology that the effective functioning of the senses of 
knowledge is inoperative without the assistance of the mind; 
the eye may see, the ear may hear, all the senses may act, but 
if the mind pays no attention, the man has not heard, seen, 
felt, touched or tasted. Similarly, according to psychology, the 
organs of action act only by the force of the mind operating 
as will or, physiologically, by the reactive nervous force from 
the brain which must be according to materialistic notions 
the true self and essence of all will. In any case, the senses 
or all senses, if there are other than the ten,—according to 
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a text in the Upanishad there should be at least fourteen, 
seven and seven,—all senses appear to be only organisations, 
functionings, instrumentations of the mind-consciousness, 
devices which it has formed in the course of its evolution in 
living Matter.

□□□
Modern psychology has extended our knowledge and has admitted 
us to a truth which the ancients already knew but expressed in 
other language. It turns out that the conscious operation of mind 
is only a surface action. There is a much vaster and more potent 
subconscious mind which loses nothing of what the senses bring 
to it; it keeps all its wealth in an inexhaustible store of memory, 
akşītam śravah. The surface mind may pay no attention, still 
the subconscious mind attends, receives, treasures up with an 
infallible accuracy. The illiterate servant-girl hears daily her 
master reciting Hebrew in his study; the surface mind pays no 
attention to the unintelligible gibberish, but the subconscious 
mind hears, remembers and, when in an abnormal condition it 
comes up to the surface, reproduces those learned recitations 
with a portentous accuracy which the most correct and retentive 
scholar might envy. The man or mind has not heard because he 
did not attend; the greater man or mind within has heard because 
he always attends, or rather sub-tends, with an infinite capacity. 
So too a man put under an anaesthetic and operated upon has felt 
nothing; but release his subconscious mind by hypnosis and he will 
relate accurately every detail of the operation and its appropriate 
sufferings; for the stupor of the physical sense-organ could not 
prevent the larger mind within from observing and feeling.

Similarly we know that a large part of our physical action is 
instinctive and directed not by the surface but by the subconscious 
mind. And we know now that it is a mind that acts and not merely 
an ignorant nervous reaction from the brute physical brain. The 
subconscious mind in the catering insect knows the anatomy of 
the victim it intends to immobilise and make food for its young 
and it directs the sting accordingly, as unerringly as the most 
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skilful surgeon, provided the mere limited surface mind with its 
groping and faltering nervous action does not get in the way and 
falsify the inner knowledge or the inner will-force. These examples 
point us to truths which western psychology, hampered by past 
ignorance posing as scientific orthodoxy, still ignores or refuses 
to acknowledge. The Upanishads declare that the Mind in us is 
infinite; it knows not only what has been seen but what has not 
been seen, not only what has been heard but what has not been 
heard, not only what has been discriminated by the thought but 
what has not been discriminated by the thought. Let us say, then, 
in the tongue of our modern knowledge that the surface man in 
us is limited by his physical experiences; he knows only what his 
nervous life in the body brings to his embodied mind; and even of 
those bringings he knows, he can retain and utilise only so much 
as his surface mind-sense attends to and consciously remembers; 
but there is a larger subliminal consciousness within him which is 
not thus limited. That consciousness senses what has not been 
sensed by the surface mind and its organs and knows what the 
surface mind has not learned by its acquisitive thought. That in the 
insect knows the anatomy of its victim; that in the man outwardly 
insensible not only feels and remembers the action of the surgeon’s 
knife, but knows the appropriate reactions of suffering which were 
in the physical body inhibited by the anaesthetic and therefore 
non-existent; that in the illiterate servant-girl heard and retained 
accurately the words of an unknown language and could, as Yogic 
experience knows, by a higher action of itself understand those 
superficially unintelligible sounds.

To use the Vedantic words, there is a vaster action of the Sanjnana 
which is not limited by the action of the physical sense-organs; 
it was this which sensed perfectly and made its own through the 
ear the words of the unknown language, through the touch the 
movements of the unfelt surgeon’s knife, through the sense-mind 
or sixth sense the exact location of the centres of locomotion in 
the victim insect. There is also associated with it a corresponding 
vaster action of Prajnana, Ajnana and Vijnana not limited by the 
smaller apprehensive and comprehensive faculties of the external 
mind. It is this vaster Prajnana which perceived the proper relation 
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of the words to each other, of the movement of the knife to the 
unfelt suffering of the nerves and of the successive relation in 
space of the articulations in the insect’s body. Such perception 
was inherent in the right reproduction of the words, the right 
narration of the sufferings, the right successive action of the sting. 
The Ajnana or Knowledge-Will originating all these actions was 
also vaster, not limited by the faltering force that governs the 
operations directed by the surface mind. And although in these 
examples the action of the vaster Vijnana is not so apparent, yet 
it was evidently there working through them and ensuring their 
co-ordination.

But at present it is the Sanjnana that we are concerned with. Here 
we should note, first of all, that there is an action of the sense-
mind which is superior to the particular action of the senses and 
is aware of things even without imaging them in forms of sight, 
sound, contact, but which also as a sort of subordinate operation, 
subordinate but necessary to completeness of presentation, does 
image in these forms. This is evident in psychical phenomena. 
Those who have carried the study and experimentation of them to 
a certain extent, have found that we can sense things known only 
to the minds of others, things that exist only at a great distance, 
things that belong to another plane than the terrestrial but have 
here their effects; we can both sense them in their images and 
also feel, as it were, all that they are without any definite image 
proper to the five senses.

This shows, in the first place, that sight and the other senses 
are not mere results of the development of our physical organs 
in the terrestrial evolution. Mind, subconscious in all Matter 
and evolving in Matter, has developed these physical organs in 
order to apply its inherent capacities of sight, hearing etc., on 
the physical plane by physical means for a physical life; but they 
are inherent capacities and not dependent on the circumstance 
of terrestrial evolution and they can be employed without the use 
of the physical eye, ear, skin, palate. Supposing that there are 
psychical senses which act through a psychical body, and we thus 
explain these psychical phenomena, still that action also is only 
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an organisation of the inherent functioning of the essential sense, 
the Sanjnana, which in itself can operate without bodily organs. 
This essential sense is the original capacity of consciousness to 
feel in itself all that consciousness has formed and to feel it in all 
the essential properties and operations of that which has form, 
whether represented materially by vibration of sound or images of 
light or any other physical symbol.

The trend of knowledge leads more and more to the conclusion 
that not only are the properties of form, even the most obvious 
such as colour, light etc., merely operations of Force, but form 
itself is only an operation of Force. This Force again proves to be 
self-power of conscious-being in a state of energy and activity. 
Practically, therefore, all form is only an operation of consciousness 
impressing itself with presentations of its own workings. We see 
colour because that is the presentation which consciousness makes 
to itself of one of its own operations; but colour is only an operation 
of Force working in the form of Light, and Light again is only a 
movement, that is to say an operation of Force. The question is 
what is essential to this operation of Force taking on itself the 
presentation of form? For it is this that must determine the working 
of Sanjnana or Sense on whatever plane it may operate.

Everything begins with vibration or movement, the original 
kshobha or disturbance. If there is no movement of the conscious 
being, it can only know its own pure static existence. Without 
vibration or movement of being in consciousness there can be 
no act of knowledge and therefore no sense; without vibration 
or movement of being in force there can be no object of sense. 
Movement of conscious being as knowledge becoming sensible 
of itself as movement of force, in other words the knowledge 
separating itself from its own working to watch that and take it 
into itself again by feeling,—this is the basis of universal Sanjnana. 
This is true both of our internal and external operations. I become 
anger by a vibration of conscious force acting as nervous emotion 
and I feel the anger that I have become by another movement 
of conscious force acting as light of knowledge. I am conscious 
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of my body because I have myself become the body; that same 
force of conscious being which has made this form of itself, 
this presentation of its workings knows it in that form, in that 
presentation. I can know nothing except what I myself am; if I 
know others, it is because they also are myself, because my self 
has assumed these apparently alien presentations as well as that 
which is nearest to my own mental centre.

All sensation, all action of sense is thus the same in essence whether 
external or internal, physical or psychical. But this vibration of 
conscious being is presented to itself by various forms of sense 
which answer to the successive operations of movement in its 
assumption of form. For first we have intensity of vibration creating 
regular rhythm which is the basis or constituent of all creative 
formation; secondly, contact or intermiscence of the movements 
of conscious being which constitute the rhythm; thirdly, definition 
of the grouping of movements which are in contact, their shape; 
fourthly, the constant welling up of the essential force to support 
in its continuity the movement that has been thus defined; fifthly, 
the actual enforcement and compression of the force in its own 
movement which maintains the form that has been assumed. In 
Matter these five constituent operations are said by the Sankhyas 
to represent themselves as five elemental conditions of substance, 
the etheric, atmospheric, igneous, liquid and solid; and the rhythm 
of vibration is seen by them as shabda, sound, the basis of hearing, 
the intermiscence as contact, the basis of touch, the definition as 
shape, the basis of sight, the upflow of force as rasa, sap, the basis 
of taste, and the discharge of the atomic compression as gandha, 
odour, the basis of smell. It is true that this is only predicated of 
pure or subtle Matter; the physical matter of our world being a 
mixed operation of force, these five elemental states are not found 
there separately except in a very modified form. But all these are 
only the physical workings or symbols. Essentially all formation, 
to the most subtle and most beyond our senses such as form of 
mind, form of character, form of soul, amount when scrutinised to 
this fivefold operation of conscious-force in movement.
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All these operations, then, the Sanjnana or essential sense must 
be able to seize, to make its own by that union in knowledge 
of knower and object which is peculiar to itself. Its sense of the 
rhythm or intensity of the vibrations which contain in themselves 
all the meaning of the form, will be the basis of the essential 
hearing of which our apprehension of physical sound or the spoken 
word is only the most outward result; so also its sense of the 
contact or intermiscence of conscious force with conscious force 
must be the basis of the essential touch; its sense of the definition 
or form of force must be the basis of the essential sight; its sense 
of the upflow of essential being in the form, that which is the 
secret of its self-delight, must be the basis of the essential taste; 
its sense of the compression of force and the self-discharge of 
its essence of being must be the basis of the essential inhalation 
grossly represented in physical substance by the sense of smell. On 
whatever plane, to whatever kind of formation these essentialities 
of sense will apply themselves and on each they will seek an 
appropriate organisation, an appropriate functioning.

This various sense will, it is obvious, be in the highest 
consciousness a complex unity, just as we have seen that there 
the various operation of knowledge is also a complex unity. Even 
if we examine the physical senses, say, the sense of hearing, if we 
observe how the underlying mind receives their action, we shall 
see that in their essence all the senses are in each other. That 
mind is not only aware of the vibration which we call sound; it is 
aware also of the contact and interchange between the force in the 
sound and the nervous force in us with which that intermixes; it 
is aware of the definition or form of the sound and of the complex 
contacts or relations which make up the form; it is aware of 
the essence or outwelling conscious force which constitutes and 
maintains the sound and prolongs its vibrations in our nervous 
being; it is aware of our own nervous inhalation of the vibratory 
discharge proceeding from the compression of force which makes, 
so to speak, the solidity of the sound. All these sensations enter 
into the sensitive reception and joy of music which is the highest 
physical form of this operation of force,—they constitute our 
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physical sensitiveness to it and the joy of our nervous being in 
it; diminish one of them and the joy and the sensitiveness are to 
that extent dulled. Much more must there be this complex unity 
in a higher than the physical consciousness and most of all must 
there be unity in the highest. But the essential sense must be 
capable also of seizing the secret essence of all conscious being in 
action, in itself and not only through the results of the operation; 
its appreciation of these results can be nothing more than itself an 
outcome of this deeper sense which it has of the essence of the 
Thing behind its appearances.

If we consider these things thus subtly in the light of our own 
deeper psychology and pursue them beyond the physical 
appearances by which they are covered, we shall get to some 
intellectual conception of the sense behind our senses or rather 
the Sense of our senses, the Sight of our sight and the Hearing of 
our hearing. The Brahman-consciousness of which the Upanishad 
speaks is not the Absolute withdrawn into itself, but that Absolute 
in its outlook on the relative; it is the Lord, the Master-Soul, the 
governing Transcendent and All, He who constitutes and controls 
the action of the gods on the different planes of our being.

Since it constitutes them, all our workings can be no more than 
psychical and physical results and representations of something 
essential proper to its supreme creative outlook, our sense a 
shadow of the divine Sense, our sight of the divine Sight, our 
hearing of the divine Hearing. Nor is that divine Sight and Hearing 
limited to things physical, but extend themselves to all forms and 
operations of conscious being.

The supreme Consciousness does not depend on what we call sight 
and hearing for its own essential seeing and audition. It operates 
by a supreme Sense, creative and comprehensive, of which our 
physical and psychical sight and hearing are external results and 
partial operations. Neither is it ignorant of these, nor excludes 
them; for since it constitutes and controls, it must be aware of 
them but from a supreme plane, param dhāma, which includes 
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all in its view; for its original action is that highest movement 
of Vishnu which, the Veda tells us, the seers behold like an eye 
extended in heaven. It is that by which the soul sees its seeings 
and hears its hearings; but all sense only assumes its true value 
and attains to its absolute, its immortal reality when we cease 
to pursue the satisfactions of the mere external and physical 
senses and go beyond even the psychical being to this spiritual or 
essential which is the source and fountain, the knower, constituent 
and true valuer of all the rest.

This spiritual sense of things, secret and superconscient in us, 
alone gives their being, worth and reality to the psychical and 
physical sense; in themselves they have none. When we attain 
to it, these inferior operations are as it were taken up into it and 
the whole world and everything in it changes to us and takes on a 
different and a non-material value. That Master-consciousness in 
us senses our sensations of objects, sees our seeings, hears our 
hearings no longer for the benefit of the senses and their desires, 
but with the embrace of the self-existent Bliss which has no cause, 
beginning or end, eternal in its own immortality.

If these aspects are not there in a work presenting Sri Aurobindo 
then it becomes a farce, a terrible absurdity. This is precisely 
what The Lives of Sri Aurobindo by Peter Heehs is—a regrettable 
disgrace and travesty if not silliness. And the strange thing is, a 
prestigious  educational institution like the US Columbia University 
Press should have found it all right to publish it. It looks that they 
had kept their critical attention shut even from standard academic 
refereeing approaches. What is important to convey to the rational 
mind is, there are finer and keener instruments of knowledge, 
swifter and surer also, than just the reasoning faculty even of the 
best developed human intellectual faculty. These are the authentic 
human potentials and the urge has to be to develop them in the 
richness of the spirit’s powers eagerly waiting to come into the 
operative play, in the expression of unfolding verities of truth and 
life and joy.



White vasts were seen where 
all is wrapped in all

Incalculable outflowing infinitudes 
Laughing out an unmeasured happiness 
Lived their innumerable unity; 
Worlds where the being is unbound and wide 
Bodied unthinkably the egoless Self, 
Rapture of beatific energies 
Joined Time to the Timeless, poles of a single joy; 
White vasts were seen where all is wrapped in all. ||85.6||

There Oneness was not tied to monotone; 
It showed a thousand aspects of itself, 
Its luminous immutable stability 
Upbore on a changeless ground for ever safe, 
Compelled to a spontaneous servitude, 
The ever-changing incalculable steps, 
The seeming-reckless dance’s subtle plan 
Of immense world-forces in their perfect play. ||85.11||

The gods were not yet born and there was the wide immortal 
hush; in it the universal Force awaited the decree of the veiled 
Transcendent, of the Non-Manifest Absolute. Then suddenly the 
fourfold Goddess of Light and Bliss and Power and Love, Prakash-
Ananda-Shakti-Prema, held all beings in her vast single embrace. 
There was oneness everywhere, the same Divine pervading all, 
in every aspect of the creation. It is in this oneness, and in that 
tremendous clasp, the Spirit’s victory was won. Out of it arose a 
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new and marvellous creation. Infinitude of every kind rushed in 
every direction yet they all in the inalienable unity of each and 
all. Divisions were not there; it was the Impersonal in persons 
and in figures. But that Oneness could be a monotonous oneness. 
Everything looked back to the truth that was behind them, the 
digits of the One. All Nature was a conscious front of God. To be a 
part of this new world is an exceptional privilege where a million 
wills work in harmony with one Will. That spiritual experience 
has to become the foundation of happenings in the terrestrial 
possibilities. If the earth has a future that must become a reality 
here. But who can make it real if not that Goddess herself, she born 
here, she accepting the mortal birth? She must pass through the 
portals of the birth that is a death. She comes to do the immortal 
work of Surya Savitri. She comes as his daughter. But what is the 
immortal work?

O Bliss who ever dwellst deep hid within …

Incarnate the white passion of thy force, 
Mission to earth some living form of thee. ||90.37||

Pack with the eternal might one human hour 
And with one gesture change all future time. ||90.40||

Let a great word be spoken from the heights 
And one great act unlock the doors of Fate. ||90.41||

□□□
Four great deities constantly appear in the Veda as closely allied in 
their nature and in their action, Varuna, Mitra, Bhaga, Aryaman. 
Varuna and Mitra are continually coupled together in the thoughts 
of the Rishis; sometimes a trio appears together, Varuna, Mitra 
and Bhaga or Varuna, Mitra and Aryaman. ... In them that peculiar 
feature of the Vedic gods, their essential oneness even in the play 
of their different personalities and functions, comes prominently to 
light. Not only are the four closely associated among themselves, 
but they seem to partake of each other’s nature and attributes, 
and all are evidently emanations of Surya Savitri, the divine being 
in his creative and illuminative solar form.
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Surya Savitri is the Creator. According to the Truth of things, in 
the terms of the Ritam, the worlds are brought forth from the 
divine consciousness, from Aditi, goddess of infinite being, mother 
of the gods, the indivisible consciousness, the Light that cannot 
be impaired imaged by the mystic Cow that cannot be slain. In 
that creation, Varuna and Mitra, Aryaman and Bhaga are four 
effective Puissances. Varuna represents the principle of pure and 
wide being, Sat in Sachchidananda; Aryaman represents the light 
of the divine consciousness working as Force; Mitra representing 
light and knowledge, using the principle of Ananda for creation, is 
Love maintaining the law of harmony; Bhaga represents Ananda 
as the creative enjoyment; he takes the delight of the creation, 
takes the delight of all that is created. It is the Maya, the formative 
wisdom of Varuna, of Mitra that disposes multitudinously the light 
of Aditi brought by the Dawn to manifest the worlds.”

[The Secret of the Veda]



Accepting bliss as the 
sole cause of things

In the centre of its vast and fateful trance 
Half way between his free and fallen selves, 
Interceding twixt God’s day and the mortal’s night, 
Accepting worship as its single law, 
Accepting bliss as the sole cause of things, 
Refusing the austere joy which none can share, 
Refusing the calm that lives for calm alone, 
To her it turned for whom it willed to be. ||88.11||

Aswapati knows why his soul entered into earth’s grim and 
passionate obscurity, why it concealed its omniscience, its 
omnipotence, it accepted error and sorrow and death and pain of 
this world, why it pays ransom of the ignorant Night, the Yogi’s 
ransom, what the Night demands as her rightful price, that by its 
substance is redeemed the fall of Nature. He was at once wide and 
free above, but struggling and bound here. His heart absorbed 
in mystical adoration turned to its fountain of light and love. In 
its silent appeal it looked up, and there rose a yearning from the 
depths. It turned to her for whom it willed to be. Every part of 
his asked her coming for earth and men. This is the fiery point 
that called her now. A voiceless prayer is sent to the Unknown, 
and there is the expectancy all around, of her coming; there is, in 
response to it, a sacred stir. A sound comes like a loved footfall. 
An influence approaches the mortal range.

□□□
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What is the nature of the suffering and pain the Divine Mother 
feels for her children—the Divine Mother in Savitri? Here explains 
the Mother:

It is because she participates in their nature. She has 
descended upon earth to participate in their nature. Because 
if she did not participate in their nature, she could not lead 
them farther. If she remained in her supreme consciousness 
where there is no suffering, in her supreme knowledge and 
consciousness, she could not have any contact with human 
beings. And it is for this that she is obliged to take on the 
human consciousness and form, it is to be able to enter into 
contact with them. Only, she does not forget: she has adopted 
their consciousness but she remains in relation with her own 
real, supreme consciousness. And thus, by joining the two, she 
can make those who are in that other consciousness progress. 
But if she did not adopt their consciousness, if she did not 
suffer with their sorrow, she could not help them. Hers is not 
a suffering of ignorance: it is a suffering through identity. It 
is because she has accepted to have the same vibrations as 
they, in order to be able to enter into contact with them and 
pull them out of the state they are in. If she did not enter into 
contact with them, she would not be felt at all or no one could 
bear her radiance.... This has been said in all kinds of forms, 
in all kinds of religions, and they have spoken very often of 
the divine Sacrifice, but from a certain point of view it is true. 
It is a voluntary sacrifice, but it is true: giving up a state of 
perfect consciousness, perfect bliss, perfect power in order to 
accept the state of ignorance of the outer world so as to pull 
it out of that ignorance. If this state were not accepted, there 
would be no contact with it. No relation would be possible. And 
this is the reason of the incarnations. Otherwise, there would 
be no necessity. If the divine consciousness and divine force 
could work directly from the place or state of their perfection, 
if they could work directly on matter and transform it, there 
would be no need to take a body like man’s. It would have 
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been enough to act from the world of Truth with the perfect 
consciousness and upon consciousness. In fact that acts 
perhaps but so slowly that when there is this effort to make 
the world progress, make it go forward more rapidly, well, it 
is necessary to take on human nature. By taking the human 
body, one is obliged to take on human nature, partially. Only, 
instead of losing one’s consciousness and losing contact with 
the Truth, one keeps this consciousness and this Truth, and it 
is by joining the two that one can create exactly this kind of 
alchemy of transformation. But if one did not touch matter, 
one could do nothing for it.

[9 December 1953]

□□□
O beloved children, unhappy and ignorant, O thou, rebellious and 
violent Nature, open your hearts, calm your forces, for here comes 
the sweet omnipotence of Love, here is the pure radiance of the 
light that penetrates you. This human hour, this earthly hour is 
beautiful over all other hours. Let each and all know it and rejoice 
in the plenitude that is given.

O sorrowful hearts and careworn brows, foolish obscurity and 
ignorant ill-will, let your anguish be calmed and effaced.

Lo, the splendour of the new word arrives: “Here am I.”

[9 June 1914]



Assailed on earth and  
unassured of heaven

Assailed on earth and unassured of heaven, 
Descended here unhappy and sublime, 
A link between the demigod and the beast, 
He knows not his own greatness nor his aim; 
He has forgotten why he has come and whence; 
His spirit and his members are at war; 
His heights break off too low to reach the skies, 
His mass is buried in the animal mire. ||89.31||

An inert Soul and a somnambulist Force 
Have made a world estranged from life and thought; 
The Dragon of the dark foundations keeps 
Unalterable the law of Chance and Death; 
On his long way through Time and Circumstance 
The grey-hued riddling nether shadow-Sphinx, 
Her dreadful paws upon the swallowing sands, 
Awaits him armed with the soul-slaying word: 
Across his path sits the dim camp of Night. ||89.29||

Should the pace of evolution be hastened, raced, or should it be 
allowed to follow its own natural course, its own natural movement, 
its process though slow it may be? There are unknown dangers and 
it will be part of practical wisdom not to force the issue anywhere, 
in any way. The somnambulist Prakriti or Nature and the inert 
Soul are at constant work but their gains are unavailing; she is a 
sleep-walker and knows not where she is going, what she is going 
to achieve, realize, and he lies quiescent, unconcerned with all the 
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thousand happenings and occurrences and activities of hers. The 
result is, the Dragon of the Dark Foundations maintains the Law 
of Chance and Death, upholds it firmly in its place. There is the 
constant riddle then, and man has to face it at the very beginning 
of his journey into the Unknown. If he fails to answer it, the grey-
hued shadow-Sphinx is going to immediately pounce upon him 
and swallow him. The soul-slaying word will cause all destruction. 
He has need of darkness to perceive light, of sorrow to embrace 
happiness, of death to live, need to find greater life. It is through 
it he moves, through darkness, accepting grief and death.

□□□
Sea-vast, trailing the azure hem of his clamorous waters, 
Blue-lidded, maned with the Night, Poseidon smote for the future, 
Earth-shaker who with his trident releases the coils of the Dragon, 
Freeing the forces unborn that are locked in the caverns of Nature.

Calm and unmoved, upholding the Word that is Fate and the order 
Fixed in the sight of a Will foreknowing and silent and changeless, 
Hera sent by Zeus and Athene lifting his aegis 
Guarded the hidden decree. But for Ilion, loud as the surges, 
Ares impetuous called to the fire in men’s hearts, and his 
passion 
Woke in the shadowy depths the forms of the Titan and demon; 
Dumb and coerced by the grip of the gods in the abyss of the 
being, 
Formidable, veiled they sit in the grey subconscient darkness 
Watching the sleep of the snake-haired Erinnys.

[Ilion]

□□□
Thou hast subjected me to a hard discipline; rung after rung, I 
have climbed the ladder which leads to Thee and, at the summit 
of the ascent, Thou hast made me taste the perfect joy of identity 
with Thee. Then, obedient to Thy command, rung after rung, I have 
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descended to outer activities and external states of consciousness, 
re-entering into contact with these worlds that I left to discover 
Thee. And now that I have come back to the bottom of the ladder, 
all is so dull, so mediocre, so neutral, in me and around me, that 
I understand no more. …

What is it then that Thou awaitest from me, and to what use 
that slow long preparation, if all is to end in a result to which the 
majority of human beings attain without being subjected to any 
discipline?

How is it possible that having seen all that I have seen, experienced 
all that I have experienced, after I have been led up even to the 
most sacred sanctuary of Thy knowledge and communion with 
Thee, Thou hast made of me so utterly common an instrument 
in such ordinary circumstances? In truth, O Lord, Thy ends are 
unfathomable and pass my understanding. …

Why, when Thou hast placed in my heart the pure diamond of Thy 
perfect Felicity, sufferest Thou its surface to reflect the shadows 
which come from outside and so leave unsuspected and, it would 
seem, ineffective the treasure of Peace Thou hast granted me? 
Truly all this is a mystery and confounds my understanding.

Why, when Thou hast given me this great inner silence, sufferest 
Thou the tongue to be so active and the thought to be occupied 
with things so futile? Why? … I could go on questioning indefinitely 
and, to all likelihood, always in vain. …

I have only to bow to Thy decree and accept my condition without 
uttering a word.

I am now only a spectator who watches the dragon of the world 
unrolling its coils without end.

The Mother narrates the story of Ahurin: “… Some time later, 
the boatman brought another young man named Ahrun to see 
Gushtasp. Ahrun wished to marry the third daughter of the king, 
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but first he had to kill a dragon. Gushtasp promised that he would 
accomplish this new feat. He took some knives and made them 
into a ball bristling with sharp points. Then he set out on his quest 
and found the dragon with fiery breath. He shot many arrows at 
the body of the monster, leaping from side to side to avoid its 
claws. Then he fastened the ball of knives to the end of a pike 
and thrust it down the dragon’s throat. The dragon closed its jaws 
and fell. Then the prince dispatched it with his sword. Thus Ahrun 
married the third daughter of the king.”

[Tokio: 24 September 1917]

□□□
Some time later, the boatman brought another young man named 
Ahrun to see Gushtasp. Ahrun wished to marry the third daughter 
of the king, but first he had to kill a dragon. Gushtasp promised 
that he would accomplish this new feat.

He took some knives and made them into a ball bristling with 
sharp points. Then he set out on his quest and found the dragon 
with fiery breath. He shot many arrows at the body of the monster, 
leaping from side to side to avoid its claws. Then he fastened 
the ball of knives to the end of a pike and thrust it down the 
dragon’s throat. The dragon closed its jaws and fell. Then the 
prince dispatched it with his sword.

Thus Ahrun married the third daughter of the king.

[Self-Reliance: Tales of all Times, The Mother]

□□□
The mystic Dragon of the Foundations

All this action and struggle and ascension is supported by Heaven 
our Father and Earth our Mother, Parents of the Gods, who sustain 
respectively the purely mental and psychic and the physical 
consciousness. Their large and free scope is the condition of our 
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achievement. Vayu, Master of life, links them together by the mid-
air, the region of vital force. And there are other deities,—Parjanya, 
giver of the rain of heaven; Dadhikravan, the divine war-horse, a 
power of Agni; the mystic Dragon of the Foundations; Trita Aptya 
who on the third plane of existence consummates our triple being; 
and more besides.

[The Secret of the Veda]

□□□
Who of you is our deliverer? who our defender? O Earth and 
Heaven, free from division, deliver us; rescue, O Mitra, O Varuna, 
from the mortality that is too strong for us! Who of you, O gods, 
confirms for us the supreme good in the march of the sacrifice? 
They who illumine our high original seats, they who limitless 
in knowledge dawn out putting away our darkness, it is they, 
imperishable all-ordainers, who order them for us; thinkers out 
of the Truth, they shine forth in light, achievers. I seek for my 
companion by the words illumining the flowing river Aditi, she who 
is the divine felicity. O Night and Dawn unconquerable, so do ye 
make it that both the Days shall utterly protect us. Aryaman and 
Varuna distinguish the Path, and Agni lord of the impulsion, the 
path of the happy goal. O Indra and Vishnu, affirmed, extend to us 
perfectly the peace in which are the Powers, the mighty protection. 
I embrace the increasings of Parvata and of the Maruts and of 
Bhaga, our divine deliverer. May the master of things protect us 
from the sin of the world and Mitra keep us far from the sin against 
Mitra. Now shall one affirm the goddesses Earth and Heaven with 
the Dragon of the foundation by all the things desired that we 
must obtain; as if to possess that Ocean by their wide ranging 
they have uncovered the (hidden) rivers that are voiceful with the 
burning Light. May goddess Aditi with the gods protect us, may 
the divine Deliverer deliver us, unremitting; let us not diminish the 
foundation of Mitra and Varuna and the high level of Agni. Agni is 
the lord of that vast substance of riches and perfected enjoyment; 
he lavishes on us those abundances. O Dawn, voice of the Truth, 
queen of plenitude, bring to us the many desirable boons, thou 
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who hast in thee all their plenty. To that goal may Savitri, Bhaga, 
Varuna, Mitra, Aryaman, Indra move aright for us with riches of 
our felicity.

[The Secret of the Veda]

□□□
The Great Sphinx of Giza

The Great Sphinx of Giza (Arabic: Abū al-Haul, English: The 
Terrifying One; literally: Father of dread), commonly referred to as 
the Sphinx, is a limestone statue of a reclining or couchant sphinx 
(a mythical creature with a lion’s body and a human head) that 
stands on the Giza Plateau on the west bank of the Nile in Giza, 
Egypt. The face of the Sphinx is generally believed to represent 
the face of the Pharaoh Khafra.

It is the largest monolith statue in the world, standing 73.5 metres 
(241 ft) long, 19.3 metres (63 ft) wide, and 20.22 m (66.34 
ft) high. It is the oldest known monumental sculpture, and is 
commonly believed to have been built by ancient Egyptians of the 
Old Kingdom during the reign of the Pharaoh Khafra (c. 2558–
2532 BC).

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Great_Sphinx_of_Giza



Linger not long with thy 
transmuting hand

I saw them cross the twilight of an age, 
The sun-eyed children of a marvellous dawn, 
The great creators with wide brows of calm, 
The massive barrier-breakers of the world 
And wrestlers with destiny in her lists of will, 
The labourers in the quarries of the gods, 
The messengers of the Incommunicable, 
The architects of immortality. ||90.29||

O Truth defended in thy secret sun, 
Voice of her mighty musings in shut heavens 
On things withdrawn within her luminous depths, 
O Wisdom-Splendour, Mother of the universe, 
Creatrix, the Eternal’s artist Bride, 
Linger not long with thy transmuting hand 
Pressed vainly on one golden bar of Time, 
As if Time dare not open its heart to God. ||90.36||

Aswapati has built in the House of the Spirit a new and 
marvellous world, and his concern is to bring it down upon the earth.

The great world-rhythms were heart-beats of one Soul, 
To feel was a flame-discovery of God, 
All mind was a single harp of many strings, 
All life a song of many meeting lives; 
For worlds were many, but the Self was one. ||85.3||
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This knowledge was now made a cosmos’ seed: 
This seed was cased in the safety of the Light, 
It needed not a sheath of Ignorance. ||85.4||

Then from the trance of that tremendous clasp 
And from the throbbings of that single Heart 
And from the naked Spirit’s victory 
A new and marvellous creation rose. ||85.5||

In fact it is with that splendid intention of the new manifestation 
that occult-yogically he established the new creation there, 
a necessary condition if that has to happen here, on earth, a 
prototype or the sustaining origin for things to be in the terrestrial 
expression. But for that to happen here, in the mortal world, in the 
midst of mortality, it is the divine Shakti herself who must take the 
mortal birth; it cannot be in any other way than that. Therefore the 
indefatigable Yogi approaches her in the Transcendent and makes 
an ardent plea for her to step into the process of evolving events. 
He tells her that already the flaming pioneers are crowding down 
the amber stairs of birth, they crossing the twilight of an age, 
between ignorance and knowledge, opening to the day that would 
not decline, the sun-eyed children and architects of immortality, 
the high priests of wisdom and sweetness and might and bliss, 
swimmers and dancers in the joy of Love. The past is torn and 
the future has to be ushered in by releasing the movements of 
Time that have remained so long locked behind the golden bar. 
She must speak the great word and set into motion the forces to 
transform the mortality that is afflicting the small creature. She 
must remove the unchanging Fate.

□□□
O divine Master, let Thy light fall into this chaos and bring forth 
from it a new world. Accomplish what is now in preparation and 
create a new humanity which may be the perfect expression of 
Thy new and sublime Law. 

[22 July 1914]

□□□
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The Mother announced the Supramental Manifestation of 
Wednesday 29 February 1956 in two messages published in the 
Bulletin of April 1956:

Lord, Thou hast willed and I execute, 
A new light breaks upon the earth, 
A new world is born. 
The things that were promised are fulfilled.

The manifestation of the Supramental upon earth is no more a 
promise but a living fact, a reality.

It is at work here, and one day will come when the most blind, 
the most unconscious, even the most unwilling shall be obliged to 
recognise it.

[April 1956, 1960]

□□□
Well, I announced to you all that this new world was born. But it 
has been so engulfed, as it were, in the old world that so far the 
difference has not been very perceptible to many people. Still, 
the action of the new forces has continued very regularly, very 
persistently, very steadily, and to a certain extent, very effectively. 
And one of the manifestations of this action was my experience—
truly so very new—of yesterday evening. And the result of all this 
I have noted step by step in almost daily experiences. It could be 
expressed succinctly, in a rather linear way.

First, it is not only a “new conception” of spiritual life and the 
divine Reality. This conception was expressed by Sri Aurobindo, I 
have expressed it myself many a time, and it could be formulated 
somewhat like this: the old spirituality was an escape from life into 
the divine Reality, leaving the world just where it was, as it was; 
whereas our new vision, on the contrary, is a divinisation of life, 
a transformation of the material world into a divine world. This 
has been said, repeated, more or less understood, indeed it is the 
basic idea of what we want to do. But this could be a continuation 
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with an improvement, a widening of the old world as it was—and 
so long as this is a conception up there in the field of thought, in 
fact it is hardly more than that—but what has happened, the really 
new thing, is that a new world is born, born, born. It is not the old 
one transforming itself, it is a new world which is born. And we 
are right in the midst of this period of transition where the two are 
entangled—where the other still persists all-powerful and entirely 
dominating the ordinary consciousness, but where the new one is 
quietly slipping in, still very modest, unnoticed—unnoticed to the 
extent that outwardly it doesn’t disturb anything very much, for 
the time being, and that in the consciousness of most people it is 
even altogether imperceptible. And yet it is working, growing—
until it is strong enough to assert itself visibly.

[10 July 1957]

□□□
Gods Pray to Gouri Nārāyaṇi

Ya devi sarvabhuteshu matrirupena samsthitā||□ 
Ya devi sarvabhuteshu shaktirupena samsthitā||□ 
Ya devi sarvabhuteshu shantirupena samsthitā||□ 
Namastasyé| namastasyé| namastasyé| namo namah||□
To thee goddess who exists in all in the form of the Mother | 
To thee goddess who exists in all in the form of the Strength | 
To thee goddess who exists in all in the form of the Peace | 
Salutations to thee| Salutations to thee| Salutations to thee ||

Sarva maṇgalamāngalyé shivé sarvārtha sādhiké| 
Sharaṇyé tryambaké gouri nārāyaṇi namostuté||

□□□
O auspicious one, thou art the source of all auspiciousness. Thou 
art the accomplisher of all cherished desires. Thou art the giver of 
refuge. Thou possessest the eye of wisdom O three-eyed. O one of 
beautiful form, thou divine Power, salutations to thee.



Unlocked was the deep  
glory of Silence’ heart

Unlocked was the deep glory of Silence’ heart; 
The absolute unmoving stillnesses 
Surrendered to the breath of mortal air, 
Dissolving boundlessly the heavens of trance 
Collapsed to waking mind. Eternity 
Cast down its incommunicable lids 
Over its solitudes remote from ken 
Behind the voiceless mystery of sleep. ||92.6||

Aswapati has received a boon from the Divine Mother, even as their 
rendezvous was on the threshold Mind, on the edge between this 
creation and the Transcendent. The context and the concern were 
about this mortal creation. It is the presence of death here that 
comes in the way of its evolutionary progress in the possibilities of 
the spirit. But this can open out only with the elimination of death 
and ignorance, something which can happen only by the action of 
the divine Force, the divine Shakti. For it to happen she must take 
the mortal birth. Aswapati’s prayer to her is for that. He compels 
her mortal birth even as he was carrying the world’s desire to her. 
There is the assurance from her. Yes, she shall take human birth 
and in her unchanging will change Fate, change the destiny of the 
Earth. She has granted the boon and is now retreating from the 
edge where she had come from the Transcendent, she is going 
back to the Source from which she had come. The Flame has 
disappeared in endless Light, not extinguished but has become 
invisible to the mortal eye. She has withdrawn into the Radiance 
from which she had appeared. Her form retreated from the longing 
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heart; but in the expanses of space and time eternity cast down its 
seed of glory and of triumph. In the speed and noise of the human 
house entered another luminosity of silence in which things of 
the future shall start happening. The business of the world in the 
greatness of the manifesting spirit shall move forward from light 
to light, purple and golden and orange. Even in the wonder of the 
cyclic time all Nature shall break into beauty’s festival. The Dawn 
who is full of Truth, Ritambharā, is poised to appear here in the 
wideness of the terrestrial sky.

□□□
O Mother Divine, with what fervour, what ardent love I came to 
Thee in Thy deepest consciousness, in Thy high status of sublime 
love and perfect felicity, and I nestled so close into Thy arms and 
loved Thee with so intense a love that I became altogether Thyself. 
Then in the silence of our mute ecstasy a voice from yet profounder 
depths arose and the voice said, “Turn towards those who have 
need of thy love.” All the grades of consciousness appeared, all 
the successive worlds. Some were splendid and luminous, well 
ordered and clear; there knowledge was resplendent, expression 
was harmonious and vast, will was potent and invincible. Then 
the worlds darkened in a multiplicity more and more chaotic, 
the Energy became violent and the material world obscure and 
sorrowful. And when in our infinite love we perceived in its entirety 
the hideous suffering of the world of misery and ignorance, when 
we saw our children locked in a sombre struggle, flung upon each 
other by energies that had deviated from their true aim, we willed 
ardently that the light of Divine Love should be made manifest, 
a transfiguring force at the centre of these distracted elements. 
Then, that the will might be yet more powerful and effective, we 
turned towards Thee, O unthinkable Supreme, and we implored Thy 
aid. And from the unsounded depths of the Unknown a reply came 
sublime and formidable and we knew that the earth was saved.

[1 September 1914]

□□□
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IT is Thy sweet joy, O Lord, that fills my heart; it is Thy silent 
peace that reigns over my mind. All is repose, force, concentration, 
light and serenity; and all this is without any limit, without any 
division; is it only the earth or rather the whole universe that lives 
in me, I do not know; but it is Thou, O Lord, who dwellest in this 
consciousness and givest it life; it is Thou who seest, knowest, 
actest. It is Thou alone whom I see everywhere, or rather there 
is no longer any “I”, all is one and this Oneness is Thou. Glory to 
Thee, O Lord, Master of the world, Thou shinest resplendent in all 
things!

[10 May 1914]

□□□
Darkness has descended upon the earth, thick, violent, victorious. 
... All is sadness, terror, destruction in the physical world, and 
the splendour of Thy light of love seems darkened by a veil of 
mourning. ...

O sweet Mother, I merge into Thee in an immense love and an 
intense supplication to the Lord of all things that HE may show us 
the way, that HE may trace out for us the path of His work, so that 
we may tread it boldly.

Time presses: the divine powers must come, O Lord, to the help 
of the agonised earth.

O Mother, sweet Mother, Thou dost clasp all Thy children close to 
Thy vast breast, and Thy love enfolds them all alike.

I have become the purifying fire of Thy love. O Lord, silent 
Unthinkable One, accept the holocaust of this brazier of love, that 
Thy reign may come, Thy light triumph over darkness and death.

Manifest Thy power. From day to day, from hour to hour we implore 
Thee: “O Lord, manifest Thy power!

[4 September 1914]

□□□
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Mother Durga! Thou art Kali... sword in hand, thou slayest the 
Asura. Goddess, do thou slay with thy pitiless cry the enemies 
who dwell within us, may none remain alive there, not one. May 
we become pure and spotless, this is our prayer, O Mother, make 
thyself manifest.

Mother Durga! Extend wide the power of Yoga. We are thy Aryan 
children, develop in us again the lost teaching, character, strength 
of intelligence, faith and devotion, force of austerity, power of 
chastity and true knowledge, bestow all that upon the world. To 
help mankind, appear, O Mother of the world, dispel all ills.

Mother Durga! Slay the enemy within, then root out all obstacles 
abroad. May the noble heroic mighty Indian race, supreme in 
love and unity, truth and strength, arts and letters, force and 
knowledge, ever dwell in its holy woodlands, its fertile fields, under 
its sky-scraping hills, along the banks of its pure-streaming rivers. 
This is our prayer at the feet of the Mother. Make thyself manifest.

Mother Durga! Enter our bodies in thy Yogic strength. We shall 
become thy instruments, thy sword slaying all evil, thy lamp 
dispelling all ignorance. Fulfil this yearning of thy young children, 
O Mother. Be the master and drive thy instrument, wield thy 
sword and slay the evil, hold up the lamp and spread the light of 
knowledge. Make thyself manifest.



Rain-tide burst in upon 
torn wings of heat

Next through its fiery swoon or clotted knot 
Rain-tide burst in upon torn wings of heat, 
Startled with lightnings air’s unquiet drowse, 
Lashed with life-giving streams the torpid soil, 
Overcast with flare and sound and storm-winged dark 
The star-defended doors of heaven’s dim sleep, 
Or from the gold eye of her paramour 
Covered with packed cloud-veils the earth’s brown face. ||93.7||

The transcendental divine Shakti has granted a boon to Yogi 
Aswapati, that One shall descend and change the earthly 
Fate, change it in her unchanging Will. She shall come with a 
conqueror’s sword and remove the obstacle that stands in the 
way of the great Event, of the supramental manifestation in the 
evolutionary process. The Timeless shall step into the cycles of 
Time. The rhythms of the Ideal-Reality, Ritam, of the supernal 
Word shall bring their harmonies in the terrestrial movements. 
Year is the body of the Great Being, of the  Maha Purusha; it is 
in that body things will happen here. One year after union with 
the Spouse is the life granted to him who is the carrier of the 
Truth in the deep gold of his soul. The Hand of Grace has let flow 
the honey-bright Ocean of Joy, and in that ceaseless streaming 
the Seasons unroll in their cadenced metrical-musical happiness. 
Summer and Rain-tide and Autumn and Winter and Dew-time and 
Spring, Grishma-Varshā-Sharad-Hemant-Shishir-Vasant, have 
built his unassailable body into which Death cannot enter. The 
Immortal has taken charge of the Mortal. There is brilliance on 
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the face of the Earth: it is a surge towards the transfiguration and 
ecstasy in which this earthly life shall be the life divine.

□□□
THERE was no longer any body, no longer any sensation; only a 
column of light was there, rising from where the base of the body 
normally is to where usually is the head, to form there a disk of 
light like that of the moon; then from there the column continued 
to rise very far above the head, opening out into an immense 
sun, dazzling and multicoloured, whence a rain of golden light fell 
covering all the earth.

Then slowly the column of light came down again forming an oval 
of living light, awakening and setting into movement—each one 
in a special way, according to a particular vibratory mode—the 
centres above the head, in the head, the throat, the heart, in the 
middle of the stomach, at the base of the spine and still farther 
down. At the level of the knees, the ascending and descending 
currents joined and the circulation thus went on uninterruptedly, 
enveloping the whole being in an immense oval of living light.

Then slowly the consciousness came down again, stage by stage, 
halting in each world, until the body-consciousness returned. The 
recovery of the body-consciousness was, if the memory is correct, 
the ninth stage. At that moment the body was still quite stiff and 
immobile.

[21 July 1914]

□□□
Even a rain of gold would not be able to quench the thirst of desire, 
for it is insatiable and the origin of sorrows. This the sage knows.

[On the Dhammapada]

□□□
Full of the honey are the swans that bear you, golden-winged, 
waking with the Dawn, and they come not to hurt; they rain forth 
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the waters, they are full of rapture and touch that which holds the 
Rapture. Like bees to pourings of honey you come to the Soma-
offerings

[The Secret of the Veda]

□□□
All this action and struggle and ascension is supported by Heaven 
our Father and Earth our Mother, Parents of the Gods, who sustain 
respectively the purely mental and psychic and the physical 
consciousness. Their large and free scope is the condition of our 
achievement. Vayu, Master of life, links them together by the mid-
air, the region of vital force. And there are other deities,—Parjanya, 
giver of the rain of heaven; Dadhikravan, the divine war-horse, a 
power of Agni; the mystic Dragon of the Foundations; Trita Aptya 
who on the third plane of existence consummates our triple being; 
and more besides.

The development of all these godheads is necessary to our 
perfection. And that perfection must be attained on all our levels,—
in the wideness of earth, our physical being and consciousness; in 
the full force of vital speed and action and enjoyment and nervous 
vibration, typified as the Horse which must be brought forward 
to upbear our endeavour; in the perfect gladness of the heart of 
emotion and a brilliant heat and clarity of the mind throughout our 
intellectual and psychical being; in the coming of the supramental 
Light, the Dawn and the Sun and the shining Mother of the herds, 
to transform all our existence; for so comes to us the possession 
of the Truth, by the Truth the admirable surge of the Bliss, in the 
Bliss infinite Consciousness of absolute being.

Three great Gods, origin of the Puranic Trinity, largest puissances 
of the supreme Godhead, make possible this development and 
upward evolution; they support in its grand lines and fundamental 
energies all these complexities of the cosmos. Brahmanaspati is 
the Creator; by the word, by his cry he creates,—that is to say, he 
expresses, he brings out all existence and conscious knowledge 
and movement of life and eventual forms from the darkness of 
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the Inconscient. Rudra, the Violent and Merciful, the Mighty One, 
presides over the struggle of life to affirm itself; he is the armed, 
wrathful and beneficent Power of God who lifts forcibly the creation 
upward, smites all that opposes, scourges all that errs and resists, 
heals all that is wounded and suffers and complains and submits. 
Vishnu of the vast pervading motion holds in his triple stride all 
these worlds; it is he that makes a wide room for the action of 
Indra in our limited mortality; it is by him and with him that we 
rise into his highest seats where we find waiting for us the Friend, 
the Beloved, the Beatific Godhead.

[The Secret of the Veda]

□□□
Rain and the magical season of monsoon has always been the 
throbbing heart of Indian literature for ages. The most awaited 
season of the year, monsoon rejuvenates living beings perturbed 
by the wrath of sun during summer and brings relief to the millions 
of parched souls of the Indian subcontinent. Rain has proven in 
its many aspects a cultural mainstay, the creative source for art 
and literature. Rain has been a constant treasure trove for literary 
geniuses till date. Literally or metaphorically rain permeates 
through the pages of literary produces, ranging from cosmic Hindu 
myths and classic of Kalidasa to modern Indian poetry. Monsoon 
has been sole inspiration for most of our poetry and no doubt 
the Indian literature is replete with magical vignettes of rain. 
Succinctly, monsoon reigns the minds and hearts of authors.

□□□
Rain and love often are intricately woven motifs in the larger 
fabric of literature, adding to its enchanting beauty and splendour. 
Decked up with plethora of rain images classical and medieval 
literature perennially cantillated ethereal romance in the rains. 
Jayadeva’s amaranthine Geet Govind caparisons the eternal love 
of Radha and Krishna with rain. Jayadeva’s pen-portrayal of lovers’ 
tryst in rain-drenched and thunder-lit nights is monumental. Often, 
in literature a poet’s heart leaping in the rhythm of the falling 
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drops has given birth to prolong sentimental yearnings of lovers. 
In classical Sanskrit or any other regional literature, rain and its 
collocations like clouds, peacocks, thunder, lightning etc. enjoy 
a place of utmost importance. One often comes across graphic 
instances such as, a beloved gazing at the dense cloud formation 
and the flying cranes, hopefully expecting rain and praying to the 
lightning and leaden clouds for the safe and speedy return of her 
beloved; a lone peacock precariously perching on a branch looks 
up expectantly for the first drops of the monsoon rain; maidens 
already providing themselves with umbrellas in anticipation and 
the atmosphere charged with expectations. Messages of love are 
often conveyed through clouds. The metaphor of a desolate lover 
seeking the news of the beloved from the clouds, as immortalised 
by Kalidasa’s Meghdūta (The Cloud-Messenger) of the classical 
period, is the oft quoted example in this regard. Besides, the 
continuous rumble accompanying the dark clouds announces the 
rainy season, the happy time when travellers are expected home. 
The intensity of lovelorn Yaksha is really deep and weaves his 
yearning around the clouds.

Meghdūtam speaks about Yaksha’s seeing a cloud:

That lover, separated from his beloved, whose gold armlet had 
slipped from his bare forearm, having dwelt on that mountain 
for some months, on the first day of the month of Asadha, saw 
a cloud embracing the summit, which resembled a mature 
elephant playfully butting a bank.

Kalidasa thus visualizes images formed in clouds which he 
describes with superb metaphors, allegories, comparisons etc. 
Meghdūtam continues:

Managing with difficulty to stand up in front of that cloud 
which was the cause of the renewal of his enthusiasm, that 
attendant of the king of kings, pondered while holding back 
his tears.

Even the mind of a happy person is excited at the sight of a cloud. 
How much more so, when the one who longs to cling to his neck 
is far away?
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Rain sets the scene perfectly for the lovers’ nocturnal meeting in 
the illustrious fifth act of the Mricchakatika, where Vasantasena 
braving the heavy rains arrives to meet her lover Charudatta. In 
poetry, clouds inspire the greatest flights of fantasy. The dazzling 
imagery of clouds as elephants, showering rain, bound with 
chains of lightning and charging against each other, appears to 
be uprooting the earth on Indra’s orders is celebrated. Valmiki’s 
Ramayana resonates the spirit of rain. Rama is separated from his 
wife in this season of love and longing. Rama’s descriptions of the 
rains are unusual and beautiful. He visualises Sita shedding tears 
in isolation, and the rains represent the waves of grief that batter 
him.

The rainy season came on soon afterwards, and Rama and 
Lakshmana went to dwell upon the mountain Malyavana, where 
they found a cave. Slowly passed the days of waiting. Ofttimes did 
Rama grieve for Sita. He was wont to speak to Lakshmana, saying: 
"Delightful is the season of rain and tempest unto those who dwell 
in happy homes in the midst of their families; it is a time of sorrow 
to those who suffer separation. ... Behold the great black clouds 
like to battling elephants leaping and rolling in heaven. Thunder 
roars amidst the mountains. The lightnings flash and sparkle; 
alas! their golden lustre in the darkness of night reminds me of 
my lost Sita. ... Now the wind falls and the earth is bright with 
rain tears, and I hear the sighing of Sita as she weeps in pain 
and sorrow. ... The rainbow comes forth in beauty like to Sita 
arrayed with jewels and ornaments. ... Now the earth is refreshed: 
trees are budding and flowers bloom again in beauty, but I cannot 
be consoled. Lost is Sita, my dearly beloved; she writhes in the 
palace of the Rakshasa king as the lightning writhes amidst the 
black clouds. ... Ah! I abandoned my throne and kingdom with joy 
because Sita was with me; now my heart is breaking because she 
hath been snatched away. ... See how the shadows gather again; 
winds roar and rains pour down; as dubious is my future, and 
dark as is this gloomy day of sorrow. Jatayus hath told that Sita is 
concealed in a distant fastness. ... How can I be consoled? I mourn 
not for myself alone, but chiefly because she whom I love sorrows 
and suffers in a strange land."
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□□□
Where are the songs of Spring? Ay, where are they? 
Think not of them, thou hast thy music too— 
While barred clouds bloom the soft-dying day, 
And touch the stubble-plains with rosy hue; 
Then in a wailful choir the small gnats mourn 
Among the river sallows, borne aloft 
Or sinking as the light wind lives or dies; 
And full-grown lambs loud bleat from hilly bourn; 
Hedge-crickets sing; and now with treble soft 
The red-breast whistles from a garden-croft; 
And gathering swallows twitter in the skies.

[To the Autumn—John Keats]

□□□
From you have I been absent in the spring, 
When proud pied April, dressed in all his trim, 
Hath put a spirit of youth in every thing, 
That heavy Saturn laughed and leapt with him.

Yet nor the lays of birds, nor the sweet smell 
Of different flowers in odour and in hue, 
Could make me any summer’s story tell, 
Or from their proud lap pluck them where they grew:

Nor did I wonder at the lily’s white, 
Nor praise the deep vermilion in the rose; 
They were but sweet, but figures of delight, 
Drawn after you, you pattern of all those.

Yet seemed it winter still, and you away, 
As with your shadow I with these did play.

[Shakespeare Sonnet 98—Spring]



A strange and  
starry head alone in Night

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. ||94.50||

Savitri is growing up as an exceptional girl, a flame in the heart of 
the earth blazing into heavenly fire. Her spirit is near to the sun 
from where she had come, savitṛ, the Sun-God, she the daughter 
of the Sun-God. By that very birth there is the oneness that 
increases with all that is, and always she keeps the stature of the 
gods, she an ideal’s goddess in a house of every richness. A mind 
of light, a life of rhythmic force, a body charged with divinity—she 
is there now ready to prepare a new race in the brightness of god. 
A scout of victory, a silent warrior she can guard Truth’s diamond 
throne. Many high deities dwell in one beautiful home; her body 
that held all these greatnesses is made of heaven’s transparent 
light. Its loveliness and sweetness and happiness remember 
things seen in the past vision.

“One hears a bird sing, sees a lovely flower, looks at a little child, 
observes an act of generosity, reads a beautiful sentence, looks 
at the setting sun, no matter what, suddenly this comes upon 
you, this kind of emotion—indeed so deep, so intense—that the 
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world manifests the Divine, that there is something behind the 
world which is the Divine.” That is the arrival of incarnate love and 
sweetness and joy.

□□□
When I was a child of about thirteen, for nearly a year every night 
as soon as I had gone to bed it seemed to me that I went out of my 
body and rose straight up above the house, then above the city, 
very high above. Then I used to see myself clad in a magnificent 
golden robe, much longer than myself; and as I rose higher, the 
robe would stretch, spreading out in a circle around me to form a 
kind of immense roof over the city. Then I would see men, women, 
children, old men, the sick, the unfortunate coming out from every 
side; they would gather under the outspread robe, begging for 
help, telling of their miseries, their suffering, their hardships. In 
reply, the robe, supple and alive, would extend towards each one 
of them individually, and as soon as they had touched it, they 
were comforted or healed, and went back into their bodies happier 
and stronger than they had come out of them. Nothing seemed 
more beautiful to me, nothing could make me happier; and all the 
activities of the day seemed dull and colourless and without any 
real life, beside this activity of the night which was the true life for 
me. Often while I was rising up in this way, I used to see at my left 
an old man, silent and still, who looked at me with kindly affection 
and encouraged me by his presence. This old man, dressed in a 
long dark purple robe, was the personification—as I came to know 
later—of him who is called the Man of Sorrows.

Now that deep experience, that almost inexpressible reality, is 
translated in my mind by other ideas which I may describe in this 
way:

Many a time in the day and night it seems to me that I am, or 
rather my consciousness is, concentrated entirely in my heart 
which is no longer an organ, not even a feeling, but the divine 
Love, impersonal, eternal; and being this Love I feel myself living 
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at the centre of each thing upon the entire earth, and at the same 
time I seem to stretch out immense, infinite arms and envelop 
with a boundless tenderness all beings, clasped, gathered, nestled 
on my breast that is vaster than the universe. ... Words are poor 
and clumsy, O divine Master, and mental transcriptions are always 
childish. ... But my aspiration to Thee is constant, and truly 
speaking, it is very often Thou and Thou alone who livest in this 
body, this imperfect means of manifesting Thee.

May all beings be happy in the peace of Thy illumination!

[22 February 1914]

□□□
As for the idea that things are not in their place, I understood it 
even when I was a child. It was only later that I was given the 
explanation by the person who taught me occultism, for, in his 
cosmogonic system, he explained the successive pralayas of the 
various universes by saying that with each universe an aspect 
of the Supreme would manifest itself, that each universe was 
built on one aspect of the Supreme and that one after another 
they had all returned into the Supreme. He enumerated all the 
aspects that were manifested successively and with what logic! It 
was extraordinary—I have kept it somewhere, I forget where. And 
he said that this time, it was—I do not remember exactly what 
number in the series—but it would be the universe which would 
not be withdrawn again, which would follow a progressive course 
of becoming that would be, so to say, indefinite. And this universe 
represented equilibrium, not static but progressive equilibrium, 
that is to say, each thing in its place, exactly, each vibration, each 
movement in its place. The further down one goes, the more each 
form, each activity, each thing is exactly in its place in relation to 
the whole.

I was extremely interested, because later Sri Aurobindo said the 
same thing, that nothing is bad, it is just that things are not in their 

A strange and starry head alone in Night
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place—their place not only in space but also in time; their place in 
the universe, beginning with the worlds, the stars, etc., each thing 
exactly in its place. And so, when each thing is exactly in its place, 
from the most stupendous to the most microscopic, the whole will 
express the Supreme progressively, without any need of being 
withdrawn to be emanated again. On this Sri Aurobindo based the 
fact that in this creation, in this universe, the perfection of a divine 
world—what Sri Aurobindo calls the Supermind—will be able to 
manifest. Equilibrium is the essential law of this creation and this 
is why perfection can be realised in the manifestation.

[18 July 1961]

□□□
Between 11 and 13 a series of psychic and spiritual experiences 
revealed to me not only the existence of God but man’s possibility 
of uniting with Him, of realising Him integrally in consciousness 
and action, of manifesting Him upon earth in a life divine. This, 
along with a practical discipline for its fulfilment, was given to me 
during my body’s sleep by several teachers, some of whom I met 
afterwards on the physical plane.

Later on, as the interior and exterior development proceeded, the 
spiritual and psychic relation with one of these beings became 
more and more clear and frequent; and although I knew little of 
the Indian philosophies and religions at that time I was led to call 
him Krishna, and henceforth I was aware that it was with him 
(whom I knew I should meet on earth one day) that the divine 
work was to be done.

In the year 1910 my husband came alone to Pondicherry where, 
under very interesting and peculiar circumstances, he made the 
acquaintance of Sri Aurobindo. Since then we both strongly wished 
to return to India—the country which I had always cherished as 
my true mother-country. And in 1914 this joy was granted to us.

As soon as I saw Sri Aurobindo I recognised in him the well-known 
being whom I used to call Krishna… And this is enough to explain 
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why I am fully convinced that my place and my work are near him, 
in India.

[Words of the Mother]

□□□
When You were small, in Your childhood, did you know that You 
were the incarnate Divine? I was conscious.

[2 February 1935]

□□□
I practised occultism when I was twelve. But I must say I had 
no fear, I feared nothing. One goes out of one’s body, but is tied 
by something resembling an almost imperceptible thread; if the 
thread is cut, it is all over. Life also is ended. One goes out, and 
then can begin seeing the world he has entered. And usually the 
first things one sees, as I said, are terrifying. Because, for you 
the air is empty, there is nothing in it—you see something blue or 
white, there are clouds, sunbeams, and all that is very pretty—
but when you have the other sight, you see that it is filled with 
a multitude of small formations which are all residues of desires 
or of mental deformation and these swarm inside it, you see, in a 
mass, and this is not always very pretty. At times it is extremely 
ugly. This assails you; it comes, presses upon you, attacks you; 
and if you are afraid, it takes absolutely frightful forms. Naturally, 
if you do not flinch, if you can look upon all that with a healthy 
curiosity, you perceive that it is not at all so terrifying. It may not 
be pretty, but it is not terrifying.

[3 March 1954]

□□□
I was born with a consciously prepared body—Sri Aurobindo was 
aware of that, he said it immediately the first time he saw me: I 
was born free. That is, from the spiritual standpoint: without any 
desire. Without any desire and attachment. And, if there is the 
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slightest desire and the slightest attachment, it’s IMPOSSIBLE to 
do this work. ...

And there was that experience, which of all experiences was truly 
the most ... I could say the most decisive: that was when Sri 
Aurobindo left his body. Because materially, for the body, it was 
the complete collapse of a sort of unshakable trust, a sense of 
absolute security, of certitude that things were going to be done 
“just like that,” harmoniously. Then his departure—the blow of 
a sledgehammer on the head.... And the entire weight of the 
responsibility here, on the body. Voilà. ...

That’s what Sri Aurobindo told me very clearly (because, of course, 
he saw, he knew), he said to me, “Only your body can withstand 
THAT, has the power to withstand ....” It’s a bit worn-out, but with 
the struggle and effort and work it has gone through, there is no 
ground for complaint: it has withstood—it has withstood very well. 
And it has been able to benefit from its accidents.

[28 March 1964]



She saw the unseen and 
thought the unthinkable

Earth’s brooding wisdom spoke to her still breast; 
Mounting from mind’s last peaks to mate with gods, 
Making earth’s brilliant thoughts a springing board 
To dive into the cosmic vastnesses, 
The knowledge of the thinker and the seer 
Saw the unseen and thought the unthinkable, 
Opened the enormous doors of the unknown, 
Rent Man’s horizons into infinity. ||95.3||

A mind daring heavenly experiment, 
Growing towards some largeness they felt near, 
Testing the unknown’s bound with eager touch 
They still were prisoned by their human grain: 
They could not keep up with her tireless step; 
Too small and eager for her large-paced will, 
Too narrow to look with the unborn Infinite’s gaze 
Their nature weary grew of things too great. ||95.21||

Savitri is in the midst of Nature with Blue Mountains climbing 
to the skies, and lands green and gorgeous under the glory of 
the tropical sun, and swift rivers in a hurry to reach their seas 
of excellence. The silent wisdom that lives in rich breasts of the 
earth is hers; even as she ascends to the peaks of thoughts and 
is in the company of the gods, she is in the realm of breathtaking 
vastnesses, Brihat of the Splendid. She is well-learned in ethics 
and art and creations of beauty, and architecture, and she has 
mastered great philosophies, knows music and sculpting and 
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painting, and the expressive forms of the word, the phrase, the 
idiom, the etymology, the prosody, the intuitive sense of poetry 
and literature, and the human urges and the seekings, the human 
potentials—and that is Savitri whose soul saw beyond heaven’s 
limiting boundaries, that received the light from the Unknowable. 
Already of great spiritual attainments she sees the presence of the 
universal self in all, in one immense embrace embraces everything, 
god and man and the world. Hers is a mind that adventures into 
the experiments of the unborn, of the infinite. There was none 
around her who could be equal to her, in the life’s arts and in the 
spirit’s thousandfold astonishments and joys of expression in their 
dynamism. Her will was puissant in every action, she alone.

□□□
What is the value of literature? The Mother answers:

It depends on what you want to be or do. If you want to be a 
littérateur, you must read a lot of literature. Then you will know 
what has been written and you won’t repeat old things. You have 
to keep an alert mind and know how to say things in a striking 
manner.

But if you want real knowledge, you can’t find it in literature. 
To me, literature as such is on a pretty low level—it is mostly a 
work of the creative vital, and the highest it reaches is up to the 
throat centre, the external expressive mind. This mind puts one in 
relation with outside things. And, in its activity, literature is all a 
game of fitting ideas to ideas and words to ideas and words to one 
another. It can develop a certain skill in the mind, some capacity 
for discussion, description, amusement and wit.

I haven’t read much of English literature—I have gone through 
only a few hundred books. But I know French literature very well—I 
have read a whole library of it. And I can say that it has no great 
value in terms of Truth. Real knowledge comes from above the 
mind. What literature gives is the play of a lot of common or petty 
ideas. Only on a rare occasion does some ray from above come in. 
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If you look into thousands and thousands of books, you will find 
just one small intuition here and there. The rest is nothing.

I can’t say that the reading of literature equips one better to 
understand Sri Aurobindo. On the contrary, it can be a hindrance. 
For, the same words are used and the purpose for which they 
are used is so different from the purpose for which Sri Aurobindo 
has made use of them, the manner in which they have been put 
together to express things is so different from Sri Aurobindo’s that 
these words tend to put one off from the light which Sri Aurobindo 
wants to convey to us through them. To get to Sri Aurobindo’s 
light we must empty our minds of all that literature has said and 
done. We must go inward and stay in a receptive silence and turn 
it upward. Then alone we get something in the right way. At the 
worst, I have seen that the study of literature makes one silly and 
perverse enough to sit in judgment on Sri Aurobindo’s English and 
find fault with his grammar!

[1 November 1959]

□□□
The King, consenting, acknowledged gratefully what the divine 
Savitri, the Goddess who rose out of the Yajna-Fire, promised him; 
he further implored her for the gracious favour to be fulfilled soon, 
in the near future. Then, even as Savitri withdrew from sight, the 
valiant King returned to his capital and, attending to his duties 
towards people, ruled over the kingdom in the conduct of the 
dharma. The King, who was ever fixed in vows of righteousness, 
in the course of time established his seed in the womb of his 
eldest queen, the companion in the path of the dharma. She who 
conceived was a princess hailing from Malawa; in her the foetus 
grew, as does in the sky the Lord of the Stars in the bright half of 
the month. In fulness of time she gave birth to a lovely girl, lotus-
eyed in look; happy about it, the noblest King duly performed all 
the rituals for the newly arrived. Given as she was by the divine 
Savitri who was pleased by the Savitri-oblations, the father and 
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the wise ones named her too Savitri. The Princess grew like the 
goddess Fortune herself incarnate, fair and beautiful; then, in 
course of time she entered into proper youthful maidenhood. With 
large hips and a slender waist graceful as she was, like a golden 
statue, people beholding her believed that some heavenly damsel 
had descended amidst them. Her eyes were like full-blown lotuses, 
rājivalochanā, and she seemed in her beauty to be flaming with 
splendour; indeed, warded off by that fiery brilliance, no hero 
prince approached her asking for her hand.

□□□
This life of our ignorance taught by the gods in their veiled human 
working prepares the birth of the divine Dawn so that, sped forth, 
she may manifest the supreme creation of the luminous Creator. 
For the divine Dawn is the force or face of Aditi; she is the mother 
of the gods; she gives them birth into our humanity in their true 
forms no longer compressed into our littleness and veiled to our 
vision. But this great work is to be done according to the ordered 
gradations of the Truth, in its fixed seasons, by the twelve months 
of the sacrifice, by the divine years of Surya Savitri. Therefore 
there is a constant rhythm and alternation of night and dawn, 
illuminations of the Light and periods of exile from it, openings up 
of our darkness and its settling upon us once more, till the celestial 
Birth is accomplished and again till it is fulfilled in its greatness, 
knowledge, love and power. … Therefore cries the Rishi, “Arise, life 
and force have come to us, the darkness has departed, the Light 
arrives; she has made empty the path for the journey of the Sun; 
thither let us go where the gods shall carry forward our being 
beyond these limits.”

[The Secret of the Veda]



Cities and rivers and plains 
her vision claimed

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. ||99.4||

Upon her silent heights she was aware 
Of a calm Presence throned above her brows 
Who saw the goal and chose each fateful curve; 
It used the body for its pedestal, 
The eyes that wandered were its searchlight fires, 
The hands that held the reins its living tools; 
All was the working of an ancient plan, 
A way prepared by an unerring Guide. ||99.14||

Out of the world’s immense unhuman past 
Tract-memories and ageless remnants came, 
Domains of light enfeoffed to an antique calm 
Listened to the unaccustomed sound of hooves 
And large immune entangled silences 
Absorbed her into emerald secrecy 
And slow hushed wizard nets of faery bloom 
Environed with their coloured snare her wheels. ||99.21||
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Savitri is in the quest of her life’s partner and is moving from land 
to land, from place to place. But even as she is journeying along, 
a deeper consciousness brings to her memories of the deeper 
past. In her soul-scene everything that had happened through 
long unremembered ages stands vividly in front of her. There 
is someone, she knows, and he shapes things and events; he 
builds our life’s foreseen designs when we are inwardly attentive 
to it, the meaning of each curve and turn is revealed, there is the 
hand of Fate who guides. On her silent heights Savitri becomes 
aware of him, the calm Presence keeping pace with the speed 
of her chariot. She sees her goal. There is the unfolding of the 
plan that has been put into operative dynamics of the world. The 
silent world watches unknowing the wheeling of time poised for a 
mighty change, the swift hope hurrying to its destination. If that 
change has to happen in the secrecy of the emerald forest then 
all must conspire for its happening. The inner ear listens to the 
quiet sound coming from distant regions, and the rhythm of the 
intenser perception takes hold of outer actions. Nearness is felt 
in the breast of the sanctuary of peace and calm, of holiness that 
links mortal breath to the immortal’s reality. Here are sages and 
seers immersed in unfathomable meditation joining the world to 
the spirit. The universal Will is on the rushing move and the arrival 
of Savitri in their midst is the sure hope of the great possibility 
becoming true.

lk gSea jFkekLFkk; LFkfojS% lfpoSo`ZrkA  
riksoukfu jE;kf.k jkt"khZ.kka txke vgAA…‹AA  
ekU;kuka r= o`)kuka —Rok iknkfHkoknkeA  
oukfu Øe'kLrkr lokZ.;sokH;xPNrAA†åAA  
,oa losZ"kq rhFksZ"kq /kuksRlxaZ u`ikRetkA  
dqoZrh f}teq[;kuka ra ra ns'ka txke vgAA†ƒAA

Riding her golden chariot and accompanied by the elderly 
counsellors, she travelled through several lovely woods of penance 
of the royal sages. There offering her soul-filled respects to the 
venerable aged persons, by touching their feet, from forest to 
forest she went, journeying along. Thus, giving away great wealth 
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in all the places of pilgrimage, did the Princess visit several distant 
lands and kingdoms inhabited by the most excellent wise persons.

[Vyasa’s Savitri]

□□□
Savitri in search of her life’s partner rides her golden chariot, 
hema-ratha, the beautiful chariot, chandra-ratha of the Vedic 
Rishis, the carven car with fretted wheels; she drives it almost for 
one year even as she goes from place to place, from kingdom to 
kingdom, crosses distant lands and mountains and rivers. Finally, 
as if by a designed chance, Savitri meets Satyavan in a lonely 
forest. It is a destined meeting spot and the meeting occurs at the 
destined hour. One year later at the same place and at the same 
time of their joining together is going to take place the death of 
Satyavan, the decreed death.

□□□
This is the land of tapasyā and all these epochal events have to 
be here, watched by the divine Agni well-kindled on the altar of 
the earth by the realized Rishis. By following the practices of the 
Vānaprastha they have risen to the upper Maharloka. "Worshiping 
Me through severe penances, the saintly Vānaprastha goes to the 
Maharloka and then directly achieves Me."

(Shatapata Brahman 11.18.9)

□□□
Often from gilded dusk to argent dawn 
Where jewel-lamps flickered on frescoed walls 
And the stone lattice stared at moonlit boughs, 
Half-conscious of the tardy listening night 
Dimly she glided between banks of sleep 
At rest in the slumbering palaces of kings. ||99.17||

Hamlet and village saw the fate-van pass, 
Homes of a life bent to the soil it ploughs 
For sustenance of its short and passing days 
That, transient, keep their old repeated course 

Cities and rivers and plains her vision claimed
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Unchanging in the circle of a sky 
Which alters not above our mortal toil. ||99.18||

Away from this thinking creature’s burdened hours 
To free and griefless spaces now she turned 
Not yet perturbed by human joys and fears. ||99.19||

Here was the childhood of primeval earth, 
Here timeless musings large and glad and still, 
Men had forborne as yet to fill with cares, 
Imperial acres of the eternal sower 
And wind-stirred grass-lands winking in the sun: 
Or mid green musing of woods and rough-browed hills, 
In the grove’s murmurous bee-air humming wild 
Or past the long lapsing voice of silver floods 
Like a swift hope journeying among its dreams 
Hastened the chariot of the golden bride. ||99.20||

In the depths of the green forest meet the lovers, a perfect place 
prepared by perfect Time for a timeless meeting. The destined 
meeting place and the destined hour have traced the locus of 
space and time to arrive here.

At the end reclined a stern and giant tract 
Of tangled depths and solemn questioning hills 
And peaks like a bare austerity of the soul, 
Armoured, remote and desolately grand 
Like the thought-screened infinities that lie 
Behind the rapt smile of the Almighty’s dance. ||101.17||

A matted forest-head invaded heaven 
As if a blue-throated ascetic peered 
From the stone fastness of his mountain cell 
Regarding the brief gladness of the days; 
His vast extended spirit couched behind. ||101.18||

A mighty murmur of immense retreat 
Besieged the ear, a sad and limitless call 
As of a soul retiring from the world. ||101.19||

This was the scene which the ambiguous Mother 
Had chosen for her brief felicitous hour; 
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Here in this solitude far from the world 
Her part she began in the world’s joy and strife. ||101.20||

Here were disclosed to her the mystic courts, 
The lurking doors of beauty and surprise, 
The wings that murmur in the golden house, 
The temple of sweetness and the fiery aisle. ||101.21||

□□□
The Mother after meeting Sri Aurobindo on 29 March 1914 for the 
first time records the destined meeting:

It matters little that there are thousands of beings plunged in the 
densest ignorance, He whom we saw yesterday is on earth; his 
presence is enough to prove that a day will come when darkness 
shall be transformed into light, and Thy reign shall be indeed 
established upon earth.

[Prayers and Meditations: 30 March 1914]

□□□
She is to shine wide, she that is the divine Dawn, as the light of 
the immortal existence bringing out in man the powers or the 
voices of Truth and Joy. And the horses that bring her, figure of the 
nervous forces that support and carry forward all our action, must 
be perfectly controlled; golden, bright in hue, their nature must be 
a dynamism of ideal knowledge in its concentrated luminousness; 
wide in its extension must be the mass of that concentrated force. 
Divine Dawn comes to the soul with the light of her knowledge, 
prajn ̃āna. She stands uplifted over them on our heights above 
mind, in the highest heaven, as the perception of Immortality or of 
the Immortal, revealing in them the eternal and beatific existence 
or the eternal all-blissful Godhead. So exalted she stands prepared 
to effect the motion of the divine knowledge, progressing as a new 
revelation of the eternal truth in their harmonised and equalised 
activities like a wheel moving smoothly over a level field.

[The Secret of the Veda]

Cities and rivers and plains her vision claimed



A Veda-knower of the  
unwritten book

A Veda-knower of the unwritten book 
Perusing the mystic scripture of her forms 
He had caught her hierophant significances, 
Her sphered immense imaginations learned, 
Taught by sublimities of stream and wood 
And voices of the sun and star and flame 
And chant of the magic singers on the boughs 
And the dumb teaching of four-footed things. ||102.15||

In the quiet grandeur of the Shalwa Woods, in this beautiful 
emerald refuge free from care, even as the soul of the song of 
strength and peace dwelt in the deep bosom of the earth there 
stood out the youth who had taken perfect birth in imperfect 
time. Tall and erect and majestic like the weapon of the upright 
God, noble, with the brow of wisdom, imperious and full of joy of 
promising life came Satyavan from the unknown, as if designedly 
to meet Savitri who was riding in her carved golden chariot, driving 
from place to place in quest of her ageless lover and life’s partner. 
In the magnificent dawning of his force built like a moving statue 
of delight he made the forest bright with his excellent sudden 
presence. Some mysterious hand of Fate had brought him in the 
morning of that summer when, and where, also had arrived as 
mysteriously she. Satyavan had grown from his childhood in the 
divine communion of Nature, a wanderer communing with the 
trees and the mountains and the rivers and the birds and the 
animals. He knew her Veda well, he knew by experience Prithvi 
Veda, even as the spiritual knowledge came to him from the Veda 
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of the Eternal. One with the single Spirit inhabiting all, he offered 
it to the Godhead presiding over everything. No small wonder, the 
eye of destiny watched such a soul and gave him the light to tread 
the path of the desirable, the propitious future moving towards 
god-light and god-life.

□□□
Savitri represents the Mother’s Consciousness, doesn’t she?

Yes.

What does Satyavan represent?

Well, he is the Avatar. He is the incarnation of the Supreme.

[9 December 1953]

□□□
In Love and Death are Ruru and Priyumvada the first forms of 
Savitri and Satyavan?

Sri Aurobindo told me nothing about that.

[6 August 1966]

□□□
In the Mahabharata story of Savitri Narad has made a purposeful 
visit to Aswapati when Savitri is about to return after meeting 
Satyavan in the Shalwa Woods. He wants to make certain that 
certain things do happen in the significant sequel, the sequel which 
is going to determine the future of the earth. Savitri tells her father 
about her meeting with Satyavan: “O Lord of the Earth, ruled there 
far in the Shalwa country a just and warrior king, renowned by 
the name Dyumatsena; but then he became blind. Though fixed 
in wisdom he was, exploiting this opportunity, finding him with his 
sight gone, and his son still too young, a past enemy of his, a king 
of the neighbouring land, attacked him and seized his kingdom. 
Then he, accompanied by his wife with the child yet at such a 
tender age, retired to a forest; in that deep and wild forest he 

A Veda-knower of the unwritten book
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began to do austere tapasyā by observing great and difficult vows. 
His son, though born in the city, was brought up in that penance-
grove; in him, whose name is Satyavan, I saw an agreeably proper 
husband for me and I have chosen him so in my heart.”

When asked by Aswapati about this choice of Satyavan made by 
his daughter Savitri, Narad describes in the beginning all that is 
noble and glowing about him: “As a young person he is very fond 
of horses and is used to making clay-horses; he is good at painting 
horses and therefore is also known by the nickname Chitrāshwa, 
the Painter of the Horses. He is bright-shining like the Sun-god 
Vivasvān, and quick and sharp in intelligence like Brihaspati; and, 
in valiance a hero-warrior like Indra, he is forbearing in the manner 
of the Earth. Like Rantideva, the son of Sankriti, he is munificent 
within the means at his disposal; and like Shibi, the son of Ushinar, 
he is a counsellor of truth and is established in Brahmanhood. Like 
Yayāti he is exceedingly bounteous, and is beautiful like the moon; 
this son of Dyumatsena, strong in build, is as handsome, as if he 
were one of the Ashwinikumars. He has subdued his passions, 
is soft-natured, is a youth of heroic deeds, is full of truth, and 
has regulated senses; he is friendly with everybody, without envy, 
and is of a reserved shy disposition, radiant as he is. Those who 
have advanced in tapasyā, and grown rich in virtuous nobility, 
say briefly about him that, he is always straightforward, and is 
steadfast, and is well-established in those qualities.” But when 
asked if there are any blemishes, if there is any problem though 
the choice may not be socially acceptable, Narad is forthright in 
his response, and conveys the piece of detail which he definitely 
wanted to convey:

,d ,ok; nks"kks fg xq.kkukØE; fr"BfrA 
l p nks"k% ç;Rusu u 'kD;kefrofrrqZe~AA 
,dks nks"kksfLr ukU;ksL; lksn~;çHk`fr lR;okuA 
laoRljs.k {kh.kk;qnsZgU;kla dfj";frAA

Yes, there is but one and is such that, because of it, all the high 
merits and virtues stand helplessly still; try howsoever one may, it 
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is not possible to erase that blemish. Satyavan will in one year from 
today abandon his body, his life here expended, samvatsaréna 
kshīnāyurdéhanyāsam karishyati; this is the only blemish bearing 
on him and there is no other.

□□□
Savitri remains firm in her resolve and the marriage is duly 
solemnised. Indeed,

Love’s adoration like a mystic seer 
Through vision looks at the invisible, 
In earth’s alphabet finds a God-like sense; 
But the mind only thinks, “Behold the one 
For whom my life has waited long unfilled, 
Behold the sudden sovereign of my days.” ||102.53||

Heart feels for heart, limb cries for answering limb; 
All strives to enforce the unity all is. ||102.54||

Too far from the Divine, Love seeks his truth 
And life is blind and the instruments deceive 
And Powers are there that labour to debase. ||102.55||

Still can the vision come, the joy arrive. ||102.56||

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. ||102.57||

These knew each other though in forms thus strange. ||102.58||

Although to sight unknown, although life, mind 
Had altered to hold a new significance, 
These bodies summed the drift of numberless births 
And the spirit to the spirit was the same. ||102.59||

Rare is the cup fit for love’s nectar wine—that is Satyavan, a soul 
made ready through a thousand years. And equally significant is 
their recognition and identity.

A Veda-knower of the unwritten book



Love is a glory from  
eternity’s sphere

Love dwells in us like an unopened flower 
Awaiting a rapid moment of the soul, 
Or he roams in his charmed sleep mid thoughts and things; 
The child-god is at play, he seeks himself 
In many hearts and minds and living forms: 
He lingers for a sign that he can know 
And, when it comes, wakes blindly to a voice, 
A look, a touch, the meaning of a face. ||102.51||

His instrument the dim corporeal mind, 
Of celestial insight now forgetful grown, 
He seizes on some sign of outward charm 
To guide him mid the throng of Nature’s hints, 
Reads heavenly truths into earth’s semblances, 
Desires the image for the Godhead’s sake, 
Divines the immortalities of form 
And takes the body for the sculptured soul. ||102.52||

This is the song of love’s sweetness that can make and remake, 
can recreate our life. When the soul recognises the answering soul 
then even in our mortality can enter the joy’s immortality. This is 
the power, one power that knows everything, that knows beyond 
our knowings. Such a moment has dawned in the human life of 
Satyavan and Savitri. On the dubious roads of this world of ours, 
led by some spell of auspicious destiny they meet in the emerald-
thick cloistered yearnings of space and time, and at once all 
changes. Amazed by a joy for which unknowingly they had waited 
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long, long through the æons, the lovers meet upon the different 
paths, meet to a swift rapturous dream of the future, the unfolding 
reality. The moment flies into eternity’s greatness.

□□□
Because the time has come to manifest this Power, which is a 
power of Love—of LOVE, not merely of identity—of Love, of perfect 
Love; for perfect Love alone can offer. It happened this morning, 
with great simplicity, but at the same time it had something so 
vast and almighty in it, as if the Universal Mother were turning 
towards the Lord and saying, “At last! We are ready.”

[21 January 1962]

□□□
But it’s explained very well in Savitri! All these things have their laws 
and their conventions (and truly speaking, a really FORMIDABLE 
power is needed to change anything of their rights, for they have 
rights—what they call ‘laws’) ... Sri Aurobindo explains this very 
well when Savitri, following Satyavan into death, argues with the 
god of Death.’ ‘It’s the Law, and who has the right to change the 
Law?’ he says. And then comes this wonderful passage at the end 
where she replies, ‘My God can change it. And my God is a God of 
Love.’ Oh, how magnificent!

[12 November 1960]

□□□
And when the day comes for the manifestation of supreme Love—a 
crystalized, concentrated descent of supreme Love—that will truly 
be the hour of Transformation, for nothing will be able to resist 
That.

But as it’s all-powerful, a certain receptivity must be prepared 
on earth so its effects are not devastating. Sri Aurobindo has 
explained it in one of his letters. Someone asked him, ‘Why doesn’t 
this Love come now?’, and he replied something like this: If divine 
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Love in its essence were to manifest on earth, it would be like an 
explosion; for the earth is not supple enough or receptive enough 
to widen to the measure of this Love. The earth must not only 
open itself but become wide and supple. Matter—not just physical 
Matter, but the substance of the physical consciousness as well—is 
still much too rigid.

[10 January 1961]

□□□
Narad approaches Rishi Sanatkumar and narrates what he had 
learned so far, that he was desirous of getting the knowledge of 
the Eternal, Brahma Vidyā. He had learnt all the four main Vedas 
and also the auxiliary Vedas, Puranas and Itihasas, recitation 
and chanting of the Vedic verses, the Shraddha ceremony or 
propitiating the departed, grammar, philosophy, mathematics, 
astronomy, astrology, science of augury, jugglery, logic, ethics, 
medical science, and about the different gods and the different 
forces or powers of Nature, science of animals and birds and 
snakes, archery, science of war, and all that belongs to this world, 
all the sixty-four branches of learning. But he felt that he knew 
only the words and did not realize the power they hold. He was 
solicitous to the Rishi to give him the higher knowledge of the Self, 
and the Eternal, parā vidyā. Worldy knowledge, Yes; but that left 
a big hole in his world. Only the Knowledge of the Brahman would 
satisfy his soul’s yearning.

□□□
By identification with Nature and in the holy company of the 
sages of the woods and by doing the sacrifices Satyavan also had 
mastered all the sciences and arts. He narrates to Savitri: “I have 
beheld the Princes of the Sun, Adityas, and I am familiar with 
the thousand-pillared homes of light, the Overmind World, Nature 
has nursed me and given me the early prescience of things. I 
have seen bright forms and the hues of beauty, measured the 
rhythm-beats of Infinity. But I feel uneasy that the body lives with 
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death even while the spirit is saved. But I see that in your coming 
into my life this dichotomy will be dissolved. You have come, and 
things will change.”

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. ||103.41||

I sat with the forest sages in their trance: 
There poured awaking streams of diamond light, 
I glimpsed the presence of the One in all. ||103.42||

But still there lacked the last transcendent power 
And Matter still slept empty of its Lord. ||103.43||

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. ||103.44||

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. ||103.45||

The child of the Void shall be reborn in God. ||103.46||

My Matter shall evade the Inconscient’s trance, 
My body like my spirit shall be free: 
It shall escape from Death and Ignorance. ||103.47||

He knew the basis of the life divine that the “affirmation of a divine 
life upon earth and an immortal sense in mortal existence can 
have no base unless we recognise not only eternal Spirit as the 
inhabitant of this bodily mansion, the wearer of this mutable robe, 
but accept Matter of which it is made, as a fit and noble material 
out of which He weaves constantly His garbs, builds recurrently 
the unending series of His mansions.”

But he was looking for a practical dynamic solution to establish it. 
That is in Savitri.



All that the lightning 
flash of love reveals

And Satyavan replied to Savitri: 
“In days when yet his sight looked clear on life, 
King Dyumathsena once, the Shalwa, reigned 
Through all the tract which from behind these tops 
Passing its days of emerald delight 
In trusting converse with the traveller winds 
Turns, looking back towards the southern heavens 
And leans its flank upon the musing hills. ||103.24||

I caught for some eternal eye the sudden 
Kingfisher flashing to a darkling pool; 
A slow swan silvering the azure lake, 
A shape of magic whiteness, sailed through dream; 
Leaves trembling with the passion of the wind 
And wandering wings nearing from infinity 
Lived on the tablets of my inner sight; 
Mountains and trees stood there like thoughts from God. ||103.36||

And Satyavan like a replying harp 
To the insistent calling of a flute 
Answered her questioning and let stream to her 
His heart in many-coloured waves of speech: 
“O golden princess, perfect Savitri, 
More I would tell than failing words can speak 
Of all that thou hast meant to me, unknown, 
All that the lightning flash of love reveals. ||103.51||
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Satyavan and Savitri have met in the ancient lonely cloistral woods 
and have at once recognised their timeless union. He makes bold 
advances towards her even as she responds to him with equal 
eagerness. She saw in him something royal and beautiful and 
strong and noble, and was wondering that he should be living at 
this early age in a forest, a youth full of promise and prosperity of 
a kingly life. But it was the wise hand of Fate that had brought him 
here, as if things were tailored to happen this way, and only this 
way. It was the cruel turn of time that his father had become blind 
and the enemy taking advantage of his plight drove him out of 
the palace. He with his wife and the young child, Satyavan, were 
compelled to retire to the hermitages. Outcast from the empire 
of the outer sight, he accepted the solitude enriching him within 
and without. Here the boy grew in the company of rivers and 
trees and mountains, and wind and flowers and animals were his 
intimate friends and tutors. The slow swan, the sudden kingfisher, 
the azure lake were all his inmates. A visioned spell pursued 
his boyhood’s hours, and in the forms sought to seize the soul. 
He conversed with Nature and learned all the lore, how there is 
everywhere the rhythm of the infinite. He sat with the sages and 
received the diamond light of the One who is in all. Yet he felt the 
uneasy dichotomy between spirit and matter, if one was found the 
other was lost. He could not get down to the mystery of existence, 
and it remained an unsolved unattended issue of the creation. 
But the moment he meets her, he knows that she is the one who 
could be the golden link between the two. He even knows that in 
her coming the body of the earth shall escape Death and ancient 
Ignorance. She is spellbound by his utterances, and insists that 
he should continue to narrate his story. It is that which can fill the 
golden spaces of her life that have been lying vacant so far. He 
replies like a harp responding to the insistent note. The lightning 
flash of love has spoken all that volumes of words would not be 
able to speak or describe. In one great session of the revealing 
hour the gods stood unveiled, and at once all changed.

□□□

All that the lightning flash of love reveals
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In the Chhandogya Upanishad Satyakāma Jābāla is successively 
instructed in higher knowledge, parā vidyā, by the Bull, by the 
Fire, by the Swam, and by the Cormorant.

The Bull reveals to him "The east is one quarter, the west is one 
quarter, the south is one quarter, the north is one quarter. This 
is the first foot of Brahman, consisting of four quarters and this 
foot is called Prakāshavat (luminous). He who knows this and 
meditates on the foot of Brahman consisting four quarters as 
shining, becomes shining on this earth. He conquers the luminous 
worlds—he who knows this and meditates on the foot of Brahman 
consisting of four quarters as the luminous." The Bull further 
instructs him to approach Agni to get knowledge of the second 
foot of the Brahman.

Agni reveals: "The earth is one quarter, the sky is one quarter, 
heaven is one quarter, the ocean is one quarter. This, dear friend, 
is one foot of Brahman, consisting of four quarters and this foot 
is called Anantavat (endless). He who knows this and meditates 
on the foot of Brahman consisting of four quarters as endless, 
becomes endless on this earth. He conquers endless worlds—he 
who knows this and meditates on the foot of Brahman consisting 
of four quarters as endless." Agni assured him that the Swan will 
declare to him the third foot of the Brahman.

The Swan declares: "Fire is one quarter, the sun is one quarter, 
the moon is one quarter, lightning is one quarter. This, dear friend, 
is one foot of Brahman, consisting of four quartersand this foot 
is called Jyotishmat (Radiant). He who knows this and meditates 
on the foot of Brahman consisting of four quarters as radiant, 
becomes radiant on this earth. He conquers radiant worlds−he 
who know this and meditates on the foot of Brahman consisting 
of four quarters as the Radiant.” He is also told by the Swan to 
approach the Cormorant who will give him the knowledge of the 
fourth foot of the Brahman.
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The Cormorant said to him: "The prāṇa is one quarter, the eye is 
one quarter, the ear is one quarter, the mind is one quarter. This, 
dear friend, is one foot of Brahman, consisting of four quarters and 
this foot is called Ayatanavat (having support). He who knows this 
and meditates on the foot of Brahman consisting of four quarters 
as Ayatanavat, possesses a support on this earth. He conquers the 
worlds which offer a home−he who knows this and meditates on 
the foot of Brahman consisting of four quarters as Ayatanavat.”



One with the breath of 
things eternal live

In the great quietness where spirits meet, 
Led by my hushed desire into my woods 
Let the dim rustling arches over thee lean; 
One with the breath of things eternal live, 
Thy heartbeats near to mine, till there shall leap 
Enchanted from the fragrance of the flowers 
A moment which all murmurs shall recall 
And every bird remember in its cry. ||103.76||

A world of life had opened out for Satyavan the moment he met 
Savitri. He heard diviner voices, flaming gods walked through his 
skies, a wealthier breath drew in the march of splendid moments, 
and the sunlight appeared to be nothing but a shadow of her 
brilliance. His mind transfigured to a rapturous seer. Air, soil, 
stream they already wore bridal raiment. The moment had arrived 
for the love’s union. He was now talking of her heartbeats close to 
his. There was fragrance of the flowers, there was the sweetness 
of the songs of the birds, there was the rustling of the leaves in the 
quiet of the souls of the lovers. Savitri was invited by Satyavan to 
join him in the Shalwa Wood’s tree-covered chamber of happiness.

□□□
In the sunlight of that love Savitri has become exceedingly beautiful. 
The eyes speak of it and the lashes gather all the sweetness. 
Suddenly attracted by their charm the soul from the deeps of the 
heart jumps out and seizes the gold of joy in its brightness. She 
made her self and her all a fragrant garland smiling on the bosom 
of her lover.
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A sacrament of joy in treasuring palms 
She brought, flower-symbol of her offered life, 
Then with raised hands that trembled a little now 
At the very closeness that her soul desired, 
This bond of sweetness, their bright union’s sign, 
She laid on the bosom coveted by her love. ||104.8||

What a ceremony of happiness! the sacrament of joy! the visible 
sign of inward grace! and graciousness! the confirmation of the 
union! the pledge of inseparable oneness!

□□□
Allured to her lashes by his passionate words 
Her fathomless soul looked at him from her eyes; 
Passing her lips in liquid sounds it spoke. ||104.1||

This is super-Kalidasean in its romanticism, the acme of Sringar 
Rasa, the essence of romantic-erotic poetry. Leonardo da Vinci 
tells us that it is through the windows of eye the soul regards the 
world’s beauty. It comes out from its deep home inside the heart 
all to it appears in the reality and trueness of joy where beauty is 
truth and truth beauty. Physical beauty perfected by love allures 
the soul to the surface from its fathomless depths; then the sight 
becomes soul-charged. The mystery of the eyes—in former times 
it was said that the soul looks out from the eyes. Dante speaks 
of beholding in the eyes of Beatrice the reflection of the mystery 
of the two natures of the Divine Humanity. To call love blind is to 
reverse the truth.

□□□
According to Hesiod (c. 700 BC), one of the most ancient of all 
Greek sources, Eros was a primordial god, that is, he had no 
parents. He was the fourth god to come into existence, coming 
after Chaos, Gaia (the Earth), and Tartarus (the Underworld).

Homer does not mention Eros. However, Parmenides (c. 400 BC), 
one of the pre-Socratic philosophers, makes Eros the first of all the 
gods to come into existence.

One with the breath of things eternal live
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The Orphic and Eleusinian Mysteries featured Eros as a very 
original god, but not quite primordial, since he was the child of 
Night (Nyx). Aristophanes (c. 400 BC), influenced by Orphism, 
relates the birth of Eros and then of the entire human race:

At the beginning there was only Chaos, Night (Nyx), Darkness 
(Erebus), and the Abyss (Tartarus). Earth, the Air and Heaven had 
no existence. Firstly, blackwinged Night laid a germless egg in the 
bosom of the infinite deeps of Darkness, and from this, after the 
revolution of long ages, sprang the graceful Love (Eros) with his 
glittering golden wings, swift as the whirlwinds of the tempest. He 
mated in the deep Abyss with dark Chaos, winged like himself, and 
thus hatched forth our race, which was the first to see the light.

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Eros

It is Eros who lighted the flame of love in the hearts of gods and 
goddesses.

□□□
The name Kāmadeva or God of Love means heavenly or divine 
desire. The name is used in Rig Veda. It is a name of Vishnu 
and also of Agni. Kāmadeva is represented as a young handsome 
winged youth who wields a bow and arrows. His bow is made of 
sugarcane with a string of honeybees, his arrow decorated with 
fragrant flowers of ashoka-white and blue lotuses-jasmine-mango 
blossoms.

□□□
In Sri Aurobindo’s Love and Death we have the following:

“Who art thou here, in forests wandering, 
And thy young exquisite face is solemnised With pain?

Luxuriously the Gods have tortured 
Thy heart to see such dreadful glorious beauty 
Agonise in thy lips and brilliant eyes: 
As tyrants in the fierceness of others’ pangs 
Joy and feel strong, clothing with brilliant fire, 
Tyrants in Titan lands. Needs must her mouth 
Have been pure honey and her bosom a charm, 
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Whom thou desirest seeing not the green 
And common lovely sounds hast quite forgot.”

And Ruru, mastered by the God, replied: 
“I know thee by thy cruel beauty bright, 
Kama, who makest many worlds one fire.

Ah, wherefore wilt thou ask of her to increase 
The passion and regret? Thou knowest, great love!

Thy nymph her mother, if thou truly art he 
And not a dream of my disastrous soul.”

But with the thrilled eternal smile that makes 
The spring, the lover of Rathi golden-limbed 
Replied to Ruru, “Mortal, I am he; 
I am that Madan who inform the stars 
With lustre and on life’s wide canvas fill 
Pictures of light and shade, of joy and tears, 
Make ordinary moments wonderful 
And common speech a charm: knit life to life 
With interfusions of opposing souls 
And sudden meetings and slow sorceries: 
Wing the boy bridegroom to that panting breast, 
Smite Gods with mortal faces, dreadfully 
Among great beautiful kings and watched by eyes 
That burn, force on the virgin’s fainting limbs 
And drive her to the one face never seen, 
The one breast meant eternally for her.

By me come wedded sweets, by me the wife’s 
Busy delight and passionate obedience, 
And loving eager service never sated, 
And happy lips, and worshipping soft eyes: 
And mine the husband’s hungry arms and use 
Unwearying of old tender words and ways, 
Joy of her hair, and silent pleasure felt 
Of nearness to one dear familiar shape.

Nor only these, but many affections bright 
And soft glad things cluster around my name.
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I plant fraternal tender yearnings, make 
The sister’s sweet attractiveness and leap 
Of heart towards imperious kindred blood, 
And the young mother’s passionate deep look, 
Earth’s high similitude of One not earth, 
Teach filial heart-beats strong. These are my gifts 
For which men praise me, these my glories calm: 
But fiercer shafts I can, wild storms blown down 
Shaking fixed minds and melting marble natures, 
Tears and dumb bitterness and pain unpitied, 
Racked thirsting jealousy and kind hearts made stone: 
And in undisciplined huge souls I sow 
Dire vengeance and impossible cruelties, 
Cold lusts that linger and fierce fickleness, 
The loves close kin to hate, brute violence 
And mad insatiable longings pale, 
And passion blind as death and deaf as swords.

O mortal, all deep-souled desires and all 
Yearnings immense are mine, so much I can.”

So as he spoke, his face grew wonderful 
With vast suggestion, his human-seeming limbs 
Brightened with a soft splendour: luminous hints 
Of the concealed divinity transpired.

□□□
The power of love has awakened the soul’s sight of Savitri; it is 
with that sight she looks at Satyavan, even as Satyavan holds 
entire Savitri in love’s embrace.

Thus were they in each other lost awhile, 
Then drawing back from their long ecstasy’s trance 
Came into a new self and a new world. ||104.16||



Fate tied a knot with morning’s  
halo threads

On the high glowing cupola of the day 
Fate tied a knot with morning’s halo threads 
While by the ministry of an auspice-hour 
Heart-bound before the sun, their marriage fire, 
The wedding of the eternal Lord and Spouse 
Took place again on earth in human forms: 
In a new act of the drama of the world 
The united Two began a greater age. ||104.19||

The united Two began a greater age—that is the purpose of their 
getting united, to usher in a greater age. But what is that greater 
age? and how their getting wedded, how their coming together, 
joining in matrimony before the sun, how is that going to bring 
about that transformative change? the kindling of the marriage 
fire? with Agni as the priest performing the rite? and witnessing 
the ceremony? how are they going to accomplish the purpose? the 
eternal Lord and Spouse in human forms? and what is the new act 
of the drama? The seer-poet already sees what is lying ahead of 
this event. There is the efficacy of the Vedic marriage, and what is 
intended shall happen.

The Flame assures the blazing union of the lovers, mortals in their 
immortality. He is the conductor of the ceremony and he is the 
eternal witness of the divine promise and the divine word. “…it 
is said of Mitra that all perfected souls adhere or are firmly fixed 
‘to the bliss of this Beloved in whom there is no hurt’, for in him 
there is no sin or wound or falling. All mortal delight has its mortal 
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danger; but the immortal light and law secures the soul of man in a 
fearless joy. That mortal, says Vishwamitra, who learns by Mitra’s 
law, the law of this Son of Infinity, is possessed of prayas, the 
soul’s satisfaction in its objects; such a soul cannot be slain, nor 
overcome, nor can any evil take possession of it from near or from 
afar. For Mitra fashions in gods and men impulsions whose action 
spontaneously fulfils all the soul’s seekings. That happy freedom 
of all-possession comes to us out of this godhead’s universality 
and his reconciling luminous embrace of things: Mitra’s is the 
principle of harmony by which the manifold workings of the Truth 
agree together in a perfectly wedded union. The root of the name 
means both to embrace and to contain and hold and, again, to 
build or form in the sense of linking together the parts or materials 
of a whole. Adorable Mitra is born in us as a blissful ordainer of 
things and a king full of might. Mitra holds up heaven and earth 
and looks sleeplessly upon the worlds and the peoples, and his 
vigilant and perfect ordinances create in us a happy rightness 
of mind and feeling—sumati, a state of grace, we might almost 
say,—which becomes for us an unhurt abiding-place. ‘Free from all 
undelightfulness,’ says the Vedic verse, ‘rejoicing with rapture in 
the goddess of the Word, bowing the knee in the wideness of earth, 
may we attain to our abiding-place in the law of working of Mitra, 
son of Infinity, and dwell in his grace.’ It is when Agni becomes 
Mitra, when the divine Will realises the divine Love that, in the 
Vedic image, the Lord and his Spouse agree in their mansion. The 
well-accorded happiness of the Truth is Mitra’s law of working; 
for it is upon Truth and divine Knowledge that this harmony and 
perfect temperament are founded; they are formed, secured and 
guarded by the Maya of Mitra and Varuna. That well-known word 
comes from the same root as Mitra.”

[The Secret of the Veda]

□□□
The Veda speaks of this divine Flame in a series of splendid and 
opulent images. He is the rapturous priest of the sacrifice, the 
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God-Will intoxicated with its own delight, the young sage, the 
sleepless envoy, the ever-wakeful flame in the house, the master 
of our gated dwelling-place, the beloved guest, the lord in the 
creature, the seer of the flaming tresses, the divine child, the pure 
and virgin God, the invincible warrior, the leader on the path who 
marches in front of the human peoples, the immortal in mortals, 
the worker established in man by the gods, the unobstructed in 
knowledge, the infinite in being, the vast and flaming sun of the 
Truth, the sustainer of the sacrifice and discerner of its steps, 
the divine perception, the light, the vision, the firm foundation. 
Throughout the Veda it is in the hymns which celebrate this strong 
and brilliant deity that we find those which are the most splendid 
in poetic colouring, profound in psychological suggestion and 
sublime in their mystic intoxication.

[The Secret of the Veda]

□□□
These streams move in the path on the borders of the 
subconscient, dense if impetuous in their movements, limited by 
the nervous action, in small formations of the life-energy Vayu. 
Purified progressively by the experiences of the conscious heart 
and mind, these energies of Nature become finally capable of 
the marriage with Agni, the divine Will-force, which breaks down 
their boundaries and is himself nourished by their now abundant 
waves. That is the crisis of the being by which the mortal nature 
prepares its conversion to immortality. Vamadeva describes the 
whole of existence as established above in the seat of the divine 
Purusha, below in the ocean of the subconscient and in the Life. 
The conscious mind is, then, the channel through which there is 
communication between the upper ocean and the lower, between 
superconscient and subconscient, the light divine and the original 
darkness of Nature.

[The Secret of the Veda]



Once more she mounted  
on the carven car

Once more she mounted on the carven car 
And under the ardour of a fiery noon 
Less bright than the splendour of her thoughts and dreams 
She sped swift-reined, swift-hearted but still saw 
In still lucidities of sight’s inner world 
Through the cool scented wood’s luxurious gloom 
On shadowy paths between great rugged trunks 
Pace towards a tranquil clearing Satyavan. ||105.8||

Satyavan and Savitri have joined together in golden reality of a 
deep preciousness, and one human moment has suddenly become 
eternal. He leads her to the hermitage where he stays with his 
elderly parents; that is the thatch which is going to be her future 
home, a sylvan marvel lived in a dream of beauty. Yes, her heart 
will stay here even while she must now hasten to her father’s 
palace and tell them of the joy she has discovered in the emerald 
of the calm forest. Though thus separated they will be for a while, 
there is nothing that would disunite the bliss of inner union. She is 
back in her golden chariot, hema-ratha, riding on the way to the 
distant Madra, but the fiery splendour of her thoughts and idea-
imaginations makes even the summer noon less bright. Such is 
the power of love that has transformed her into a sweetness and a 
greatness and a wonder that even the lustrous day could not hold 
them in its gleaming vastness. It is a love that has the power to 
move on her strength’s unbending road.

□□□
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The king of Vidarbha country was praying for the gift of a child, 
issueless as he was. Rishi Agastaya arranged that the infant 
he had created was born as his daughter. The child was named 
Lopamudra. She was brought up well, even intelligent and beautiful 
as she was. When she came of age, Agastya approached the King 
and sought to marry Lopamudra. The king was troubled because 
he knew that Agastya was a renunciate. But the girl insisted that 
her father accept the proposal. After her marriage Lopamudra left 
her royal life and joined her husband in his ascetic pursuit and 
way of living.

But when he sought to consummate the marriage she demanded 
to be treated as a princess. Agastya complained that he had no 
money and could never give her a royal life. She replied that 
he then must give her the wealth of his knowledge. It is said 
that Lopamudra wrote a two-stanza hymn, asking for Agastya’s 
attention and love. The couple had a son named Dridhasyu who 
later became a poet. The Rig Veda (I:179) includes a conversation 
between Agastya and Lopamudra.

http://www.women-philosophers.com/Lopamudar.html

□□□
Sūryā’s Bridal in the Rig Veda (X:85) is the famous hymn about 
marriage between Sūryā and Soma. Relevant part from Griffith’s 
rendering is as follows:

Truth is the base that bears the earth; by Sūrya are the heavens 
sustained. By Law the Ādityas stand secure, and Soma holds his 
place in heaven.

When they begin to drink thee then, O God, thou swellest out 
again. Vāyu is Soma’s guardian God. The Moon is that which 
shapes the years.

Raibhi was her dear bridal friend, and Narasamsi led her home. 
Lovely was Sūrya’s robe: she came to that which Gatha had 
adorned.

Once more she mounted on the carven car
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Thought was the pillow of her couch, sight was the unguent for 
her eyes: Her treasury was earth and heaven when Sūrya went 
unto her Lord.

Hymns were the cross-bars of the pole, Kurira-metre decked the 
car: The bridesmen were the Aśvin Pair, Agni was leader of the 
train.

Soma was he who wooed the maid: the groomsmen were both 
Aśvins, when The Sun-God Savitar bestowed his willing Sūrya on 
her Lord.

Her spirit was the bridal car; the covering thereof was heaven: 
Bright were both Steers that drew it when Sūrya approached her 
husband’s, home.

Thy Steers were steady, kept in place by holy verse and Sāma-
hymn: All car were thy two chariot wheels: thy path was tremulous 
in the sky,

Clean, as thou wentest, were thy wheels wind, was the axle 
fastened there. Sūrya, proceeding to her Lord, mounted a spirit-
fashioried car.

The bridal pomp of Sūrya, which Savitar started, moved along. In 
Magha days are oxen slain, in Arjuris they wed the bride.

When on your three-wheeled chariot, O Aśvins, ye came as wooers 
unto Sūrya’s bridal, Then all the Gods agreed to your proposal 
Pūṣan as Son elected you as Fathers.

Mount this, all-shaped, gold-hued, with strong wheels, fashioned 
of Kimsuka and Salmali, light-rolling, Bound for the world of life 
immortal, Sūrya: make for thy lord a happy bridal journey.

Let Pūṣan take thy hand and hence conduct thee; may the two 
Aśvins on their car transport thee. Go to the house to be the 
household’s mistress and speak as lady ito thy gathered people.
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Happy be thou and prosper witlh thy children here: be vigilant to 
rule thy household in this home. Closely unite thy body with this; 
man, thy lord. So shall ye, full of years, address your company.

Let not the highway thieves who lie in ambush find the wedded 
pair.

By pleasant ways let them escape the danger, and let foes depart.

Signs of good fortune mark the bride come all of you and look at 
her. Wish her prosperity, and then return unto your homes again.

The fringe, the cloth that decks her head, and then the triply 
parted robe,—Behold the hues which Sūrya wears these doth the 
Brahman purify.

I take thy hand in mine for happy fortune that thou mayst reach 
old age with me thy husband. Gods, Aryaman, Bhaga, Savitar, 
Purandhi, have given thee to be my household’s mistress.

O Pūṣan, send her on as most auspicious, her who shall be the 
sharer of my pleasures; Her who shall twine her loving arms about 
me, and welcome all my love and mine embraces.

So may Prajāpati bring children forth to us; may Aryaman adorn us 
till old age come nigh. Not inauspicious enter thou thy husband’s 
house: bring blessing to our bipeds and our quadrupeds.

Not evil-eyed, no slayer of thy husband, bring weal to cattle, 
radiant, gentlehearted; Loving the Gods, delightful, bearing 
heroes, bring blessing to our quadrupeds and bipeds.

O Bounteous Indra, make this bride blest in her sons and fortunate. 
Vouchsafe to her ten sons, and make her husband the eleventh 
man.

So may the Universal Gods, so may the Waters join our hearts. 
May Mātariśvan, Dhātar, and Destri together bind us close.



He sang the Inconscient  
and its secret self

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 a see-saw game of death and life. ||106.2||

He sang the Inconscient and its secret self, 
Its power omnipotent knowing not what it does, 
All shaping without will or thought or sense, 
Its blind unerring occult mystery, 
And darkness yearning towards the eternal Light, 
And Love that broods within the dim abyss 
And waits the answer of the human heart, 
And death that climbs immortality. ||106.9||

Savitri has met Love; she must meet Death. It is that context 
which brings Narad to the palace of king Aswapati. He comes with 
the Word of Fate and makes known to human Savitri the fruitful 
death of her lover one year after their marriage. But this is a 
charged death, loaded with luminous consequences bearing on 
the entire fate of this precarious creation. From his eternal home 
in Paradise the Sage hastens to Earth, the summer earth beautiful 
in a warm glory, the darling of his Vishnu, the promoter of the 
possibilities of the spirit opening out in the evolutionary process; 
on his way he sings five songs. He sings the name of Vishnu and 
the birth; he sings of the fallen self and its power; he sings of the 
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Truth crying from the Night’s deeps; he sings of the glory and the 
marvel poised to be born; he sings of the happy demons that the 
dreadful task they had undertaken is going to get terminated, 
that they can return to the One from they had come. Indeed, it is 
because the divine Love has stationed himself in the inconscient 
Void that there is the opportunity for Death to climb to immortality. 
There is the yearning in the soul of the darkness, and there is the 
expectation of the human heart responding to the new prospects; 
it is in those happenings there will be the fulfilment of Savitri’s 
task. But she must herself turn towards this. Narad initiates her 
in the Yoga that will give her the power to conquer Death who is 
standing across the path of the divine Event, Death the embodied 
Nothingness with his mind of Night.

□□□
Narad’s participation in the context of Savitri’s mission is unique, 
showing as if there is a divine stamp on its authority. Indeed, he 
displays a great sense of responsibility in designedly announcing in 
the presence of Savitri the death of Satyavan. She has discovered 
Love, but it is also necessary that she discover Death. So well 
intentioned and well timed was his visit that, through it, she 
became conscious of the future; she became aware of the god-
given task she has to carry out here. Now her Shakti Yoga could 
begin, should begin. Without this Yoga human Savitri would not 
have been able to meet Death and deal with the difficult problem 
of this mortal creation. Her mission needed an instrumental 
prompting and the sage provided that. It does not happen in a 
mechanical way, but in the free play of the forces. Narad himself 
participates in it of his own accord, his inspired and luminous 
bonne volonté, voluntas. Thus was his contribution to the divine 
work extremely crucial. Thus indeed he proved to be the “slave 
of God” who drew inspiration directly from the source of that All-
Love itself. Truly, he ever lives in the consciousness of Vishnu and 
does his work in it. Vyasa’s narrative of the tale makes Narad the 
Preceptor of Aswapati, revered even by the gods. Without a doubt 
it was he who had initiated Savitri into Yoga.

□□□
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Narad’s is a difficult undertaking, and a responsible task too. 
In order that this is done, he hastens to Aswapati’s palace and 
makes known about the impending doom. By the occult Sankhya 
process of materialisation he identifies himself with the earthly 
world’s substance and takes a body in flesh and blood. While he 
is coming down from his paradisal home, he sings in the happy 
consciousness of Vishnu five songs culminating in the glory and 
marvel about to be born upon earth. The vibrations that are set 
into motion in the universe reach even the demons who see the 
end of their long dreadful task. That is his real joy. It is in it that 
he is received warmly in the palace at Madra. Savitri discloses her 
meeting with Satyavan in the Shalwa country. Narad is persuaded 
to speak about the appropriateness of her choice. Aswapati the Yogi 
has already seen behind it something ominous, yet with a striking 
resplendent end. The poet is on guard not to immediately disclose 
all the details to us, scatter the beans. In the sequel Narad tightens 
the grip of adverse Fate,—only to loosen it in a greater firmer way. 
However, for Savitri’s passionate mother Malawi this is altogether 
unacceptable, that widowhood should come to her lovely daughter 
and that too just one year after the marriage. She pleads her, in the 
way of human pragmatism, to make another choice, an appropriate 
choice. But the daughter is firm in her resolve, maintaining that it 
was her soul’s choice and none could reverse it. Narad’s concern 
is to strengthen it in his own way, the choice of the incarnate soul 
made through the power of awakened love.

□□□
There is the epic-lyrical swiftness in the journey Narad has 
undertaken to visit Aswapati from his home in Paradise. It consists 
of several natural movements which themselves go with the rapidity 
of a heroic narrative. Something impels Narad and immediately he 
prepares himself to undertake the long and arduous earthward 
journey. He is presently approaching Mrityu Loka, the world that 
is under the sway of Death, the world of we grieving mortals. He 
has left behind the realm of luminous peace, but even while he is 
on his way to this world, he is constantly singing in calm measure 
the name of Vishnu: Narayana-Narayana, Narayana-Narayana, 
Narayana-Narayana. The bright sky is filled with that chant.
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It seems that in spite of the condition of toil and quest and grief 
and hope in this mortal world, in spite of the constant tussle 
between death and life that has been going on here since long, he 
chooses to leave the happy paths of the Immortals, paths of those 
who know not the hard slog and anguish and woe that we the 
mortals bear. But his is still the chant of joy, because the earth is 
all the while making an effort to catch the warmth of a small sun, 
as if to escape the “shadow of white death”.

Having decided to visit the earth Narad prepares himself to 
undergo the necessary transitions. From the heavens of the gods 
into the soul-space and then from Mind into material things—that 
is the route followed by him in this long journey. The domain of 
the cosmic Self with all its typal creations is traversed to enter into 
modalities of the evolutionary earth. If on the other side is the Holy 
Spirit in its wideness, if there are bright and beautiful worlds with 
their happy paths of a superconscient truth-delight, here on this 
sphere of sorrows are issues related to the inconscient Self and 
the somnambulist Force. The transcendent Sat and Chit, the all-
supporting calm Truth-Existent and the dynamic Consciousness-
Force have here their counterparts working as the inconscient 
Self, Achetana Purusha, and the somnambulist Force, the half-
blind half-seeing Nature, Andhah Prakriti. This work is a travail, 
is full of grief and suffering, is subject to the dubious workings of 
Fate and Time, of Ignorance and Death. The heavenly visitor is 
presently stepping into this sphere.

Already a considerable change has taken place in the mood of the 
divine singer. In the next movement this change deepens further 
when he identifies himself with the dumb Spirit. He has accepted 
the dim circumstance, of the gross physical, that thus alone he 
could make the Word that he is carrying with him relevant to it.

Narad’s subtle-spiritual body now starts undergoing a change 
towards more and more gross form. The intention is to identify 
himself with the mortality’s cumbersomeness. This he does 
by the process of the Sankhya material creation. Below him he 
sees a myriad suns, each sun pouring its creative energy into 
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luminous generative substance. Then he takes a deeper plunge 
by projecting the higher Nature into the lower universal Nature; 
by successively utilising the five elemental conditions of Ether-Air-
Fire-Water-Earth heavier and heavier forms, through the subtle 
to the gross physical, are assumed. In the last stage, plunging 
further deep down, he identifies himself with the dumb Spirit 
in communion with solid Matter, Matter in the state of obscure 
oneness of forms, a totally undifferentiated and unevolved state of 
material existence. Although this is a state of indeterminateness, 
it is yet the Spirit’s state accepted for the purposes of bringing 
out divine determinates. To give rise to the multiplicity of shining 
forms is the aspect of the material manifestation.

Here are all functions of sight. Narad sees the things with which 
his great Vishnu is busy. He as the cosmic Being or Virāt Purusha 
is at the task of upholding the order of the worlds. He is the 
sustainer of the creation. Gods or the Powers of Light, the Devas, 
are constantly at work to help and promote the evolving soul of 
man. If the Spirit has taken the plunge into the Inconscience, 
these Powers aid its upward ascent. In the entire process the soul 
is the well-designed nodus and time and space are the fields of its 
vast operation. Not the transcendental but the universal and the 
individual aspects have a specific connotation as far as Narad’s 
present visit is concerned.

The travail begins. Here Narad is entering into a transient and 
sorrowful world. No more the delight of existence in which he lives 
in heaven. It is the pathos that now gets into his song—pathos, 
because here month follows gloom-stricken month and year wakes 
to the grey sorrow of another cyclic year. Here is the unsteady 
light only, light that waxes and wanes, becomes now bright and 
now dim. The heart of love, if it is there, continues to die. It is the 
play of cosmic Ignorance and it is the uncertain working of Mother-
Nature as Fate. They seem to decide this mortal creation’s lot.

And yet we feel that there is the feeble quivering of the soul and 
we see a bright glimmer of birth itself which could be the birth 
of the divine individual. Not of the nameless Vishnu, nor of the 
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still unnameable Vishnu, but of his names, that is, his qualities 
in manifestation, numina in flesh and blood in this world—that is 
the theme of his song: it has the theme of the birth of the divine 
individuals. The first sound of the coming of the soul is heard; the 
rustle of the happy movement is felt; the tread of its silent feet in 
the expectant corridors of time seems to bring the promised birth 
closer. The march of destiny is gathering mass and momentum.

Narad sings of the bright possibilities that are on the verge to 
emerge out of the present Night of Darkness. He sings about the 
inconscient Self and the somnambulist Force, but now shaping 
our will and thought and sense, the physical, the mental and the 
vital. In it is the in-built infallibility, though it is the blind Occult’s 
working. Its omnipotence and its omnipresence are active in their 
own way, but without awareness; the operations are a blind shot. 
But there is the hidden Wisdom behind them. Death with the 
element of birth entering into the process is seen climbing towards 
immortality, from darkness to light and from death to immortality, 
tamaso mā jyotirgamaya and mŗtyor mā amŗtam gamaya, is 
the celebration. This ascending movement has become possible 
because of the sacrifice Love made long ago, at the zero hour 
marking the beginning of the evolutionary process. The cosmic 
Being’s task, the hymn of Ignorance and Fate, the throb of the 
soul would then mean the assurance of a marvellous creation 
coming out of the Womb of Darkness.

The cry of the Truth is the cry of the involved Being, trying to 
emerge out of the unseeing depths of the Night; the wise dynamic 
Force with the love and concern for this Truth and the working of 
the Idea, though alienated from the Real, are both present in the 
very breast of Nature. Indeed, evolution out of the Inconscience 
is the cry of this Truth with the needed Force and Idea working 
behind it. The result of these high involvements, the involvement 
of the Truth-Idea-Force, is the growth of consciousness which has 
presently come up to the human stage. All this progress has taken 
place in the seemingly endless domain of Ignorance; but being the 
cry of the Truth itself, it shall proceed beyond the mental regions 
of Ignorance and step into the vasts of Knowledge. This in the very 
nature of things is inevitable.



Running through Savitri 396

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. ||106.11||

The evolution marches on. The dreadful abysms of Ignorance are 
left behind. The broad vistas of Truth-Knowledge stretch invisibly 
on. The veil is getting thinner and thinner. The splendid possibility 
of divine glory living in Matter’s house has been unequivocally 
asserted. The life divine shall be real in the divine’s birth on earth. 
There is harmony and sweetness and joy; the involved Spirit has 
triumphed over the obduracy of the physical Nature. In the divine 
multitude’s oneness is the victory of the Spirit. Out of that rises a 
new and marvellous creation. Sad thoughts have become sweet 
songs. The long-suffering existence is now changing into a thing 
of beauty which is a joy for ever.

Evolution need not have been a tortuous, painful process, explains 
Sri Aurobindo in one of his letters. But then a dark possibility 
could have been there and it had to be exhausted. In this many-
dimensional unfoldment of the divine delight, the infinity of 
Inconscience had to be met in its full scope and operative might. 
In response to every descent that had occurred until now, it always 
threw answer antagonistically to distort it, if not to destroy it. 
Therefore triumphing over it means establishing a greater delight 
in mode of the very existence-consciousness itself. The demons 
now return into the supreme Origin from which they had come, 
the bright Womb of Creation. Thus is prepared the hazardless way 
for evolution to grow from knowledge to greater knowledge. The 
miracle is of reaching, via Ignorance, the divine multitude through 
such a strange possibility.

□□□
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We have here in this opening passage the entire process of material 
creation, a process by which the causal-spiritual becomes, through 
several stages, the gross-physical. Down the line on the deepening 
foundation of the Truth-Being, the dynamic Consciousness-Force 
gives rise to the objective world. We see that Narad is adopting 
the Sankhya alchemy to assume a purple-glowing corporeal form.

It starts under the auspices of a myriad suns: Below him circling 
burned the myriad suns. What are these myriad suns and, even 
while they burn, around whom are they circling? Circle they must, 
as a static universe, non-closing on itself, cannot exist. But then 
the circle must have a centre, there has to be a central force for this 
circular motion to take place. Who makes available that centripetal 
force? and circular motion around what? Pythagoras thought of 
the Central Fire providing the stability to the solar system, that is, 
the planets and the sun moving around this Fire. Where does this 
Fire come from? As these suns are burning below the soul-space 
its origin must be in it, the context being the spiritual turning into 
the physical. These suns are not the transcendental suns but they 
belong to the cosmic order.

They are linked with the creative energies leading to the 
appearance of material things. They belong, rather give rise, to 
the presently known elemental states of Matter, the five elemental 
states familiar to us as Pancha Mahabhutas: Akash Vayu, Agni, 
Apas, and Prithvi—Ether, Air, Fire, Water, and Earth. They are also 
recognised as Five Nights or Pancha Ratras. When the Earth was 
formed and when she wheeled abandoned in the hollow gulfs, 
forgetful of her spirit and her fate, the other elements were still 
asleep: it was the hour before the Gods awake. But for the full 
awakening to take place not just these five suns but a myriad 
suns must come out in the sky. A new body made from them 
shall be the truer expression of the spirit’s growing possibilities 
in the splendour of material things. A transformed body with the 
materialisation of the psychic being shall appear only in the birth 
of the supramental sun. Then the Twelve Adityas in their wide and 
yet widening glory shall reside in it.
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Narad’s plunge into dense Matter is in the manner of the Spirit’s 
communion with it. Of course, it is a communion of the individual 
and not of the universal being. Participating in the holy sacrament 
is a communion which could be of different degrees. In the subtle 
and luminous Matter the communion would be luminous and fine, 
finer than the fine, where the nourishing Substance and the Spirit 
would flow into each other’s symbiotic otherness; it would be 
more intimate and hence firm, enduring. On the other hand, in 
solid Matter, which is weighed pretty heavily by the inconscience, 
the communion would be a dense and dark communion. It would 
be uncouth, clumsy, heavy, also uncertain. The character of Matter 
at this stage is, apart from its gravity, one of obscurity. This can be 
seen in contrast to the communion and oneness of the gnostic being 
with the Creator within him. In that communion the relationships 
of gnostic beings with gnostic beings are an “expression of their 
one gnostic self and supernature shaping into a significant power 
and form of itself the whole common existence.”  Presently, the 
dense communion is with the expressionless dumb Spirit. Narad 
shares it when he comes down to this last stage of the Sankhya 
descent in the process of preparing his corporeal body.

It is because Spirit identifies itself with Matter that Matter has hope. 
What is the hope, therefore, that Narad brings to us when he is 
identifying himself with this world of ours? But he brings the Word 
of Fate, in its immediate appearance frightening and altogether 
unacceptable to the small heart of passion. But recognising the 
nature of human frailty and lack of understanding of the deeper 
issues involved, Narad did what he came to do. By his action he 
sets the spring of cosmic action free. Vast agencies are let loose. 
Such a substantial action is in his identity with the destiny of the 
earth. Spirit and Matter, in spite of the age-old dichotomy between 
them, much older than the Cartesian formulation, a prolonged 
dichotomy which is antagonistic, will become meaningful and 
functional, will become holy in their communion; the ceremony 
of transubstantiation will then be performed in its true character.



Earth has gold-hued  
expanses, shadowy hills

Earth has gold-hued expanses, shadowy hills 
That cowl their dreaming phantom heads in night, 
And guarded in a cloistral joy of woods, 
Screened banks sink down into felicity 
Seized by the curved incessant yearning hands 
And ripple-passion of the up-gazing stream: 
Amid cool-lipped murmurs of its pure embrace 
They lose their souls on beds of trembling reeds. ||106.24||

Assailed by trooping voices of delight 
And seized mid a sunlit glamour of the boughs 
In faery woods, led down the gleaming slopes 
Of Gundhamadan where the Apsaras roam, 
Thy limbs have shared the sports which none has seen, 
And in god-haunts thy human footsteps strayed, 
Thy mortal bosom quivered with god-speech 
And thy soul answered to a Word unknown. ||106.28||

After meeting Satyavan in the Shalwa Woods, Savitri returns to 
the palace where she is greeted by Narad and her parents. The 
sage casts his far-seeing vast immortal look at her and kind of 
innocently asks who is this maiden who has come perfected by 
love. He had rather taken a purposeful decision to hasten to the 
earth well in time before Savitri’s return, the intention being to 
deliver the Word of Fate, the Word that shall initiate Savitri on the 
Path of Yoga, the Yoga of the Conquest of Death. From his home 
above in Paradise he has seen the Shalwa scene, the eventful 
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engagement, the gold-hued earth, and the thick tree-laden hills, 
and the rivers of streaming felicity, and the mysterious presences 
speaking of joy to the mortal hearts. The listening soul of Savitri 
heard the silent call, and accepted the compulsion of its unknown 
significance. But it could be that, lost in love, having drunk the 
bright cup of happiness, in her dreaming depths she might have 
remained oblivious of the hazards of life. This is not a world where 
roam Apsaras as on the sweet-scented mountains described in 
endless rich mythologies. Savitri has not spoken yet with the kings 
of pain, but soon she will; she will have to get ready to face the 
odds of fate. Hints are already dropped of untoward things waiting 
in the young life of Savitri, they waiting for their moment. Love 
in this world is accompanied by Death, and Savitri cannot remain 
locked in the safety of her dreams—if safety can be there in them.

□□□
In Prayers and Meditations there is a sentence: “And the hours 
pass, fading away like unlived dreams.”

[19 January 1917]

□□□
This is an experience. Do you know what an unlived dream is?... 
I did not take the word “dream” in the sense of dreams at night; 
I took the word dream to mean something one has built up in 
the best and most clear-sighted part of one’s being, something 
which is an ideal one would like to see realised, something higher, 
more beautiful, more noble, more wonderful than all that has 
been created, and one has a power of imagination or creation 
somewhere in one’s consciousness and one builds something so 
that it may be realised.

And then, for some reason or other, it is not realised. Either the 
world was not ready or perhaps the formation was not sufficient, 
but it is not realised. And so the hours pass, sterile, unproductive—
useless, vain, empty—they seem to fade away because they have 
no result and no usefulness.
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And so I said: “And the hours pass, fading away like unlived 
dreams.”

[18 July 1956]

□□□
I have gathered my dreams in a silver air 
 Between the gold and the blue 
And wrapped them softly and left them there, 
 My jewelled dreams of you.

[A God’s Labour]

The Mother tells:

The silver air is the spiritual realm. The gold is the supramental 
and the blue is the mind. The “dreams” means all the unrealised 
expectations that have to be realised in future—these “dreams” 
are kept softly and lovingly protected for the possibility of their 
realisation.

[26 July 1969]

□□□
For whom does the “you” stand? It is better to keep what Sri 
Aurobindo wanted us to understand: God speaking to his creation, 
the earth.

[27 July 1969]

□□□
Kalidasa refers to Gandhamadana, in the vicinity of the mythical 
city of Osadhiprastha in Himalaya Mountain, having Santanaka 
trees.—Kumarasambhava.

Only those who have done spiritual tapasyā  can access this 
mountain.—Mahabharata.



So are her dawns like  
jewelled leaves of light

As grows the great and golden bounteous tree 
Flowering by Alacananda’s murmuring waves, 
Where with enamoured speed the waters run 
Lisping and babbling to the splendour of morn 
And cling with lyric laughter round the knees 
Of heaven’s daughters dripping magic rain 
Pearl-bright from moon-gold limbs and cloudy hair, 
So are her dawns like jewelled leaves of light. ||106.56||

Savitri has returned to the palace and Narad asks, as if innocently, 
who is that comes, the bride perfected by love. Her father answers. 
He has already noticed the dubious close of the Sage’s amazement. 
He had spoken if only the splendours of her heart could be locked 
in some impregnable dream! But it was not going to be so. Savitri 
had to wake to the reality of the earthly time, and the perils of life 
and fate. Narad sees all these far-off dangers, even as he sings 
the glories of his Vishnu in this creation. The father describes his 
daughter’s heavenly beauty which is as beautiful as her soul. She 
is an image of light and love, she is a poetic stanza of the ardour 
of the gods, she is a perfectly rhymed composition, she is like a 
ripple of gold carved on pillar, her body a pitcher of delight, her 
eyes dream-made still holding in them the reflections of heaven. 
Equally is she within, her thoughts reveal the blue of the sky, 
flowers spring up in her laugh, the smiling hours pass like happy 
children, and what is expected for her is the nectar of a sorrowless 
life flowing in every stream. She is a like a big and bounteous tree 
growing on the banks of Alacananda whose lucid waters run with 
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enamoured speed. She was born as a flame of radiant happiness, 
and it is that flame which will set the soul of the earth aflame. Yet 
will she have to pass the fire test?

□□□
“As grows the great and golden bounteous tree…” is one of the 
most beautiful epic similes in Savitri. It is also perhaps indicative 
of the location of Aswapati’s Madra on the banks of the Alacananda 
in the lower Himalayas of the ancient times. This is so if “the 
great and golden bounteous tree” is to be taken as the great and 
golden beautiful Princess. It is to be understood that the character 
of a genuine simile means it is “a substantial part of the story” 
itself, and it does not just hang around as an appendage, be a 
digression from the main storyline; this should be particularly so 
in the case of epic or Homeric similes. But can that be taken as a 
sufficient criterion, of being a substantial part of the story? Should 
not a simile enter into creative spirit of the narrative in its own 
manner, sense, in its own right, with its own richness, vibrancy, 
suggestiveness, they supportive of the soul it represents, almost 
becoming one with it? It must be an organic branch breathing 
its happy natural air, as much as giving to its integrality another 
living fullness as well as unity. Let us take some examples. In Sri 
Aurobindo’s epic Ilion we have the following. The line that was 
given to him as an example by Ferrar, one of his contemporaries 
when he was in Cambridge, is “He like a god came leaving his 
ample Olympian chamber,” at once suggesting its sweeping 
measure. The four lines belonging to the opening Book of Ilion 
about the herald Talthybius sending a loud and urgent summons 
to the sleeping Trojans are:

One and unarmed in the car was the driver; grey was he, shrunken, 
Worn with his decades. To Pergama cinctured with strength Cyclopean 
Old and alone he arrived, insignificant, feeblest of mortals, 
Carrying Fate in his helpless hands and the doom of an empire.

But in the following we have a wonderful Homeric simile, well-
poised and composed, for the Homeric theme most apt in its 
grandeur and majesty and mightiness:
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Over the brow he mounted and saw the palace of Priam, 
Home of the gods of the earth, Laomedon’s marvellous vision 
Held in the thought that accustomed his will to unearthly 
achievement 
And in the blaze of his spirit compelling heaven with its greatness, 
Dreamed by the harp of Apollo, a melody caught in the marble.

Out of his mind it arose like an epic canto by canto; 
Each of its halls was a strophe, its chambers lines of an epode, 
Victor chant of Ilion’s destiny…

This Apollo’s epic, this City of ancient Glory fashioned by the God 
of Arts himself, this Delian marvel, perfect in beauty as a visual 
symbol, has power to set destiny of men and countries into swift 
motion. There is magnificence in these descriptions; there is the 
heroic power that can conquer the hearts of the heroic and the 
powerful.

If we compare this with the one we have in Savitri’s bird-passage—

As might a soul fly like a hunted bird, 
Escaping with tired wings from a world of storms, 
And a quiet reach like a remembered breast, 
In a haven of safety and splendid soft repose 
One could drink life back in streams of honey-fire, 
Recover the lost habit of happiness, 
Feel her bright nature’s glorious ambiance, 
And preen joy in her warmth and colour’s rule. ||3.36||—

we might start seeing the new wonder that is present here. Both 
are epic similes, one more lyrical than the other, one dense and 
yet breathing large volumes of sound in the ease of great waters, 
the other happy-winged untouched by the calamitous chasing 
it. We might hazardously say that one is Classical and the other 
Romantic. So too “As grows the great and golden bounteous tree…” 
is in the class of Romantic.

□□□
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In the hands of Sri Aurobindo, the Classical opens out to the 
luminous spiritual, stepping into the realms of bright truth and 
knowledge and power, the Romantic to the deep psychic, to the 
inner self, to the soul of delight. It had been throughout the 
history of literature an impossible task to combine these two into 
a satisfying harmonious expression, as if they must remain ever 
in opposition to each other. In that respect the Ilion-simile, though 
very elevating and rich in more than one respect, charged with 
the calm and luminous spiritual, is yet wanting in its warm psychic 
contents. On the other hand, the Savitri-one in its concern has the 
quality that brings Ananda of the Divine, its lyricism a sweetness 
that does not allow any gaping discordance to appear anywhere. 
Overmind has that power, but then even the Vedic poetry which 
in its best is Overmental does not carry that quality of felicity and 
joy which belong to the soul. Savitri has achieved it, the fusion of 
the twofold joy, of the spirit and of the soul, the Classical and the 
Romantic. That is the honey-fire, the Joy.

An elaborate description of an event or a complex action in terms 
of some aspect of nature or common life is a literary device which 
began with Homer in Greek; it is not so prominently present in 
the ancient Indian narrative poetry. We have an epic scene of 
tremendous greatness and power in the opening panorama of the 
Gita, for instance, but the loud piercing conch sounds make their 
own impact without the need of any literary feature such as simile 
or metaphor; here the language is bare, the idiom vigorously 
concise. But when Homer tells “her legs, and there are twelve, are 
like great tentacles, unjointed, and upon her serpent necks are 
borne six heads”, we savour another essence or flavour or rasa in 
its heroic magnificence. Homer’s simile can run into several lines 
in the heroic distinction of the subject.

This is from the Odyssey: “The attackers struck like eagles, crook-
clawed, hook-beaked, swooping down from a mountain ridge to 
harry smaller birds that skim across the flatland cringing under the 
clouds but the eagles plunge in fury, rip their lives out—hopeless, 
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never a chance of flight or rescue—and people love the sport—
so the attackers routed suitors headlong down the hall, wheeling 
into the slaughter, slashing left and right and grisly screams broke 
from skulls cracked open—the whole floor awash with blood.”

□□□
In Savitri itself we have a variety of epic descriptions. Here can 
be long-drawn similes, here can be rapid variations giving rise 
of multi-hued and multi-meaninged pictures.  The Sailor on the 
Flow of Time has a uniqueness, wonderfully elaborate, artistically 
perfect, spiritually precise. It has no parallel anywhere in the 
literature.

This is the sailor on the flow of Time, 
This is World-Matter’s slow discoverer, 
Who, launched into this small corporeal birth, 
Has learnt his craft in tiny bays of self, 
But dares at last unplumbed infinitudes, 
A voyager upon eternity’s seas. ||17.1||

This is an elaborate description using the apt metaphor of a 
Victorian sailor voyaging across known and unknown seas, seas 
near and distant depths and extensions of waters, exploring new 
possible routes of commerce and establishing centres of diverse 
and flourishing trade. In the cosmic working of Nature it is the 
task of the discoverer Yogin to grasp the full details in order to get 
down to the problem that is there at the root of things.

□□□
Here is another elaborate epic simile of a battlefield and is pretty 
Homeric-Arnoldian in its manner yet running in its strength as a 
perfect lyric.

Across the dust and mire of the earthly plain, 
On many-guarded lines and dangerous fronts, 
In dire assaults, in wounded slow retreats, 
Or holding the ideal’s battered fort 
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Or fighting against odds in lonely posts, 
Or camped in night around the bivouac’s fires, 
Awaiting the tardy trumpets of the dawn 
In hunger and in plenty and in pain, 
Through peril and through triumph and through fall, 
Through life’s green lanes and over her desert sands, 
Up the bald moor, along the sunlit ridge 
In serried columns with a straggling rear 
Led by its nomad vanguard’s signal fires, 
Marches the army of the waylost god. ||112.35||

Its appropriateness also lies in the fact that it occurs at a high 
moment of the argument clinching the issue. There is nothing 
miraculous in this, but is still loaded with the unquestionable 
supernatural. It foreglows in the possibilities that are unfolding in 
the fast-approaching hour in the life of young Savitri, possibilities 
foreboding as they may look even to the heavenly Sage, Narad. 
She is standing on a dangerous brink, and here in the dire battle 
of life and death all may be won or all lost for the striving soul of 
man in its spiritual openings of the future. Narad sees the future 
but he cannot definitely say if Savitri will ultimately win, or will 
fail though God-given is her strength to face doom. As with the 
ponderous richness of the contents does move the poetry also. It 
has the inspired aggressiveness to assert the values of the spirit 
in the struggle and strife of besieged life.

□□□
Of the Homeric similes here is an example from Matthew Arnold’s 
Sohrab and Rustum:

As, in the country, on a morn in June, 
When the dew glistens on the pearled ears, 
A shiver runs through the deep corn for joy— 
So, when they heard what Peran-Wisa said, 
A thrill through all the Tartar squadrons ran 
Of pride and hope for Sohrab, whom they loved.
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But as a troop of pedlars, from Cabool, 
Cross underneath the Indian Caucasus, 
That vast sky-neighbouring mountain of milk snow; 
Crossing so high, that, as they mount, they pass 
Long flocks of travelling birds dead on the snow, 
Choked by the air, and scarce can they themselves 
Slake their parch’d throats with sugar’d mulberries— 
In single file they move, and stop their breath, 
For fear they should dislodge the o’erhanging snows— 
So the pale Persians held their breath with fear.

□□□
Expanded comparisons give dignity to epics and heroic narratives—
even as they create an atmosphere of psychological poignancy 
or of relieving breadth, they revealing the richness of human 
experience, all bringing nuances of many qualities, characterizing 
now the vehemence of feelings, elaborating then on the tension of 
time through human failures or human attainments, accompanied 
with uncertainties and anxieties of the result, the scope of swaying 
clashes that are going to decide the fortunes of people and of 
nations. There are grades and classes into which they can fall, 
physical actions, valiant or superhuman deeds, secular concerns, 
religious intensities, justification of the ways of the unknown to 
the known, issues of original sin and virtue, spiritual conquests, 
grim occult battles fought for the cause of this creation. The 
expressions also assume corresponding moods and methods, 
matter defining manner.



What stealthy doom has 
crept across her path

Here is no cause for dread, no chance for grief 
To raise her ominous head and stare at love: 
A single spirit in a multitude, 
Happy is Satyavan mid earthly men 
Whom Savitri has chosen for her mate, 
And fortunate the forest hermitage 
Where leaving her palace and riches and a throne 
My Savitri will dwell and bring in heaven. ||106.94||

Her tranquil spirit she called not to her aid, 
But as a common man beneath his load 
Grows faint and breathes his pain in ignorant words, 
So now she arraigned the World’s impassive will: 
“What stealthy doom has crept across her path 
Emerging from the dark forest’s sullen heart, 
What evil thing stood smiling by the way 
And wore the beauty of the Shalwa boy?” ||106.109||

It is but natural, but human that Savitri’s mother is going to 
be extremely disturbed about the ominous word Narad will be 
speaking, that Savitri’s chosen lover would die one year after the 
marriage. Narad is resounding, that none can refuse what the 
stern determined Force demands, that no cry or prayer can sway 
her from the aimed action. So too is Savitri, an arrow shot from 
the bow of God; it cannot be taken back now, it cannot be called 
back, withdrawn, and the concern of the anxious world would not 
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have any place in the action it is going to accomplish. But, how 
is Savitri’s mother going to accept it, her sweet lovely precious 
daughter becoming a widow one year thence? She would even 
go farther and accuse the creator himself, for the stony-eyed law 
that governs the fate of the earthly creature. She wants to know 
what is stored for her daughter in future, in this perverse world 
of God. She wants to dismiss him who has put on a smiling face 
of the Shalwa boy, who is becoming the cause of all calamity 
for her. Could it be that he had come as an enemy from some 
past life of hers, he armed with a hidden might, with the force of 
ancient wrongs? The mother is otherwise tranquil and well-poised 
and composed, but now she is dreadfully troubled at the turn the 
events are going to take. Earlier, she was pleading Narad to let 
her know if there was anything calamitous in the choice of her 
daughter, if there crouches unseen the panther of doom, if there 
is the stealthy hand of death ready to snatch the prey. She had 
accepted the lowly state of Satyavan, his hermitage-dwelling, but 
accept she cannot something crueller graver than that. She presses 
Narad not to drag in the peril of human thoughts which constantly 
haunt the mortal creature and become true in life. She wants to 
know that there is no cause for grief, that no evil chance would 
bring dread. In all her earnestness she beseeches the blessings of 
the heavenly sage. But in the cosmic imperative human tears and 
concerns count in the least, and the Word of Fate has to set into 
motion the cosmic agencies. Issues far greater than fond longings 
and hopes are involved, and it is in them that the stature of the 
participants should rise, ascend to the utmost degree. Things are 
going to happen that way.

□□□
In the Mahabharata narrative of Savitri we have the following in 
the context:

Savitri said

Only once can occur the division of the property, and only once a 
daughter given in marriage; having been made, a gift cannot be 
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made a second time. All these three happen once and only once. 
May he be of a short life or a long life, with virtuous qualities or 
else without them; I have chosen him as my husband and I shall 
choose not again. By perception does one first come to a certain 
conclusion and then one holds it by speech; only afterwards is it 
put into action. That perception of mine for me is the one single 
authority here.

Narad said

O great among men, firm and unperturbed is the understanding, 
and discernment, of your daughter Savitri; none can swerve 
her from that, and in every respect it is in conformity with the 
dharma. There is no other person who possesses the qualities 
which Satyavan has; what therefore looks to me proper is to give 
your daughter in marriage to him.

The King said

O venerable one, what you say is indeed true and what has to be 
is unavoidable; therefore I shall do what you advise, for you are 
my Teacher and my Preceptor. [31]

Narad said

vfo?ueLrq lkfoR;kZ% çnkus nqfgrqLroA  
lk/kf;";kE;ga rkor~ losZ"kka HkæeLrq o%AA

The marriage of your daughter Savitri shall be without any ill-
happening; I shall now take my leave; let always noble and 
propitious things be to all.



A green tangle of trees 
upon a happy hill

A tranquil breadth of sky windless and still 
Watching the world like a mind of unplumbed thought, 
A silent space musing and luminous 
Uncovered by the morning to delight, 
A green tangle of trees upon a happy hill 
Made into a murmuring nest by southern winds, 
These are his images and parallels, 
His kin in beauty and in depth his peers. ||106.141||

To her own despair answer the mother made; 
As one she cried who in her heavy heart 
Labours amid the sobbing of her hopes 
To wake a note of help from sadder strings; 
O child, in the magnificence of thy soul 
Dwelling on the border of a greater world, 
And, dazzled by thy superhuman thoughts, 
Thou lendst eternity to a mortal hope. ||106.167||

Narad is speaking glowingly about Satyavan, that he is a marvel 
of the meeting of earth and heavens. All the possibilities of the 
mortal’s growth and expansion, all the thousand potentialities of 
heavens that have remained unexpressed, have not opened in 
the evolutionary manifestation are epitomized in his soul and in 
his spirit. He is the leader of the great march towards a luminous 
destiny that can come to this world. If the sleep of heaven, 
Sushupti, is Prajna or Apprehending Consciousness then he is a 
part of it, he is a sapphire cutting of that heavenly rock, a figure, 
a mass of blue light in the wideness of awakening into activity of 
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such a divine dynamism. If he is a dewdrop of celestial radiance 
then he glistens in the green of the earthly grass. He is a living 
knot of golden Paradise, a star of splendour, a rose of bliss. The 
way the mind looks at the unplumbed thought in that manner he 
watches the world around him. His identity with Nature is such 
that his will can even climb heaven’s heights.

But he is afflicted with a fatal flaw in his life. Howsoever one might 
try it cannot be removed, it cannot be corrected. To Satyavan and 
to Savitri are given just twelve swift-winged months, that with 
the return of the day on which Narad has made the prophecy 
Satyavan must die, he has to die. That is a harsh unforgiving 
imperative, a pronouncement made by Narad though Narad is not 
in any manner responsible for such a fate of the young joyous 
souls. But, obviously, he would not make such a pronouncement 
without any significance underlying it, without any divine 
implication behind it, without the divine content in it, also without 
the divine consent in declaring it. He may not be fully aware of all 
the divine implications, but it is absolutely certain that the event 
has magnificent bearings in the context of life in the mortal world, 
on this mrityu-loka, on this earth which is a significant centre in 
the evolutionary march of great time, time taken by Eternity in 
his hand. But the human mind has the least notion of the divine 
implication in such a marked death. No wonder, Savitri’s mother 
Malawi, the Queen, is distraught. Which mother would not? How 
can she accept her daughter to be a widow one year after the 
marriage? and absolutely for no fault of hers? The queen raises her 
voice and cries out in distress, calls it a mockery of gifts, accuses 
heaven for the harshness inflicted upon the small human creature. 
She pleads to Savitri to at once forget about the doomed youth 
and find another when things can still be corrected. But Savitri 
is not going to change her decision, she is not going to choose 
having chosen once. In fact she goes to the extent of asserting 
that even doom shall prove helpless against her will, Fate shall 
change her course but never shall the course of Savitri once she 
has taken a decision. Such a conviction is born in her in the power 
of love that got awoken in her meeting with Satyavan.
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But to the emotionally charged mother this response from her 
daughter sounds like a call of disaster which she must understand 
and be human in the human way. To her it seemed that the young 
soul was talking like one who was possessed by the dazzle of 
superhuman thoughts. She is a mortal and must do things in the 
pragmatism of the mortal. For man the mental being below the 
god and above the brute is given the calm reason as his guide. 
Savitri must accept the guidance of that guide and follow the safe 
path of the world. She should not leave her rational goal and, 
infatuated, follow a deceitful beautiful face. But Savitri is not going 
to change her resolve. She says:

If for a year, that year is all my life 
And yet I know this is not all my fate 
Only to live and love awhile and die. ||106.198||

For I know now why my spirit came on earth 
And who I am and who he is I love. ||106.199||

I have looked at him from my immortal Self, 
I have seen God smile at me in Satyavan; 
I have seen the Eternal in a human face. ||106.200||

Poor Queen! She felt the leaden inevitable hand pressing her 
down; she is totally helpless. All that she can do is accuse God 
for the misfortune in the world that runs like an unbridled horse 
through life’s dreadful fields; she lays all blame on him, becomes 
“passionate like sorrow” and questions heaven, that destiny could 
be made from an hour’s emotion. She asks Narad if it was his God 
who had made this cruel law.

□□□
“Watching the world like a mind of unplumbed thought”. We have 
in this ponderous depth a very beautiful simile from which rush 
out endless streams of joyous beauty. The world itself is a mind 
whose thought has remained unplumbed. What the destiny is 
holding for man that is a closed mystery which cannot be grasped. 
It is not just the question of it being a puzzle but the complete 
inaccessibility which baffles us, disturbs us, becomes the cause of 
all our anguish.
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Let us take out of hundreds a couple of quick examples from 
Savitri to see the power of this “like”-similes, similes beginning 
with “like”. In the present context itself we have Savitri’s mother 
as one who is “passionate like sorrow”:

Voicing earth’s question to the inscrutable power 
The queen now turned to the still immobile seer: 
Assailed by the discontent in Nature’s depths, 
Partner in the agony of dumb driven things 
And all the misery, all the ignorant cry, 
Passionate like sorrow questioning heaven she spoke. ||107.7||

Here are a few from the opening canto of Savitri:

Insenisbly 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. ||1.13||

The darkness failed and slipped like a falling cloak 
From the reclining body of a god. ||1.23||

All came back to her: Earth and Love and Doom, 
The ancient disputants, encircled her 
Like giant figures wrestling in the night: 
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. ||2.35||

□□□
A part author of the cosmic tragedy, 
His will conspires with death and time and fate. ||107.36||
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His brief appearance on the enigmaed earth 
Ever recurs, but brings no high result 
To this wanderer through the aeon-rings of God 
That shut his life in their vast longevity. ||107.37||

His soul’s wide search and ever returning hopes 
Pursue the useless orbit of their course 
In a vain repetition of lost toils 
Across a track of soon forgotten lives. ||107.38||

All is an episode in a meaningless tale. ||107.39||

□□□
The Rings of Pandora are the several circular hallways that 
surround the lower levels of Pandora’s Temple. The first ring is just 
a long circular corridor, with a passage that leads to the Temple 
of the Crystal Eye, by pulling the lever the rings can rotate to 
reveal other passages that lead to the Challenge of Atlas and the 
Chamber of the Gods which requires both Muse Keys to open the 
chamber. The second circle is another hallway, with a giant spiked 
roller running through it. The central ring is a pool of water that 
surrounds a giant statue of Zeus, within the water there’s a tunnel 
that leads to the Challenge of Hades. Also there’s a wooden ladder 
that can be found there that goes up to a platform which contains 
a hallway that leads to the Challenge of Poseidon, which the only 
way to reach it is by jumping on the spiked roller and then jumping 
on the ladder. As Kratos continues completing the various temple 
challenges, he goes deeper and deeper into the rings, until he final 
gains access to the inner most ring, drains the water, and aligns all 
the rings so that a beam can shoot straight through them all from 
the Temple of the Crystal Eye, granting him passage to the upper 
levels of the temple.

[From the Internet]

The Riddle of the World: If you can solve it, you will be immortal, 
but if you fail you will perish. In answer to Maurice Magré’s 
question, Sri Aurobindo writes to him in a letter in June 1933 as 
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follows: “… In the beginning it was you (not the human you who 
is now complaining but the central being) which accepted or even 
invited the adventure of the Ignorance; sorrow and struggle are a 
necessary consequence of the plunge into the Inconscience and the 
evolutionary emergence out of it. The explanation is that it had an 
object, the eventual play of the Divine Consciousness and Ananda 
not in its original transcendence but under conditions for which the 
plunge into the Inconscience was necessary. It is fundamentally 
a cosmic problem and can be understood only from the cosmic 
consciousness. If you want a solution which will be agreeable to 
the human mind and feelings, I am afraid there is none. No doubt 
if human beings had made the universe, they would have done 
much better; but they were not there to be consulted when they 
were made. Only your central being was there and that was much 
nearer in its temerarious foolhardiness to Vivekananda's or X's 
than to the repining prudence of your murmuring and trembling 
human mentality of the present moment—otherwise it would 
never have come down into the adventure. Or perhaps it did not 
realise what it was in for? It is the same with the wallowers under 
their cross. Even now they wallow because something in them 
likes the wallowing and bear the cross because something in them 
chooses to suffer. …”

Here is the synopsis of the letter:

• This is an unideal and unsatisfactory world, strongly marked 
with the stamp of inadequacy, suffering, evil.

• This perception is in a way the starting-point of the spiritual 
urge—the Shadow overhanging the whole range of this 
manifested existence.

• But what is the essential character of all manifestation?

• Has the physical world to be of this nature?

• Is the desire of birth, the will to manifest or create has to 
be regarded as the original sin and withdrawal from birth or 
manifestation as the sole possible way of salvation?
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• The imperfection, the evil, the suffering may be a besetting 
circumstance or a dolorous passage, but not the very 
condition of manifestation, not the very essence of birth in 
Nature.

• If so, wisdom will lie not in escape, but in the urge towards a 
victory here, in a consenting association with the Will behind 
the world, in a discovery of the spiritual gate to perfection 
which will be at the same time an opening for the entire 
descent of the Divine Light, Knowledge, Power, Beatitude.

• All spiritual experience affirms that there is a Permanent 
above the transience of this manifested world. Is there then 
an unbridgeable gulf between that which is beyond and that 
which is here?

• Are they two perpetual opposites and only by leaving this 
adventure in Time behind, by overleaping the gulf can men 
reach the Eternal?

• There is this indubitable experience that the Divine is here 
in everything as well as above and behind everything. It is 
a significant and illumining fact that the Knower of Brahman 
even moving and acting in this world, even bearing all its 
shocks, can live in some absolute peace, light and beatitude 
of the Divine. There is here something other than that 
trenchant opposition.

• There is a mystery, a problem. This spiritual possibility brings 
a ray of hope into the darkness of our fallen existence.

• A first question arises—is this world an unchanging succession 
of the same phenomena always?

• Or is there in it an evolutionary urge, an evolutionary fact, 
a ladder of ascension somewhere from an original apparent 
Inconscience to a more and more developed consciousness, 
from each development still ascending, emerging on highest 
heights not yet within our normal reach?
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• If so what is the sense, the issue of that progression?

• Everything seems to point to such a progression as a fact.

• In the spiritual experience we discover that the Inconscient 
from which all starts is apparent only.

• In it is an involved Consciousness with endless possibilities, a 
consciousness not limited but cosmic and infinite, a concealed 
and self-imprisoned Divine.

• Out of this apparent Inconscience each potentiality is revealed 
in its turn. This evolution, this spiritual progression does not 
stop in the imperfect being.

• There is the possibility, there comes at a certain point the 
certitude, that there is a far greater consciousness.

• By ascending the ladder we can find a point at which the hold 
of the material Inconscience, the vital and mental Ignorance 
ceases.

• A principle of consciousness becomes capable of manifestation 
which liberates radically and wholly this imprisoned Divine.

• In this vision each stage of evolution appears as due to the 
descent of a higher and higher Power of consciousness, 
raising the terrestrial level, creating a new stratum, but the 
highest yet remain to descend and it is by their descent that 
the riddle of terrestrial existence will receive its solution and 
not only the soul but Nature herself find her deliverance.

• This is the Truth and the shadow lifts; the divine Light leans 
over the world.

• The problem still remains why all this.

• Why all this should have been necessary—these crude 
beginnings, this long and stormy passage—why? this heavy 
and tedious price—why? Why should evil and suffering ever 
have been there?
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• But for this why there is also the how of the fall into the 
Ignorance.

• What is the effective cause of this all?

• It is the division, the separation, the principle of isolation 
from the Permanent and One that brought it about.

• It is the desire and self-affirmation in preference to its unity 
with the Divine and its oneness with all that has given rise to 
this situation.

• Instead of the one supreme Force, Wisdom, Light determining 
the harmony of all forces each Idea, Force, Form of things 
was allowed to work itself out as far as it could in the mass of 
infinite possibilities by its separate will and inevitably in the 
end by conflict with others.

• Once consciousnesses separated from the one consciousness, 
inevitably the  result was Ignorance and Inconscience.

• From a dark Inconscient this material world arises and out of 
it a soul that by evolution is struggling into consciousness, 
attracted towards the hidden Light, ascending but still blindly 
towards the lost Divinity from which it came.

• But why should this have happened at all?

• It is the Divine itself that is here, behind us, pervading the 
manifestation, supporting the world with its oneness; it is the 
Divine that is in us upholding itself the burden of the fall and 
its dark consequence.

• If we find out this Divine within us, then we have discovered 
gate of deliverance. In it we can remain ourselves even in 
the midst of this world's disharmonies, luminous, blissful and 
free.

• But still what is the purpose and origin of the disharmony—why 
came this division and ego, this world of painful evolution?
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• Why must evil and sorrow enter into the divine Good, Bliss 
and Peace?

• Once manifestation began infinite possibility also began and 
among the infinite possibilities which it is the function of 
the universal manifestation to work out, the negation, the 
apparent effective negation—with all its consequences—of 
the Power, Light, Peace, Bliss was very evidently one.

• This ominous possible became at a certain point an inevitable. 
For once it appears it acquires for the Soul descending into 
evolutionary manifestation an irresistible attraction which 
creates the inevitability—an attraction which in human terms 
on the terrestrial level might be interpreted as the call of the 
unknown, the joy of danger and difficulty and adventure, the 
will to attempt the impossible, to work out the incalculable, 
the will to create the new and the uncreated with one's own 
self and life as the material, the fascination of contradictories 
and their difficult harmonisation.

• To the original being of light on the verge of the descent 
the one thing unknown was the depths of the abyss, the 
possibilities of the Divine in the Ignorance and Inconscience.

• Having appeared this possibility must be worked out, that 
its appearance is in a certain sense part of an incalculable 
infinite wisdom, that if the plunge into Night was inevitable 
the emergence into a new unprecedented Day was also a 
certitude, and that only so could a certain manifestation of 
the Supreme Truth be effected—by a working out with its 
phenomenal opposites as the starting-point of the evolution, 
the condition laid down for a transforming emergence.

• In this was embraced the will of the great Sacrifice, the 
descent of the Divine itself into the Inconscience to take 
up the burden of the Ignorance and its consequences, to 
intervene as the Avatar and the Vibhuti.
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• The supreme realities which lie behind these images assume 
their divine forms and are felt as simple, natural, implied 
in the essence of things. It is by entering into that greater 
consciousness alone that one can grasp the inevitability of its 
self-creation and its purpose.

• This is indeed only the Truth of the manifestation as it 
presents itself to the consciousness when it stands on the 
borderline between Eternity and the descent into Time where 
the relation between the One and the Many in the evolution 
is self-determined.

• It is only when we rise in the spirit beyond the zone of 
the darkness and the struggle that we enter into the full 
significance of it and there is a deliverance of the soul from 
its enigma. To rise to that height of liberation is the true way 
out and the only means of the indubitable knowledge.

• But the liberation and transcendence need not necessarily 
impose a disappearance, a sheer dissolving out from the 
manifestation; it can prepare a liberation into action of 
the highest Knowledge and an intensity of Power that can 
transform the world and fulfil the evolutionary urge. It is an 
ascent from which there is no longer a fall but a winged or 
self-sustained descent of light, force and Ananda.

• It is what is inherent in force of being that manifests as 
becoming; but what the manifestation shall be, its terms, its 
balance of energies, its arrangement of principles depends 
on the consciousness which acts in the creative force, on 
the power of consciousness which Being delivers from itself 
for manifestation. It is in the nature of Being to be able to 
grade and vary its powers of consciousness and determine 
according to the grade and variation its world or its degree 
and scope of self-revelation.

• The manifested creation is limited by the power to which 
it belongs and sees and lives according to it and can only 
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see more, live more powerfully, change its world by opening 
or moving towards or making descend a greater power of 
consciousness that was above it.

• This is what is happening in the evolution of consciousness 
in our world, a world of inanimate matter producing under 
the stress of this necessity a power of life, a power of mind 
which bring into it new forms of creation and still labouring to 
produce, to make descend into it some supramental power.

• His true staff of walking is made more of a fire of faith than 
any ascertained and indubitable light of knowledge. It is only 
by rising toward a higher consciousness beyond the mental 
line and therefore superconscient now to him that he can 
emerge from his inability and his ignorance.

• But in itself this would change nothing in the creation here, 
the evasion of a liberated soul from the world makes to that 
world no difference.

• But this crossing of the line if turned not only to an ascending 
but to a descending purpose would mean the transformation 
of the line from what it now is, a lid, a barrier, into a passage 
for the higher powers of consciousness of the Being now 
above it.

• It would mean a new creation on earth. It is only in such 
a full flood of the realised spirit that the embodied being 
could know, in the sense of all that was involved in it, the 
meaning and temporary necessity of his descent into the 
darkness and its conditions and at the same time dissolve 
them by a luminous transmutation into a manifestation here 
of the revealed and no longer of the veiled and disguised or 
apparently deformed Divine.



A power came in to veil 
the eternal Light

Even worse may be the cost, direr the pain: 
His large identity and all-harbouring love 
Shall bring the cosmic anguish into his depths, 
The sorrow of all living things shall come 
And knock at his doors and live within his house; 
A dreadful cord of sympathy can tie 
All suffering into his single grief and make 
All agony in all the worlds his own. ||108.48||

A power came in to veil the eternal Light, 
A power opposed to the eternal will 
Diverts the messages of the infallible Word, 
Contorts the contours of the cosmic plan: 
A whisper lures to evil the human heart, 
It seals up wisdom’s eyes, the soul’s regard, 
It is the origin of our suffering here, 
It binds earth to calamity and pain. ||108.58||

This earth is full of pain, is packed with pain, she is full of anguish 
of the gods. The deepest anguish is to shape the life divine in 
mortal forms. The Eternal’s will must be worked out in human 
breasts, and this has to be done against the Evil that rises from 
the Gulfs. For this the Son of God must be born as the Son of 
Man. He must drink the bitter cup, he must carry the cross on his 
shoulder, he must suffer in a human form, he must bear the law of 
pain and death, by his love he must pave the path to Heaven. He 
must settle the dark account of Ignorance. When the mysterious 
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sacrifice is done, then he can say “it is finished”. That shall be his 
triumph-cry, a victory-shout that he is God. Yet he will have to 
answer the deathless call, he will have to assert that all is God. 
There are antagonist forces even as he carries the suffering world 
in his own breast. Through the unending night ceaseless is the 
journey. He may identify himself with all, may stand on the cross 
along with two thieves on either of his side, and may harbour 
in his soul all-love, yet there is the cosmic affliction, and sorrow 
of all things may torment him. He may bleed for it. He meets 
everywhere the ancient adversary force. He is tied to the stake 
and becomes the victim in his own sacrifice. He dies that the world 
may be re-born and live. But before that can happen he has to 
meet the power that came to veil the Light, that sprang up to 
oppose the Will in this creation. This power must be conquered if 
there has to be God’s peace here. Man must overcome this hidden 
foe lodged in the human breast; or else he must miss his higher 
fate. This is the inner war and there is no escape from it. Savitri 
has to wage it.

□□□
The Crucifixion: According to St Matthew [King 
James Version]

When the morning was come, all the chief priests and elders of 
the people took counsel against Jesus to put him to death: And 
when they had bound him, they led him away, and delivered him 
to Pontius Pilate the governor.

Judas Hangs Himself

Then Judas, which had betrayed him, when he saw that he was 
condemned, repented himself, and brought again the thirty pieces 
of silver to the chief priests and elders,  Saying, I have sinned in 
that I have betrayed the innocent blood. And they said, What is 
that to us? see thou to that. And he cast down the pieces of silver 
in the temple, and departed, and went and hanged himself. And 
the chief priests took the silver pieces, and said, It is not lawful 
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for to put them into the treasury, because it is the price of blood. 
And they took counsel, and bought with them the potter’s field, 
to bury strangers in. Wherefore that field was called, The field of 
blood, unto this day. Then was fulfilled that which was spoken by 
Jeremy the prophet, saying, And they took the thirty pieces of 
silver, the price of him that was valued, whom they of the children 
of Israel did value; And gave them for the potter’s field, as the 
Lord appointed me.

Jesus Before Pilate

And Jesus stood before the governor: and the governor asked 
him, saying, Art thou the King of the Jews? And Jesus said unto 
him, Thou sayest. And when he was accused of the chief priests 
and elders, he answered nothing. Then said Pilate unto him, 
Hearest thou not how many things they witness against thee? And 
he answered him to never a word; insomuch that the governor 
marvelled greatly.

The Crowd Chooses Barabbas

Now at that feast the governor was wont to release unto the 
people a prisoner, whom they would. And they had then a notable 
prisoner, called Barabbas. Therefore when they were gathered 
together, Pilate said unto them, Whom will ye that I release unto 
you? Barabbas, or Jesus which is called Christ? For he knew 
that for envy they had delivered him. When he was set down on 
the judgment seat, his wife sent unto him, saying, Have thou 
nothing to do with that just man: for I have suffered many things 
this day in a dream because of him. But the chief priests and 
elders persuaded the multitude that they should ask Barabbas, 
and destroy Jesus. The governor answered and said unto them, 
Whether of the twain will ye that I release unto you? They said, 
Barabbas. Pilate saith unto them, What shall I do then with Jesus 
which is called Christ? They all say unto him, Let him be crucified. 
And the governor said, Why, what evil hath he done? But they 
cried out the more, saying, Let him be crucified.
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Pilate Washes his Hands

When Pilate saw that he could prevail nothing, but that rather a 
tumult was made, he took water, and washed his hands before the 
multitude, saying, I am innocent of the blood of this just person: 
see ye to it. Then answered all the people, and said, His blood be 
on us, and on our children. Then released he Barabbas unto them: 
and when he had scourged Jesus, he delivered him to be crucified.

The Soldiers Mock Jesus

Then the soldiers of the governor took Jesus into the common 
hall, and gathered unto him the whole band of soldiers. And they 
stripped him, and put on him a scarlet robe. And when they had 
platted a crown of thorns, they put it upon his head, and a reed in 
his right hand: and they bowed the knee before him, and mocked 
him, saying, Hail, King of the Jews! And they spit upon him, and 
took the reed, and smote him on the head. And after that they 
had mocked him, they took the robe off from him, and put his own 
raiment on him, and led him away to crucify him.

The Crucifixion

And as they came out, they found a man of Cyrene, Simon by 
name: him they compelled to bear his cross. And when they were 
come unto a place called Golgotha, that is to say, a place of a skull, 
They gave him vinegar to drink mingled with gall: and when he 
had tasted thereof, he would not drink. And they crucified him, and 
parted his garments, casting lots: that it might be fulfilled which 
was spoken by the prophet, They parted my garments among 
them, and upon my vesture did they cast lots. And sitting down 
they watched him there; And set up over his head his accusation 
written, THIS IS JESUS THE KING OF THE JEWS. Then were there 
two thieves crucified with him, one on the right hand, and another 
on the left. And they that passed by reviled him, wagging their 
heads, And saying, Thou that destroyest the temple, and buildest 
it in three days, save thyself. If thou be the Son of God, come 
down from the cross. Likewise also the chief priests mocking him, 
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with the scribes and elders, said, He saved others; himself he 
cannot save. If he be the King of Israel, let him now come down 
from the cross, and we will believe him. He trusted in God; let 
him deliver him now, if he will have him: for he said, I am the Son 
of God. The thieves also, which were crucified with him, cast the 
same in his teeth.

The Death of Jesus

Now from the sixth hour there was darkness over all the land unto 
the ninth hour. And about the ninth hour Jesus cried with a loud 
voice, saying, Eli, Eli, lama sabachthani? that is to say, My God, 
my God, why hast thou forsaken me? Some of them that stood 
there, when they heard that, said, This man calleth for Elias. And 
straightway one of them ran, and took a spunge, and filled it with 
vinegar, and put it on a reed, and gave him to drink. The rest 
said, Let be, let us see whether Elias will come to save him. Jesus, 
when he had cried again with a loud voice, yielded up the ghost. 
And, behold, the veil of the temple was rent in twain from the top 
to the bottom; and the earth did quake, and the rocks rent; And 
the graves were opened; and many bodies of the saints which 
slept arose, And came out of the graves after his resurrection, 
and went into the holy city, and appeared unto many. Now when 
the centurion, and they that were with him, watching Jesus, saw 
the earthquake, and those things that were done, they feared 
greatly, saying, Truly this was the Son of God. And many women 
were there beholding afar off, which followed Jesus from Galilee, 
ministering unto him: Among which was Mary Magdalene, and 
Mary the mother of James and Joses, and the mother of Zebedee’s 
children.

The Burial of Jesus

When the even was come, there came a rich man of Arimathaea, 
named Joseph, who also himself was Jesus’ disciple: He went to 
Pilate, and begged the body of Jesus. Then Pilate commanded the 
body to be delivered. And when Joseph had taken the body, he 
wrapped it in a clean linen cloth, And laid it in his own new tomb, 
which he had hewn out in the rock: and he rolled a great stone 
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to the door of the sepulchre, and departed. And there was Mary 
Magdalene, and the other Mary, sitting over against the sepulchre.

The Guard at the Tomb

Now the next day, that followed the day of the preparation, the 
chief priests and Pharisees came together unto Pilate, Saying, Sir, 
we remember that that deceiver said, while he was yet alive, After 
three days I will rise again. Command therefore that the sepulchre 
be made sure until the third day, lest his disciples come by night, 
and steal him away, and say unto the people, He is risen from the 
dead: so the last error shall be worse than the first. Pilate said 
unto them, Ye have a watch: go your way, make it as sure as 
ye can. So they went, and made the sepulchre sure, sealing the 
stone, and setting a watch.

□□□
The Crucifixion According to St John

Then delivered he him therefore unto them to be crucified. And 
they took Jesus, and led him away. And he bearing his cross went 
forth into a place called the place of a skull, which is called in the 
Hebrew Golgotha: Where they crucified him, and two other with 
him, on either side one, and Jesus in the midst. And Pilate wrote 
a title, and put it on the cross. And the writing was, JESUS OF 
NAZARETH THE KING OF THE JEWS. This title then read many of 
the Jews: for the place where Jesus was crucified was nigh to the 
city: and it was written in Hebrew, and Greek, and Latin. Then said 
the chief priests of the Jews to Pilate, Write not, The King of the 
Jews; but that he said, I am King of the Jews. Pilate answered, 
What I have written I have written.

Then the soldiers, when they had crucified Jesus, took his garments, 
and made four parts, to every soldier a part; and also his coat: 
now the coat was without seam, woven from the top throughout. 
They said therefore among themselves, Let us not rend it, but cast 
lots for it, whose it shall be: that the scripture might be fulfilled, 
which saith, They parted my raiment among them, and for my 
vesture they did cast lots. These things therefore the soldiers 
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did. Now there stood by the cross of Jesus his mother, and his 
mother’s sister, Mary the wife of Cleophas, and Mary Magdalene. 
When Jesus therefore saw his mother, and the disciple standing 
by, whom he loved, he saith unto his mother, Woman, behold thy 
son! 27Then saith he to the disciple, Behold thy mother! And from 
that hour that disciple took her unto his own home.

The Death of Jesus

After this, Jesus knowing that all things were now accomplished, 
that the scripture might be fulfilled, saith, I thirst. Now there was 
set a vessel full of vinegar: and they filled a spunge with vinegar, 
and put it upon hyssop, and put it to his mouth. 30When Jesus 
therefore had received the vinegar, he said, It is finished: and he 
bowed his head, and gave up the ghost.

Jesus’ Side is Pierced

The Jews therefore, because it was the preparation, that the 
bodies should not remain upon the cross on the sabbath day, (for 
that sabbath day was an high day,) besought Pilate that their legs 
might be broken, and that they might be taken away. Then came 
the soldiers, and brake the legs of the first, and of the other which 
was crucified with him. But when they came to Jesus, and saw 
that he was dead already, they brake not his legs: But one of the 
soldiers with a spear pierced his side, and forthwith came there 
out blood and water. And he that saw it bare record, and his record 
is true: and he knoweth that he saith true, that ye might believe. 
For these things were done, that the scripture should be fulfilled, 
A bone of him shall not be broken. And again another scripture 
saith, They shall look on him whom they pierced.

□□□
The Mother said; Under the crucifixion painting we’ll have in big 
letters:

The Divine Consciousness crucified by man’s desires

[23 April 1968]



Drawn to hazard’s call 
and danger’s charm

It tired of its unchanging happiness, 
It turned away from immortality: 
It was drawn to hazard’s call and danger’s charm, 
It yearned to the pathos of grief, the drama of pain, 
Perdition’s peril, the wounded bare escape, 
The music of ruin and its glamour and crash, 
The savour of pity and the gamble of love 
And passion and the ambiguous face of Fate. ||111.11||

Narad explains to Savitri’s mother the law that presently operates 
in this creation, that eventually our agony shall turn into ecstasy, 
that it is the spirit’s strength that shall make us one with God. In 
the meanwhile, we have to bear the yoke of ignorance and death 
and fate, the obscure dolorous lot of mortality. But, there also, 
there is no scope for complaining against these circumstances. It 
is we who had called upon ourselves this cruelty of the situation, 
we are the authors of our own pain and suffering and evil and 
sadness. Once the soul was happy in the immortal’s worlds, in the 
vast of Truth and Consciousness and Light, bright in the brightness 
of the transcendental reality; but then it felt curious about the 
darkness that had occupied the otherness of the Self, about the 
negative infinity as if there lurked some other glorious possibility of 
the manifesting spirit. It was attracted by the grandeur of the Void, 
the eternal Void of the Supreme himself, the Abyss, and longed 
for a strange adventure, the adventure by accepting Ignorance 
that there may come Knowledge, and Light and Power and Joy 
and Beauty in the verities of the great Truth. The fixed archetypal 
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greatnesses were not satisfying, there was no progress, there was 
no way by which the spirit could expand into the endlessness of the 
Infinite, move in the ceaselessness of Eternity. The venturesome 
soul accepted the hazard of the process, the gamble of glory, the 
long result of the all-wise Nature doing things in the continuing 
progression of Time. Yes, things can change here only because 
of this daring of the soul accepting them, the things lying in the 
fruitful shadow of the great Truth. It is therefore imprudent to 
complain that God had created pain and suffering for man, inflicted 
them with vicious cruel intentions; it is man who of his own volonté 
accepted them for the joy of the new discovery, of discovering the 
values that are present underneath everything.

□□□
The Riddle of this World

This was originally a letter written by Sri Aurobindo in answer to 
a question of Maurice Magré, the French poet-writer-playwright. 
Actually, M. Magré had put his query to the Mother who preferred 
to show it to Sri Aurobindo; Sri Aurobindo took this opportunity 
to expatiate on the issue that puzzles the rational mind. We have 
a detailed occult-spiritual presentation of it in the Book of Fate of 
Savitri. Savitri’s mother Malawi was distraught when Narad made 
the announcement of the death of Satyavan one year after his 
marriage with Savitri. Malawi even speculated-wondered if it was 
Narad’s God who had made this cruel law in the world. Narad took 
this opportunity to explain to her the riddle of this world and assure 
that the most wonderful good is expected out of this seemingly 
calamitous event. Full text of the letter written in June 1933 follows:

It is not to be denied, no spiritual experience will deny that this 
is an unideal and unsatisfactory world, strongly marked with the 
stamp of inadequacy, suffering, evil. Indeed this perception is in 
a way the starting-point of the spiritual urge—except for the few 
to whom the greater experience comes spontaneously without 
being forced to it by the strong or overwhelming, the afflicting and 
detaching sense of the Shadow overhanging the whole range of 
this manifested existence. But still the question remains whether 
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this is indeed, as is contended, the essential character of all 
manifestation or so long at least as there is a physical world it 
must be of this nature, so that the desire of birth, the will to 
manifest or create has to be regarded as the original sin and 
withdrawal from birth or manifestation as the sole possible way 
of salvation. For those who perceive it so or with some kindred 
look—and these have been the majority—there are well-known 
ways of issue, a straight-cut to spiritual deliverance. But equally 
it may not be so but only seem so to our ignorance or to a partial 
knowledge—the imperfection, the evil, the suffering may be a 
besetting circumstance or a dolorous passage, but not the very 
condition of manifestation, not the very essence of birth in Nature. 
And if so, the highest wisdom will lie not in escape, but in the urge 
towards a victory here, in a consenting association with the Will 
behind the world, in a discovery of the spiritual gate to perfection 
which will be at the same time an opening for the entire descent 
of the Divine Light, Knowledge, Power, Beatitude.

All spiritual experience affirms that there is a Permanent above 
the transience of this manifested world we live in and this limited 
consciousness in whose narrow borders we grope and struggle 
and that its characters are infinity, self-existence, freedom, 
absolute Light, absolute Beatitude. Is there then an unbridgeable 
gulf between that which is beyond and that which is here or are 
they two perpetual opposites and only by leaving this adventure in 
Time behind, by overleaping the gulf can men reach the Eternal? 
That is what seems to be at the end of one line of experience 
which has been followed to its rigorous conclusion by Buddhism 
and a little less rigorously by a certain type of Monistic spirituality 
which admits some connection of the world with the Divine, but 
still opposes them in the last resort to each other as truth and 
illusion. But there is also this other and indubitable experience 
that the Divine is here in everything as well as above and behind 
everything, that all is in That and is That when we go back from 
its appearance to its Reality. It is a significant and illumining fact 
that the Knower of Brahman even moving and acting in this world, 
even bearing all its shocks, can live in some absolute peace, 
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light and beatitude of the Divine. There is then here something 
other than that mere trenchant opposition—there is a mystery, a 
problem which one would think must admit of some less desperate 
solution. This spiritual possibility points beyond itself and brings a 
ray of hope into the darkness of our fallen existence.

And at once a first question arises—is this world an unchanging 
succession of the same phenomena always or is there in it an 
evolutionary urge, an evolutionary fact, a ladder of ascension 
somewhere from an original apparent Inconscience to a more 
and more developed consciousness, from each development 
still ascending, emerging on highest heights not yet within our 
normal reach. If so, what is the sense, the fundamental principle, 
the logical issue of that progression? Everything seems to point 
to such a progression as a fact—to a spiritual and not merely a 
physical evolution. Here, too, there is a justifying line of spiritual 
experience in which we discover that the Inconscient from which all 
starts is apparent only, for in it there is an involved Consciousness 
with endless possibilities, a consciousness not limited but cosmic 
and infinite, a concealed and self-imprisoned Divine, imprisoned 
in Matter but with every potentiality held in its secret depths. Out 
of this apparent Inconscience each potentiality is revealed in its 
turn, first organised Matter concealing the indwelling Spirit, then 
Life emerging in the plant and associated in the animal with a 
growing Mind, then Mind itself evolved and organised in Man. This 
evolution, this spiritual progression—does it stop short here in the 
imperfect mental being called Man? Or is the secret of it simply 
a succession of rebirths whose only purpose or issue is to labour 
towards the point at which it can learn its own futility, renounce 
itself and take its leap into some original unborn Existence or Non-
Existence? There is at least the possibility, there comes at a certain 
point the certitude that there is a far greater consciousness than 
what we call Mind, and that by ascending the ladder still farther we 
can find a point at which the hold of the material Inconscience, the 
vital and mental Ignorance ceases; a principle of consciousness 
becomes capable of manifestation which liberates not partially, not 
imperfectly but radically and wholly this imprisoned Divine. In this 
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vision each stage of evolution appears as due to the descent of a 
higher and higher Power of consciousness, raising the terrestrial 
level, creating a new stratum, but the highest yet remain to 
descend and it is by their descent that the riddle of terrestrial 
existence will receive its solution and not only the soul but Nature 
herself find her deliverance. This is the Truth which has been seen 
in flashes, in more and more entirety of its terms by the line of 
seers whom the Tantra would call the hero seekers and the divine-
seekers and which may now be nearing the point of readiness for 
its full revelation and experience. Then whatever be the heavy 
weight of strife and suffering and darkness in the world yet if there 
is this as its high result awaiting us, all that has gone before may 
not be counted too great a price by the strong and adventurous 
for the glory that is to come. At any rate the shadow lifts; there 
is a Divine Light that leans over the world and is not only a far off 
incommunicable Lustre.

It is true that the problem still remains why all this that yet is 
should have been necessary—these crude beginnings, this long 
and stormy passage—why should the heavy and tedious price be 
demanded, why should evil and suffering ever have been there. 
For to the how of the fall into the Ignorance as opposed to the 
why, the effective cause, there is a substantial agreement in all 
spiritual experience. It is the division, the separation, the principle 
of isolation from the Permanent and One that brought it about; 
it is because the ego set up for itself in the world emphasising 
its own desire and self-affirmation in preference to its unity with 
the Divine and its oneness with all; it is because instead of the 
one supreme Force, Wisdom, Light determining the harmony of 
all forces each Idea, Force, Form of things was allowed to work 
itself out as far as it could in the mass of infinite possibilities by 
its separate will and inevitably in the end by conflict with others. 
Division, ego, the imperfect consciousness and groping and 
struggle of a separate self-affirmation are the efficient cause of 
the suffering and ignorance of this world. Once consciousnesses 
separated from the one consciousness, they fell inevitably into 
Ignorance and the last result of Ignorance was Inconscience; from 
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a dark immense Inconscient this material world arises and out of it 
a soul that by evolution is struggling into consciousness, attracted 
towards the hidden Light, ascending but still blindly towards the 
lost Divinity from which it came.

But why should this have happened at all? One common way of 
putting the question and answering it ought to be eliminated from 
the first,—the human way and its ethical revolt and reprobation, 
its emotional outcry. For it is not, as some religions suppose, 
a supracosmic, arbitrary, personal Deity himself altogether 
uninvolved in the fall who has imposed evil and suffering on 
creatures made capriciously by his fiat. The Divine we know is an 
Infinite Being in whose infinite manifestation these things have 
come it is the Divine itself that is here, behind us, pervading the 
manifestation, supporting the world with its oneness; it is the 
Divine that is in us upholding itself the burden of the fall and 
its dark consequence. If above It stands for ever in its perfect 
Light, Bliss and Peace, it is also here; its Light, Bliss and Peace are 
secretly here supporting all; in ourselves there is a spirit, a central 
presence greater than the series of surface personalities which, 
like the supreme Divine itself, is not overborne by the fate they 
endure. If we find out this Divine within us, if we know ourselves as 
this spirit which is of one essence and being with the Divine, that 
is our gate of deliverance and in it we can remain ourselves even 
in the midst of this world’s disharmonies, luminous, blissful and 
free. That much is the age-old testimony of spiritual experience.

But still what is the purpose and origin of the disharmony—why 
came this division and ego, this world of a painful evolution? Why 
must evil and sorrow enter into the divine Good, Bliss and Peace? 
It is hard to answer to the human intelligence on its own level, for 
the consciousness to which the origin of this phenomenon belongs 
and to which it stands as it were automatically justified in a supra-
intellectual knowledge, is a cosmic and not an individualised 
human intelligence; it sees in larger spaces, it has another vision 
and-cognition, other terms of consciousness than human reason 
and feeling. To the human mind one might answer that while in 
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itself the Infinite might be free from those perturbations, yet once 
manifestation began infinite possibility also began and among 
the infinite possibilities which it is the function of the universal 
manifestation to work out, the negation, the apparent effective 
negation—with all its consequences—of the Power, Light, Peace, 
Bliss was very evidently one. If it is asked why even if possible 
it should have been accepted, the answer nearest to the Cosmic 
Truth which the human intelligence can make is that in the relations 
or in the transition of the Divine in the Oneness to the Divine 
in the Many, this ominous possible became at a certain point an 
inevitable. For once it appears it acquires for the Soul descending 
into evolutionary manifestation an irresistible attraction which 
creates the inevitability an attraction which in human terms on the 
terrestrial level might be interpreted as the call of the unknown, 
the joy of danger and difficulty and adventure, the will to attempt 
the impossible, to work out the incalculable, the will to create the 
new and the uncreated with one’s own self and life as the material, 
the fascination of contradictories and their difficult harmonisation—
these things translated into another supraphysical, superhuman 
consciousness, higher and wider than the mental, were the 
temptation that led to the fall. For to the original being of light on 
the verge of the descent the one thing unknown was the depths 
of the abyss, the possibilities of the Divine in the Ignorance and 
Inconscience. On the other side from the Divine Oneness a vast 
acquiescence, compassionate, consenting, helpful, a supreme 
knowledge that this thing must be, that having appeared it must 
be worked out, that its appearance is in a certain sense part of 
an incalculable infinite wisdom, that if the plunge into Night was 
inevitable the emergence into a new unprecedented Day was also 
a certitude, and that only so could a certain manifestation of the 
Supreme Truth be effected by a working out with its phenomenal 
opposites as the starting-point of the evolution, as the condition 
laid down for a transforming emergence. In this acquiescence 
was embraced too the will of the great Sacrifice, the descent of 
the Divine itself into the Inconscience to take up the burden of 
the Ignorance and its consequences, to intervene as the Avatar 
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and the Vibhuti walking between the double sign of the Cross and 
the Victory towards the fulfilment and deliverance. A too imaged 
rendering of the inexpressible Truth? But without images how to 
present to the intellect a mystery far beyond it? It is only when 
one has crossed the barrier of the limited intelligence shared in 
the cosmic experience and the knowledge which sees things from 
identity that the supreme realities which lie behind these images—
images corresponding to the terrestrial fact—assume their divine 
forms and are felt as simple, natural, implied in the essence of 
things. It is by entering into that greater consciousness alone that 
one can grasp the inevitability of its self-creation and its purpose.

This is indeed only the Truth of the manifestation as it presents 
itself to the consciousness when it stands on the border line 
between Eternity and the descent into Time where the relation 
between the One and the Many in the evolution is self-determined, 
a zone where all that is to be is implied but not yet in action. But 
the liberated consciousness can rise higher where the problem 
exists no longer and from there see it in the light of a supreme 
identity where all is predetermined in the automatic self-existent 
truth of things and self-justified to an absolute consciousness and 
wisdom and absolute Delight which is behind all creation and non-
creation and the affirmation and negation are both seen with the 
eyes of the ineffable Reality that delivers and reconciles them. 
But that knowledge is not expressible to the human mind; its 
language of light is too undecipherable, the light itself too bright 
for a consciousness accustomed to the stress and obscurity of the 
cosmic riddle and entangled in it to follow the clue or to grasp its 
secret. In any case, it is only when we rise in the spirit beyond 
the zone of the darkness and the struggle that we enter into the 
full significance of it and there is a deliverance of the soul from its 
enigma. To rise to that height of liberation is the true way out and 
the only means of the indubitable knowledge.

But that liberation and transcendence need not necessarily impose 
a disappearance, a sheer dissolving cut from the manifestation; it 
can prepare a liberation into action of the highest Knowledge and 
an intensity of Power that can transform the world and fulfil the 
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evolutionary urge. It is an ascent from which there is no longer 
a fall but a winged or self-sustained descent of light, force and 
Ananda.

It is what is inherent in force of being that manifests as becoming, 
but what the manifestation shall be, its terms, its balance of 
energies, its arrangement of principles depends on the conscious-
ness which acts in the creative force, on the power of consciousness 
which Being delivers from itself for manifestation. It is in the nature 
of Being to be able to grade and vary its powers of consciousness 
and determine according to the grade and variation its world or 
its degree and scope of self-revelation. The manifested creation is 
limited by the power to which it belongs and sees and lives according 
to it and can only see more, live more powerfully, change its world 
by opening or moving towards or making descend a greater power 
of consciousness that was above it. This is what is happening in 
the evolution of consciousness in our world, a world of inanimate 
matter producing under the stress of this necessity a power of life, 
a power of mind which bring into it new forms of creation and still 
labouring to produce, to make descend into it some supramental 
power. It is further an operation of creative force which moves 
between two poles of consciousness. On one side there is a 
secret consciousness within and above which contains in it all 
potentialities—there eternally manifest, here awaiting delivery—of 
light, peace, power and bliss. On the other side there is another, 
outward on the surface and below, that starts from the apparent 
opposite of unconsciousness, inertia, blind stress, possibility 
of suffering and grows by receiving into itself higher and higher 
powers which make it always recreate its manifestation in larger 
terms, each new creation of this kind bringing out something of the 
inner potentiality, making it more and more possible to bring down 
the Perfection that waits above. As long as the outward personality 
we call ourselves is centred in the lower powers of consciousness, 
the riddle of its own existence, its purpose, its necessity is to it 
an insoluble enigma; if something of the truth is at all conveyed 
to this outward mental man, he but imperfectly grasps it and 
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perhaps misinterprets and misuses and mislives it. His true staff 
of walking is made more of a fire of faith than any ascertained and 
indubitable light of knowledge. It is only by rising toward a higher 
consciousness beyond the mental line and therefore superconscient 
now to him that he can emerge from his inability and his ignorance. 
His full liberation and enlightenment will come when he crosses the 
line into the light of a new superconscient existence. That is the 
transcendence which was the object of aspiration of the mystics 
and the spiritual seekers.

But in itself this would change nothing in the creation here, the 
evasion of a liberated soul from the world makes to that world 
no difference. But this crossing of the line, if turned not only 
to an ascending but to a descending purpose, would mean the 
transformation of the line from what it now is, a lid, a barrier, into 
a passage for the higher powers of consciousness of the Being now 
above it. It would mean a new creation on earth, a bringing in of 
the ultimate powers which would reverse the conditions here, in as 
much as that would produce a creation raised into the full flood of 
spiritual and supramental light in place of one emerging into a half-
light of mind out of a darkness of material inconscience. It is only 
in such a full flood of the realised spirit that the embodied being 
could know, in the sense of all that was involved in it, the meaning 
and temporary necessity of his descent into the darkness and 
its conditions and at the same time dissolve them by a luminous 
transmutation into a manifestation here of the revealed and no 
longer of the veiled and disguised or apparently deformed Divine.

□□□
The Riddle of Man’s Birth

The Master of Evolution is harsh with those who have come help 
evolution to move forward. Not that he takes that poise or stand, 
but it is so in the very nature of things. Difficult and painful is the 
task and those who approach for succour they themselves become 
antagonists. At the hour of dire necessity no human help comes 
and even if it should come it proves unavailing. The cosmic evil is 
too deep to unroot and the cosmic suffering too vast to heal by the 
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small effort of the small petty mortal. The only hope for him and for 
the world is the Immortal doing the sacrifice for the mortal. But, 
in the first place, why this unhappiness and transience, why here 
in this creation of God, this misery, this death, this ignorance as if 
they were intentional, designed with a purpose? True, hard is the 
world-redeemer’s task, and a few are saved while the rest strive 
on and fail. There is thus the deep conundrum of this creation, and 
Savitri is made to experience it. There is a riddle, riddle which is a 
mystery wrapped in an enigma.

Sri Aurobindo explains it by posing a question: But what is 
Brahman? “Whatever reality is in existence, by which all the rest 
subsists, that is Brahman. An Eternal behind all instabilities, a 
Truth of things which is implied, if it is hidden in all appearances, 
a Constant which supports all mutations, but is not increased, 
diminished, abrogated,—there is such an unknown X which makes 
existence a problem, our own self a mystery, the universe a riddle. 
If we were only what we seem to be to our normal self-awareness, 
there would be no mystery; if the world were only what it can 
be made out to be by the perceptions of the senses and their 
strict analysis in the reason, there would be no riddle; and if to 
take our life as it is now and the world as it has so far developed 
to our experience were the whole possibility of our knowing and 
doing, there would be no problem. Or at best there would be but 
a shallow mystery, an easily solved riddle, the problem only of a 
child’s puzzle. But there is more, and that more is the hidden head 
of the Infinite and the secret heart of the Eternal. It is the highest 
and this highest is the all; there is none beyond and there is none 
other than it. To know it is to know the highest and by knowing 
the highest to know all. For as it is the beginning and source of all 
things, so everything else is its consequence; as it is the support 
and constituent of all things, so the secret of everything else is 
explained by its secret; as it is the sum and end of all things, 
so everything else amounts to it and by throwing itself into it 
achieves the sense of its own existence.” In the experience and 
realization of the eternal Truth, the Truth of the Brahman, vanish 
all these riddles and puzzles.
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But a God’s labour must be put in before one comes anywhere 
closer to it. There is a voice and it cries: “Go where none have gone! 
Dig deeper till the foundation stone is reached, knock at the keyless 
gate.” The Yogi does it and describes what he saw after reaching the 
grim foundation stone and knocking at the keyless gate:

I saw that a falsehood was planted deep 
 At the very root of things 
Where the grey Sphinx guards God’s riddle sleep 
 On the Dragon’s outspread wings.

Savitri must answer the riddle sleep of this Sphinx, lest she gets 
devoured by her.

□□□
The Mother tells something extraordinary, her experience, narrated 
on 6 August 1969:

Last night, I spent the whole night with Sri Aurobindo somewhere, 
I don’t know where, but there were lots of people. … the peculiar 
thing is that when I wake up, it doesn’t go away! And when I lie 
down again, it’s there, just where I had left it: it goes on. … it goes 
on, whether I concern myself with it or not. But Sri Aurobindo 
was ... it’s odd, he looked as if younger. He was happy, and very 
amused, passing all kinds of remarks—remarks full of humour, 
you know!—about things and people. I noticed he was ... as if 
brighter, I don’t know how to put it. … In the end, it’s all a question 
of consciousness.

The body is growing INTENSELY conscious of what responds to 
the true Influence, and what’s still the residue of habit and the 
universal, terrestrial development (general, terrestrial), very 
conscious. Sometimes, it’s ... almost painful, you know, that old 
way of being. And at certain times, the vision is almost veiled, as 
though I were seeing through a veil; at other times it’s ABSOLUTELY 
precise. I can’t believe it depends on the eyes. It was that world 
... as if it wanted to ENTER into this world, and, I don’t know how 
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to explain ... as if it wanted to force its way into this world. And it 
came ... it comes and IMPOSES itself, it settles with such power.” 
Instead of transformation it would be a sort of invasion by this 
subtle world, which will pierce the veil, the barrier, and will enter, 
will manifest in the physical world. In The Riddle of this World 
this is what Sri Aurobindo writes: mental man’s full liberation and 
enlightenment will come when he crosses the line into the light of 
a new superconscient existence. “But in itself this would change 
nothing in the creation here, the evasion of a liberated soul from 
the world makes to that world no difference. But this crossing of 
the line if turned not only to an ascending but to a descending 
purpose would mean the transformation of the line from what it 
now is, a lid, a barrier, into a passage for the higher powers of 
consciousness of the Being now above it. ...” It would mean a 
new creation on earth, a bringing in of the ultimate powers which 
would reverse the conditions here.” In the Mother’s experience it 
is “something that PRESSES to be manifested. ... And then you 
wake up and its THERE, it hasn’t budged; you don’t MOVE from 
one world into the other: the two consciousnesses are together 
(Mother slips the fingers of her right hand between those of her 
left hand). The ordinary consciousness seems artificial, and it’s 
‘dominating’—but it’s NOT truer, it’s less true. Last night, it was 
very, very clear.”

□□□
August and pitiless in his calm outlook, 
Heightening the Eternal’s dreadful strategy, 
He measured the difficulty with the might 
And dug more deep the gulf that all must cross. ||4.11||

Assailing her divinest elements, 
He made her heart kin to the striving human heart 
And forced her strength to its appointed road. ||4.12||

For this she had accepted mortal breath; 
To wrestle with the Shadow she had come 
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And must confront the riddle of man’s birth 
And life’s brief struggle in dumb Matter’s night. ||4.13||

□□□
In response to the Queen’s blunt forthright question as whence 
rose the call for sorrow and for pain, Narad is luminously forthright 
in saying that it was her choice, that it was she who had chosen 
this transient and sorrowful world, that her soul felt a curiosity 
about the shadow of the Truth in the inconscient Void and plunged 
into it. He answers:

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. ||111.1||

Once in the immortal boundlessness of Self, 
In a vast of Truth and Consciousness and Light 
The soul looked out from its felicity. ||111.2||

It felt the Spirit’s interminable bliss, 
It knew itself deathless, timeless, spaceless, one, 
It saw the Eternal, lived in the Infinite. ||111.3||

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.  
  ||111.4||

It sensed a negative infinity, 
A void supernal whose immense excess 
Imitating God and everlasting Time 
Offered a ground for Nature’s adverse birth 
And Matter’s rigid hard unconsciousness 
Harbouring the brilliance of a transient soul 
That lights up birth and death and ignorant life. ||111.5||

A Mind arose that stared at Nothingness 
Till figures formed of what could never be; 
It housed the contrary of all that is. ||111.6||
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A Nought appeared as Being’s huge sealed cause, 
Its dumb support in a blank infinite, 
In whose abysm spirit must disappear: 
A darkened Nature lived and held the seed 
Of Spirit hidden and feigning not to be. ||111.7||

The eternal Consciousness became the home 
Of some unsouled almighty Inconscient; 
One breathed no more the spirit’s native air. ||111.8||

□□□
Sri Aurobindo writes in The Life Divine

Inconscience and ignorance once admitted, these form a natural 
result in a logical sequence and have to be admitted also as 
necessary factors. The only question is the reason why this kind 
of progressive manifestation was itself necessary; that is the sole 
point left obscure to the intelligence.

A manifestation of this kind, self-creation or Lila, would not seem 
justifiable if it were imposed on the unwilling creature; but it will 
be evident that the assent of the embodied spirit must be there 
already, for Prakriti cannot act without the assent of the Purusha. 
There must have been not only the will of the Divine Purusha 
to make the cosmic creation possible, but also the assent of the 
individual Purusha to make the individual manifestation possible. 
But it may be said that the reason for the Divine Will and delight 
in such a difficult and tormented progressive manifestation and 
the reason for the soul’s assent to it is still a mystery. But it is 
not altogether a mystery if we look at our own nature and can 
suppose some kindred movement of being in the beginning as its 
cosmic origin. On the contrary, a play of self-concealing and self-
finding is one of the most strenuous joys that conscious being can 
give to itself, a play of extreme attractiveness. There is no greater 
pleasure for man himself than a victory which is in its very principle 
a conquest over difficulties, a victory in knowledge, a victory in 
power, a victory in creation over the impossibilities of creation, a 
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delight in the conquest over an anguished toil and a hard ordeal of 
suffering. At the end of separation is the intense joy of union, the 
joy of a meeting with a self from which we were divided. There is 
an attraction in ignorance itself because it provides us with the joy 
of discovery, the surprise of new and unforeseen creation, a great 
adventure of the soul; there is a joy of the journey and the search 
and the finding, a joy of the battle and the crown, the labour 
and the reward of labour. If delight of existence be the secret of 
creation, this too is one delight of existence; it can be regarded as 
the reason or at least one reason of this apparently paradoxical and 
contrary Lila. But, apart from this choice of the individual Purusha, 
there is a deeper truth inherent in the original Existence which 
finds its expression in the plunge into Inconscience; its result is a 
new affirmation of Sachchidananda in its apparent opposite. If the 
Infinite’s right of various self-manifestation is granted, this too as 
a possibility of its manifestation is intelligible and has its profound 
significance.

□□□
It is for the taste of the Ignorance, its surprise and adventure, 
one might say, that the soul has descended into the Inconscience 
and assumed the disguise of Matter, for the adventure and the 
joy of creation and discovery, an adventure of the spirit, an 
adventure of the mind and life and the hazardous surprises of 
their working in Matter, for the discovery and conquest of the 
new and the unknown; all this constitutes the enterprise of life 
and all this, it might seem, would cease with the cessation of the 
Ignorance. Man’s life is made up of the light and the darkness, the 
gains and losses, the difficulties and dangers, the pleasures and 
pains of the Ignorance, a play of colours moving on a soil of the 
general neutrality of Matter which has as its basis the nescience 
and insensibility of the Inconscient. To the normal life-being an 
existence without the reactions of success and frustration, vital 
joy and grief, peril and passion, pleasure and pain, the vicissitudes 
and uncertainties of fate and struggle and battle and endeavour, 
a joy of novelty and surprise and creation projecting itself into 
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the unknown, might seem to be void of variety and therefore void 
of vital savour. Any life surpassing these things tends to appear 
to it as something featureless and empty or cast in the figure 
of an immutable sameness; the human mind’s picture of heaven 
is the incessant repetition of an eternal monotone. But this is 
a misconception; for an entry into the gnostic consciousness 
would be an entry into the Infinite. It would be a self-creation 
bringing out the Infinite infinitely into form of being, and the 
interest of the Infinite is much greater and multitudinous as well 
as more imperishably delightful than the interest of the finite. 
The evolution in the Knowledge would be a more beautiful and 
glorious manifestation with more vistas ever unfolding themselves 
and more intensive in all ways than any evolution could be in 
the Ignorance. The delight of the Spirit is ever new, the forms 
of beauty it takes innumerable, its godhead ever young and the 
taste of delight, rasa, of the Infinite eternal and inexhaustible. The 
gnostic manifestation of life would be more full and fruitful and its 
interest more vivid than the creative interest of the Ignorance; it 
would be a greater and happier constant miracle.

If there is an evolution in material Nature and if it is an evolution of 
being with consciousness and life as its two key-terms and powers, 
this fullness of being, fullness of consciousness, fullness of life 
must be the goal of development towards which we are tending 
and which will manifest at an early or later stage of our destiny. 
The self, the spirit, the reality that is disclosing itself out of the first 
inconscience of life and matter, would evolve its complete truth of 
being and consciousness in that life and matter. It would return to 
itself—or, if its end as an individual is to return into its Absolute, 
it could make that return also,—not through a frustration of life 
but through a spiritual completeness of itself in life. Our evolution 
in the Ignorance with its chequered joy and pain of self-discovery 
and world-discovery, its half fulfilments, its constant finding and 
missing, is only our first state. It must lead inevitably towards an 
evolution in the Knowledge, a self-finding and self-unfolding of the 
Spirit, a self-revelation of the Divinity in things in that true power 
of itself in Nature which is to us still a Supernature.



She must cross alone a  
perilous bridge in Time

At length his front’s indomitable line 
Forces the last passes of the Ignorance: 
Advancing beyond Nature’s last known bounds, 
Reconnoitring the formidable unknown, 
Beyond the landmarks of things visible, 
It mounts through a miraculous upper air 
Till climbing the mute summit of the world 
He stands upon the splendour-peaks of God. ||112.37||

Carrying the world’s future on her lonely breast, 
Carrying the human hope in a heart left sole 
To conquer or fail on a last desperate verge; 
Alone with death and close to extinction’s edge, 
Her single greatness in that last dire scene, 
She must cross alone a perilous bridge in Time 
And reach an apex of world-destiny 
Where all is won or all is lost for man. ||112.51||

In the mortal creation is the spirit ruled by the outer world? Even 
if it were so, is there then a remedy? Or could it be that Fate 
is simply the spirit’s will, a will fulfilled by cosmic Force after a 
long time? This is what Aswapati asks Narad who tells the Queen 
that there is the vast disguise which conceals the Eternal’s bliss 
in this creation, that it be worked out in this creation. The curve 
of progress is drawn infallibly, and there is wisdom in heaven 
rejecting the prayer of the ignorant creature. Savitri has come 



She must cross alone a perilous bridge in Time 449

with a greatness and through the difficult process of mortality will 
assert her greatness even in the face of death. What might seem 
to the ignorant creature a defeat, it is through it that the spirit 
rises to a mightier victory. The soul pushes its spearhead through 
the centuries, even as marches onward the army of the waylost 
god who shall soon remember his forgotten self, who shall find 
again the sky from which he had fallen. It is lack of understanding, 
it is ignorance to mourn the marked death of Satyavan which is 
indeed the spirit’s opportunity to greater life. To work out that 
opportunity has Savitri taken this mortal birth, she who alone is 
equal to her mightier task. A day may come when she will have 
to stand alone, alone without help, alone on a dangerous brink 
of the word’s doom and hers. She carries the hope of this world 
in her breast, and she must cross the perilous bridge, and reach 
the apex of world-destiny, and win or lose all for the soul of man. 
Who can help her in that tremendous hour? None. But in her the 
conscious Will has taken the human shape. Its hour, her hour must 
come, and none can stop it. Human emotion has no place in it, and 
it is wiser to leave her to her mighty self and Fate. Narad has put 
Savitri on her yogic path.

□□□
A force in her toiled since earth was made.

This has happened, the day has slipped into the thickening 
darkness of the night. How this has happened could be another 
long story. Perhaps one may not know anything about it. But that is 
a fact now, and it is that which must be pragmatically recognised. 
The purposeful mystery is, it’s a creation of God, God himself. 
When the long declining day turned into the subconscient, the 
working Power of the limitless Self got limited in her operations. 
Came then ordered Chance and uncaring blind Necessity to govern 
all. Naturally, therefore, the spiritual fire did not dare to blaze 
too high. It is also a part of just wisdom that it is so. Should it 
meet the intense original Flame then an answering touch could 
shatter all measures made, and earth would sink down with the 
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weight of the Infinite. Direct entry of the Spirit into Matter would 
simply crush Matter, thus also destroying all the potentialities and 
possibilities that are present in Matter. Matter has to be slowly 
prepared by Life and then by Mind before any real higher change 
in it can occur. This will surely introduce limitations, but these 
have to be accepted as a part of a worthwhile process. Thus can 
be cast the superhuman seed.

This has happened to Savitri. She is not one who would fold up 
her mighty wings, of dream, she would not fly low; she would 
not laze prone and embrace the common soil, she cannot accept 
the robbing of life’s golden meanings, she cannot live in despair 
with the God-given light quenched. Her being is conscious of its 
divine founts, and she is fully aware of the eternal and the true 
that is in her, and she would brook no compromise, and assuage 
her elemental pain by small relief. She has come here to do a 
work, and she has a word to speak, and she has to write her 
unfinished story, the story of her mighty self and soul. The detailed 
biographical account of her life goes back to the beginning of the 
aspiring soul of the earth itself. Sky after dense and luminous 
sky can be the pages for its inscription, and the struggle and the 
triumph of the undertaking and the enterprise can become a full 
and splendid epic, the Epic of the Conquest of Death, a conquest in 
the fulfilment of the divine Will. That is Savitri; that is also Savitri. 
Savitri is the Epic of this Creation in the splendours of the Spirit.

The work Savitri has to do is to transform the brute balance of 
the world’s exchange. That is the work which had begun with the 
beginning of the earth. In that work is to be accomplished the 
great world-plan, and this has to be done without admitting any 
element of frustration, without giving up the meaning of birth in 
Time, without yielding herself to passing Chance. If any help has 
to come it must come from her own high self; her single will must 
oppose the cosmic rule. If she has come here to give shape to the 
world-plan her greatness must arise and in that she must stay the 
wheels of Doom. This could happen with the knock of the Unseen 
upon the hidden gates, her strength in a sudden lightning’s touch 
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awaking from the slumber. That is a knock which can kill as well 
as save everything. The body’s pain she experiences is the knock 
which at once serves the double purpose: it kills what stands in the 
way, and in that very act of killing it opens out the future. That is 
nutrisco et extingo in the occult-spiritual sense. It happens at both 
the levels—cosmic and individual. It is not only the personal issue 
of Savitri; it is also the universal. It is an issue arising because 
of the inconscient beginnings of this creation, and one who has 
come to attend to it must experience himself personally. Savitri 
faces the dreadful engines of the universe, and there is her heart 
standing behind the driving wheels. Here is the ruby flame of a 
soul that cares in the least the stark conventions of the world.

But what is the engine-power carrying her on the path? what the 
leverage that works like a magic? the formula that does the trick? 
Her will has to be one with the will of the veiled Ineffable. We 
might pray for a certain result, but the higher wisdom can also set 
it aside. But when there is that oneness of the wills our strength 
can get linked up with the transcendent Force. Then the miracle 
is accomplished. In it one mighty deed can change the course of 
things. The magic formula is a prayer, a master act, a king idea in 
their fullness working in the fulfilment of the aspiring soul. It can 
be a prayer which by itself is a master-act and a king-idea; it can 
be the master-act which is nothing but a prayer and a king-idea; 
it can be the king-idea that is a prayer and a master-act. Bhakti 
in its fullness becomes Karma and Jnana, and similarly Karma and 
Jnana in their trueness embrace the other two. When these three 
in their rich complementary oneness blaze like the flame of a soul 
then it is the joyous winning Force which does whatever has to 
be done. That is the triple perfection which comes in this identity.

This is the desirable yogic preparation and with it is received the 
commanding power to govern things and nature, with it opens out 
the possibility of seeing the supreme Light, when truth can break 
in in a triumph of fire. The hidden face of the deity is revealed. This 
is what has happened to human Savitri. The great World-Mother 
arises in her, and the stamp of the spirit is put on her action. Fate 
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disappears nullified, even as the dire revolving Wheel of Necessity 
comes to a stop. Savitri is a flaming warrior from the eternal peaks 
and is empowered to force the door open. The last cosmic battle 
is fought and the dumb absolute from Death’s visage destroyed. 
What was standing there across the path of the divine Event that 
has been removed. The bounds of limiting consciousness have 
been broken and the infinity of space and the eternity of time 
spread into spaces of infinity and times of eternity.

Yet Savitri hails almighty and victorious Death as the grandiose 
Darkness of the Infinite, one who makes room for all to be. He has 
been a help to her in a certain stage of development, and he can 
yet be so in another way. He is her shadow and her instrument, 
and it is her sharp sword of terror and grief and pain he was 
carrying. In the struggle for light he has been instrumental to 
force the soul of man on the path towards freedom and knowledge 
and immortality and the divine possibilities in this creation. Even 
while she acknowledges this role of Death she tells him to be still 
her tool. In fact it is now the transformed Death who grants her 
the most wonderful boon of a divine life upon earth. All this has 
already happened in the transcendent, and now the occult of it has 
to become a living reality in the mortal world. Savitri’s birth is in it.

□□□
The Mantra of Life—The Mother Tells

It was at Tlemcen, in Algeria. While Mother was in trance, Théon 
caused the thread which linked Mother to her body to break 
through a movement of anger. He was angry because Mother, who 
was in a region where she saw the ‘mantra of life,’ refused to tell 
him the mantra. Faced with the enormity of the result of his anger 
Théon got hold of himself, and it took all Mother’s force and all 
Théon’s occult science to get Mother back into her body—which 
created a kind of very painful friction at the moment of re-entry, 
perhaps the type of friction that makes new born children cry out.

[28 May 1960]

□□□
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it was because of Théon that I first found the ‘Mantra of Life,’ the 
mantra that gives life, and he wanted me to give it to him, he 
wanted to possess it—it was something formidable! It was the 
mantra that gives life (it can make anyone at all come back into 
life, but that’s only a small part of its power). And it was shut away 
in a particular place, sealed up, with my name in Sanskrit on it. I 
didn’t know Sanskrit at that time, but he did, and when he led me 
to that place, I told him what I saw: ‘There’s a sort of design, it 
must be Sanskrit.’ (I could recognize the characters as Sanskrit). 
He told me to reproduce what I was seeing, and I did so. It was 
my name, Mirra, written in Sanskrit—the mantra was for me and 
I alone could open it. ‘Open it and tell me what’s there,’ he said.

(All this was going on while I was in a cataleptic trance.) Then 
immediately something in Me KNEW, and I answered, ‘No,’ and did 
not read it.

I found it again when I was with Sri Aurobindo and I gave it to Sri 
Aurobindo.

[5 November 1961]

□□□
It wasn’t the first time; when I was working with Théon at 
Tlemcen (the second time I was there), I descended into the total, 
unindividualised—that is, general—Inconscient (it was the time he 
wanted me to find the Mantra of Life). And there I suddenly found 
myself in front of something like a vault or a grotto (of course, it 
was only something ‘like’ that), and when it opened, I saw a Being 
of iridescent light reclining with his head on his hand, fast asleep. 
All the light around him was iridescent. When I told Théon what 
I was seeing, he said it was ‘the immanent God in the depths of 
the Inconscient,’ who through his radiations was slowly waking the 
Inconscient to Consciousness.

But then a rather remarkable phenomenon occurred: when I 
looked at him, he woke up and opened his eyes, expressing the 
beginning of conscious, wakeful action.
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I have experienced the descent into the Inconscient many times 
(you remember, once you were there the day it happened—it 
had to do with divine Love); this experience of descending to 
the very bottom of the Inconscient and finding there the Divine 
Consciousness, the Divine Presence, under one form or another. it 
has happened quite frequently.

But I can’t say that my process is to descend there first, as you 
write. Rather, this can be the process only when you are ALREADY 
conscious and identified; then YOU DRAW DOWN the Force (as Sri 
Aurobindo says, ‘one makes it descend’) in order to transform. 
Then, with this action of transformation, one pushes [the Force 
into the depths, like a drill]. The Rishis’ description of what 
happens next is absolutely true: a formidable battle at each step. 
And it would seem impossible to wage that battle without having 
first experienced the junction above.

[7 November 1961]

□□□
Curious, this impression—the feeling of the body and the atmosphere 
when I was propelled into the future. It’s something more ... more 
compact, denser than the physical: the New Creation. One always 
tends to think of it as something more ethereal, but it’s not! [356] 
Théon spoke of it, but he didn’t express himself very well; his way 
of speaking didn’t have the power of revelation (it was based on 
experience, but the experience wasn’t his, it was Madame Théon’s. 
She was a marvellous woman from the standpoint of experience—
unique—but with no real intelligence ... oh, she was intelligent 
and cultivated, but no more than that, and it didn’t amount to 
much). But they really had come as forerunners, and Théon always 
insisted, ‘It will have a greater density.’ Scientifically, this seems 
like heresy, for ‘density’ is not used in that sense—but this was 
what he said, ‘A greater density.’ And the impression I get of this 
atmosphere is of something more compact—more compact and at 
the same time without heaviness or thickness.

[30 October 1961]

□□□
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Théon taught me to speak while in trance (that is, he had taught 
my BODY to express itself), and I would tell him everything I was 
doing while doing it. And he never noted any of it down—I suspect 
he did it on purpose: he wasn’t interested in making revelations. 
So it’s all lost. But had it been noted down, hour by hour, minute by 
minute, it would have made an extraordinary scientific document 
on the occult—extraordinary! He never noted it down.

But that vital being who was given a body—did it live on earth for 
any length of time?

No, never.

Never?

He stopped at the subtle physical—he refused to go any farther. 
It was Satan, the Asura of Light who, in cutting himself off from 
the Supreme, fell into Unconsciousness and Darkness (I’ve told 
the story many times). But anyway, when I was with Théon, I 
summoned that being and asked him if he wanted to enter into 
contact with the earth. It’s worth mentioning that Théon himself 
was an incarnation of the Lord of Death—I’ve had good company 
in my life! And the other one [Richard] was an incarnation of the 
Lord of Falsehood—but it was only partial. With Théon too it was 
partial. But with Satan it was the central being; of course, he had 
millions of emanations in the world, but this was the central being 
in person. The others ... let’s keep that for another time.

He agreed to take on a body. Théon wanted to keep him there: 
“Don’t let him go,” he told me. I didn’t answer. This being told me 
he didn’t want to be more material than that, it was sufficient—
you could feel him move the way you feel a draft, it was that 
concrete. … “The revolution will take place in exactly five years,” 
he told me. He knew it before he left. “And that,” he continued, 
“will be the beginning, the first terrestrial movement heralding the 
transformation of....” (Théon didn’t use the word “supramental”; 
he used to talk about “the new world on earth.”)
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But I did note that down.

I had forgotten the whole story, because I now live constantly in 
the Becoming. But it came back to me.

And all the disbelief in the world can’t contradict that piece of 
evidence.

The note itself was stolen from me while I was moving to a new 
house.

Two things were stolen: that note and the mantra of life. And I 
have a suspicion that it was an occult theft, not an ordinary one, 
because no one even suspected the value of those papers—for 
most people they had no interest at all.

[15 January 1962]

□□□
I am conscious of the body, but it isn’t the consciousness of this body 
(Mother touches her body): it’s the consciousness of THE Body—it 
may be anyone’s body. I am conscious, for instance, of vibrations 
of disorder (most often they come in the form of suggestions of 
disorder) in order to see whether they are accepted and have 
an effect. Let’s take the example of a suggestion of hemorrhage, 
or some such suggestion (I mention hemorrhage because it will 
soon come into the picture). Under the higher Influence, the body 
consciousness rejects it. Then begins the battle (all this takes 
place all the way down in the cells, in the material consciousness) 
between what we could call the “will for hemorrhage,” for example, 
and the reaction of the body’s cells. But it’s very like a real battle, 
a real confrontation. And all of a sudden, there’s something like 
a general issuing a command and saying, “What’s this!”... You 
understand, that general is conscious of the higher forces, the 
higher realities and the divine intervention in Matter; and after 
trying to use the will, this reaction, that feeling of peace and so on, 
suddenly he is SEIZED by a very strong determination and issues 
a command—in no time the effect begins to make itself felt, and 
little by little everything returns to order.
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All this takes place in the material consciousness. Physically, 
the body has all the sensations—but not the hemorrhage, you 
understand. But it does have the sensations, that is, the effects: 
all the sensory effects. It goes on for a while and then follows a 
whole curve. All right. Once the battle is over, I take a look and 
wonder (I observe the whole thing, I see my body, which has been 
fairly shaken), I say to myself, “What in the world is all this?” But 
just for a second, then I forget about it.

[6 April 1963]

□□□
You must become the Supreme in order to help in His action, in the 
changing of the world; you must have the supreme Vibration in 
order to participate in that Movement, which I am now beginning 
to feel in the body’s cells—a Movement which is a sort of eternal 
Vibration, without beginning or end. It has no beginning (the earth 
has a beginning, so that makes it easy; with the earth’s beginning, 
we have the beginning of the earth’s history, but that’s not the 
case here), it has no beginning, it is ... something existing from all 
eternity, for all eternity, and without any division of time: it’s only 
when it is projected onto a screen that it begins to assume the 
division of time. But you can’t say a “second,” or an “instant”.... It’s 
hard to explain.... No sooner do you begin to feel it than it’s gone: 
something boundless, without beginning or end, a Movement so 
total—total and constant, constant—that it is perceived as total 
immobility.

Absolutely indescribable. Yet it is the Origin and Support of the 
whole terrestrial evolution.

[3 May 1963]

□□□
I’ve made a discovery—not positively a discovery, but a 
confirmation. A rather interesting observation.
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There was a sort of periodicity in the attacks—can I call them 
“physical “? ... They’re not physical, although they’re on the body. 
They didn’t recur at exactly regular intervals, because the periods 
of time in between weren’t always the same, but there was a sort 
of analogy, of similarity in the circumstances. And now I have 
come to a kind of certainty.

The work consists, I could say, in ... either removing or transforming 
(I am not sure which of the two) all the body’s cells that are or have 
been under the influence of Falsehood (not “lie” but falsehood), of 
the state contrary to the Divine. But since probably a radical purge 
or transformation would have resulted in nothing but the body’s 
dissolution, the work goes on in stages, progressively (I am going 
very far back in time, to my first attacks). So the sequence is the 
following: first, a series of activities or visions (but those visions are 
always activities at the same time: both activities and visions) in the 
subconscious domain, showing in a very living and objective way 
the Falsehood that has to be removed (transformed or removed). At 
first, I took them as adverse attacks, but now I see they are “states 
of falsehood” to which certain elements in the physical being are 
linked (at the time, I thought, “I am brought into contact with that 
because of the correspondence in me,” and I worked on that level—
but it’s another way of seeing the same thing). And it produces 
... certainly there is a dissolution—there is a transformation, but 
a dissolution too—and that dissolution naturally brings about an 
extreme fatigue or a sort of exhaustion in the body; so between two 
of those stages of transformation, the body is given time to recover 
strength and energy. And I had noticed that those “attacks” always 
come after the observation (an observation I made these last few 
days) of a great increase in power, energy and force; when the 
body grows more and more solid, there always follows the next day 
or the day after, first, a series of nights I could call unpleasant (they 
are not, for they’re instructive), and then a terrible battle in the 
body. This time I was conscious—naturally, I am conscious every 
time, but (smiling) more so every time.

[31 July 1963]

□□□
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This morning, for two hours, I had what I believe to be really the 
most wonderful experience in my life from the point of view of 
knowledge-vision. And it was so total ... from the most essential 
perception of That which is beyond the creation down to the 
perception of the body’s cells, from high to low. And in every 
plane, the vision of the creation.

[19 August 1967]

□□□
It’s a keen state of consciousness, that is, wholly awakened. In the 
cells of the body, it drives away all darkness. Naturally, it’s a long 
and slow work, but it drives away, it’s a state that drives away all 
darkness everywhere. And darkness is always the sign (sign or 
cause) of a disorder. So there is still plenty of it, one knows that. 
It’s a slow work, a whole world! When you ... when you descend 
into (or I may say, concentrate on) this cellular constitution of the 
body, on the body’s scale, it’s a myriad world! A myriad world. 
Everything is as though made up of myriad tiny points, and each 
point has to be awakened and flooded with consciousness and 
light—a long work. …

The state I’ve just described is possible in the body’s cells and in the 
body consciousness, also in the psychic consciousness; but vitally 
and mentally, even if you understand, it seems like an almost 
impossible realization because of a fixity, a fixity in the form: the 
form of thoughts and the form of sensations. … Physically, in the 
body’s cells, it’s very, very clearly perceptible and is lived quite 
spontaneously: you receive only from on high, and you spread it.

[6 December 1967]

□□□
This Consciousness is truly extraordinary, and with such a sense 
of humour, you know! ... It’s educating this body, beginning with 
sweeping away all moral notions. The body is spontaneously in a 
sort of adoration, and all of a sudden this Consciousness showed 
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it a big, huge serpent, with two formidable fangs, which was like 
this (gesture erect in front of Mother). And at the same time it 
gave the explanation: “The poisoned fangs ... It’s the Supreme 
Goodness that invented them, of course ....” You know, it was so 
... It’s irresistible. And this poor body remained like that, a little 
flabbergasted .... It realized it had never thought of that! It had 
taken things as they are, the world as it is, it had never thought 
about that: “How can this exist? How can it? ...” (Laughing) It 
needed a good fifteen minutes to find its poise again.

It’s constantly like that. It’s a relentless struggle against ALL 
possible conventions. At the same time, this consciousness 
seems to inculcate the sense of an irresistible power. Which isn’t 
a personal power, not at all, it has nothing to do with the person; 
only one must be in accord with the Consciousness that rules the 
world, and this Consciousness has irresistible power. But it sweeps 
away all notions—ALL notions—and makes you see the stupidity 
of the notions you hold together [within the same consciousness], 
naturally in contradiction with one another. All that. And then, as 
soon as you are tranquil (after an experience like that serpent: 
it lasts for one minute, or two, or ten minutes, five minutes—it 
depends on the case), but once you remain like that, peaceful, 
there comes a sort of sense of limitless immensity, of ... in English 
they say ease, that is, something extremely peaceful, and at 
the same time vibrant, in which you feel that everything, but 
everything, is harmonious, like that—everything. And it’s like that 
in a great intensity of light which tends to be golden (it’s not 
golden, I don’t know what that colour is, but it tends to be like 
that), a light like that. Then, if you remain there, everything is 
fine—EVERYTHING is fine: the body is fine, everything is fine. And 
as soon as you go out of that state and get into other movements, 
you see that all, but all is ... a world of contradictions, everything 
is a contradiction: chaos and contradiction. But there, everything 
is perfectly harmonious.

This poor body, it takes its lessons like that.
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So it no longer tries to understand anything. it has understood 
that it cannot understand; it says, “Very well, let That use me as 
it likes.”

That serpent, you know ... Why this vision suddenly? I don’t know 
.... I was in a state in which I was trying to establish a general 
harmony—probably it was too limited or incomplete or ... And 
then that serpent came. You understand, the universe is the Lord 
manifested, and so for this body, anyhow, it’s perfection, but of 
course it’s unable to understand; and all of a sudden this serpent 
came, and came in such a way that the body said to itself, “Well! I’d 
never thought of that” (which isn’t true, of course). There are all 
the theories that explain evil as the action of adverse forces in the 
universe, but that seems quite childish. And as always it showed 
something VERY subtle in the play of forces (and how, to try and 
make it [evil] understood, the notion was born of a “succession 
in time,” which is absurd—in other words, successive creations). 
And there was something very subtle to show that those poisoned 
fangs are a defence, not an attack; this consciousness gave proof 
that the poisoned fangs are a defence, because they existed AFTER 
the attack—but how to explain that I don’t know. At any rate, it 
was one more decisive turning point in this body’s development.

[30 April 1969]
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Intolerant of the poverty of Time 
Her passion catching at the fugitive hours 
Willed the expense of centuries in one day 
Of prodigal love and the surf of ecstasy; 
Or else she strove even in mortal time 
To build a little room for timelessness 
By the deep union of two human lives, 
Her soul secluded shut into his soul. ||115.29||

All of his speeding days that he could spare 
From labour in the forest hewing wood 
And hunting food in the wild sylvan glades 
And service to his father’s sightless life 
He gave to her and helped to increase the hours 
By the nearness of his presence and his clasp, 
And lavish softness of heart-seeking words 
And the close beating felt of heart on heart. ||115.35||

This is the joy of union of the two lovers, youthful and fragrant 
joy in the insufficiency of rushing time. Only twelve quick months 
are given to the young couple, and Satyavan would be no more 
there afterwards. Undeniably in this strange mixed circumstance 
of happiness and grief Savitri is leading an inexplicable divided 
life—human Savitri with the human emotion and ambiance. In the 
intimate embrace of her lover she would guard him, and treasure 
the moment in sweetnesses of the soul. But there is the poverty of 
time, and the fugitive hours would take away the treasures of love. 
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He would pour himself into her, but her demand was too great to 
be satisfied in a brief moment’s union. However, never she gave a 
hint of what was waiting for them in the fast-approaching future. 
The cruelty of the arriving time was not known to Satyavan. Too 
well did Savitri love to tell him what she knew. Satyavan felt at 
times something in that deep unplumbed abyss, sort of heard the 
feeble sound of the unuttered word. In spite of his crowded busy 
occupation of the day he would give to her as much as possible of 
the fond attention of intimacy, locked in closeness of relationship. 
But all was too little for her bottomless need. In his presence 
she would forget the invading sorrow, but his absence was a long 
stretch of desert of the painful coming days, barren and lifeless. 
What remained for her to do was simply to make her poignant 
grief an offering to the hidden gods, she a priestess, she herself 
making the sacrifice. But the efficacy and power of that sacrifice 
was such that it made her grief’s self calm. Here is now Savitri 
ready to be launched on the Path of Yoga.

□□□
The psychological condition in which Savitri is is indeed very 
poignant, even agonizing, particularly so when she has absolutely 
no clue as how to take things in life, how to deal with the 
inexorability of the coming event. She is facing a life’s helpless 
question deeper than death. Yet there is something in her, 
something deeper than that question. Savitri unlike Arjuna on the 
battlefield of Kurukshetra does not succumb to weakness due to 
dejection, she never given to despair.

“Despair is never a necessity for progress,” says the Mother, 
“it is always a sign of weakness and tamas; it often indicates 
the presence of an adverse force, that is to say, a force that is 
purposely acting against sadhana.” She continues:

“So, in all circumstances of life you must always be very careful to 
guard against despair. Besides, this habit of being sombre, morose, 
of despairing, does not truly depend on events, but on a lack of 
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faith in the nature. One who has faith, even if only in himself, 
can face all difficulties, all circumstances, even the most adverse, 
without discouragement or despair. He fights like a man to the 
end. Natures that lack faith also lack endurance and courage.

Sri Aurobindo tells us that for human beings the degree of success 
in physical life depends on the degree of harmony between the 
individual and universal physical Nature. Some people have a will 
which is spontaneously in tune with the will of Nature, and they 
succeed in everything they undertake; others, on the contrary, 
have a will which is more or less totally out of tune with the will 
of cosmic Nature and they fail in everything they do or try to do.

As for the question of what is necessary for progress, in an 
evolving world everything is necessarily a help to progress; but 
individual progress extends over a considerable number of lives 
and through innumerable experiences. It cannot be judged on the 
basis of a single life between birth and death. On the whole, it is 
certain that the experience of a life of failure and defeat is just as 
useful to the soul’s growth as the experience of a life of success 
and victory; even more so, no doubt, than the experience of an 
uneventful life, as human existence usually is, in which success 
and failure, satisfaction and disappointment, pleasure and pain 
mingle and follow one another—a life that seems “natural” and 
does not require any great effort.”

[4 May 1960]

□□□
Sri Aurobindo in his hour of crisis, of bewilderment, was asked 
by a voice from within to “wait and see” to know what He had 
intended for him: “A day passed and a second day and a third, 
when a voice came to me from within, ‘Wait and see.’ Then I grew 
calm and waited, I was taken from Lal Bazar to Alipore and was 
placed for one month in a solitary cell apart from men. There I 
waited day and night for the voice of God within me, to know what 
He had to say to me, to learn what I had to do.”
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Savitri is holding back her troubled human heart and is calm like a 
hill. She is waiting for guidance. A Power within her speaks:

I am thy portion here charged with thy work, 
As thou myself seated for ever above, 
Speak to my depths, O great and deathless Voice, 
Command, for I am here to do thy will. ||116.21||

□□□
In a conversation recorded by AB Purani Sri Aurobindo tells: 
“Savitri awakes on the day of destiny, the day when Satyavan has 
to die. The birth of Savitri is a boon of the Supreme Goddess given 
to Aswapati. Aswapati is the Yogi who seeks the means to deliver 
the world out of Ignorance.”

Satyavan has to die—that is the imperative. Satyavan must die—
that is how the opening canto of Savitri ends. Such is also the 
prophecy the heavenly sage Narad makes in the palace of Aswapati 
when Savitri discloses her choice of Satyavan as her life’s partner, 
that twelve swift-winged months are given to him and her, and 
this hour returning Satyavan must die.

A great golden dawn heralds the destined day. The moment of 
truth has arrived and Savitri has to carry out the work for which 
she is here as the Goddess incarnate in a human form. It is a 
day in the life of human Savitri bearing far-reaching implications, 
superhuman implications, of doom and darkness versus light and 
joy. But as the day is opening with a great and golden dawn, 
it must be bringing happy richnesses only, the felicities of the 
manifesting spirit. That inner conviction, that certitude is always 
there with Savitri even in her.

□□□
An absolute supernatural darkness falls 
On man sometimes when he draws near to God: 
An hour comes when fail all Nature’s means; 
Forced out from the protecting Ignorance 
And flung back on his naked primal need, 
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He at length must cast from him his surface soul 
And be the ungarbed entity within: 
That hour had fallen now on Savitri. ||3.6||

This is an extraordinary state and, although it is spoken for man, 
for the collectivity, it is not that everyone of us is going to meet 
it, arrive at it. It is for exceptional persons, it is for those who 
draw near to God. How many of us come to that expectation? 
We continue to be happy, to remain safe under the protecting 
Ignorance and possibly once in a while desire to get out of it, that 
desire which does not have much force, much intensity in it, it 
could just be some vital wish or a mental formulation, a thought 
or an idea. We live on the surface soul, the outward nature, in the 
ego-self. But here is the tussle in the greatness of life demanding 
the greatness of our true self to emerge.

Here human Savitri is about to enter into that greatness. The seed 
for that to happen has been cast in her soul by Narad. He has also 
told her that Satyavan will die one year after their marriage. That 
year is soon coming to a close, and the future is the unknown 
blankness staring into her eyes. Savitri looks for help, waits for 
guidance; but nothing seems to avail. She has reached a point 
where life must be in vain or else, if it has to have a positive 
meaning in her life, her will must cancel her body’s destiny. She 
must break out of the timeless barrier, penetrate through the 
monstrous hush of the Void, look into the eyes of Death standing 
at its entrance. That great and dolorous, that dangerous moment 
was now close for Savitri. But there is already something yogic in 
her, and suddenly to her calm heart the Voice of her summit Self, of 
the deity presiding over her destiny, the Voice of the mighty Spirit 
speaks, and she is set on the Path. She is now a flaming warrior 
on the eternal peaks standing there to smite from immortal Death 
the visage of the dumb absolute he has put on.

□□□
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The first step in the yoga of Savitri is establishing the deep-seated 
poise in the waking state, Jagrata; in it the Grief’s self itself has 
become calm. The foundation is laid and now she can receive 
divine guidance. The divine Savitri can now speak directly to the 
power that is seated in the soul of human Savitri. She is now so 
calm that the instructions will be received without they getting 
deformed or distorted in the process of transmission; her human 
nature will not interfere in them.

Often it seemed to her the ages’ pain 
Had pressed their quintessence into her single woe 
Concentrating in her a tortured world. ||115.40||

Thus in the silent chamber of her soul 
Cloistering her love to live with secret grief 
She dwelt like a dumb priest with hidden gods 
Unappeased by the wordless offering of her days, 
Lifting to them her sorrow like frankincense, 
Her life the altar, herself the sacrifice. ||115.41||

Although life-born, an infant of the hours, 
Immortal it walked unslayable as the gods: 
Her spirit stretched measureless in strength divine 
An anvil for the blows of Fate and Time: 
Or tired of sorrow’s passionate luxury, 
Grief’s self became calm, dull-eyed, resolute 
Awaiting some issue of its fiery struggle, 
Some deed in which it might for ever cease, 
Victorious over itself and death and tears. ||115.46|

Savitri receives the first set of instructions. The Voice of the divine 
Savitri tells her that she should remember why she had taken this 
mortal birth. She is told:

Find out thy soul, recover thy hid self, 
In silence seek God’s meaning in thy depths, 
Then mortal nature change to the divine. ||116.22||
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Open God’s door, enter into his trance. ||116.23||

Cast Thought from thee, that nimble ape of Light: 
In his tremendous hush stilling thy brain 
His vast Truth wake within and know and see. ||116.24||

Cast from thee sense that veils thy spirit’s sight: 
In the enormous emptiness of thy mind 
Thou shalt see the Eternal’s body in the world, 
Know him in every voice heard by thy soul: 
In the world’s contacts meet his single touch; 
All things shall fold thee into his embrace. ||116.25||

Conquer thy heart’s throbs, let thy heart beat in God: 
Thy nature shall be the engine of his works, 
Thy voice shall house the mightiness of his Word: 
Then shalt thou harbour my force and conquer Death.  
  ||116.26||

Here is the complete recipe, the formula outlined for Savitri’s 
initial Yoga. The objective is also fixed in it.

With it Savitri at once enters into the Dream Consciousness and 
sees the entire cosmic Past. From Jagrata she has entered into 
Swapna.

□□□
Mandukya Upanishad as rendered by Sri Aurobindo describes the 
four states of Wakefulness, Dream, Sleep and the Ineffable as 
follows:

“OM is this imperishable Word, OM is the Universe, and this is the 
exposition of OM. The past, the present and the future, all that 
was, all that is, all that will be, is OM. Likewise all else that may 
exist beyond the bounds of Time, that too is OM. All this Universe 
is the Eternal Brahman, this Self is the Eternal, and the Self is 
fourfold.
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He whose place is the wakefulness, who is wise of the outward … 
who feels and enjoys gross objects, Vaishwanara, the Universal 
Male, He is the first.

He whose place is the dream, who is wise of the inward … who feels 
and enjoys subtle objects, Taijasa, the Inhabitant in Luminous 
Mind, He is the second.

He whose place is the perfect slumber, who is become Oneness, 
who is wisdom gathered into itself, who is made of mere delight, 
who enjoys delight unrelated, to whom conscious mind is the door, 
Prajna, the Lord of Wisdom, He is the third.

He who is neither inward-wise, nor outward-wise, nor both inward- 
and outward-wise, nor wisdom self-gathered, nor possessed 
of wisdom, nor unpossessed of wisdom, He Who is unseen and 
incommunicable, unseizable, featureless, unthinkable, and 
unnameable, Whose essentiality is awareness of the Self in its 
single existence, in Whom all phenomena dissolve, Who is Calm, 
Who is Good, Who is the One than Whom there is no other, Him 
they deem the fourth: He is the Self, He is the object of Knowledge.”

Such is the correspondence between the Upanishadic Prajnan-
Wisdom and Sushupti-Sleep, between Hiranyagarbha-Taijas 
and Swapna-Dream, between Virāt-Vaishwānara and Jāgrat-
Wakefulness. Sushupti is the state of deep sleep, sommeil profond; 
l’état de sommeil.



All they have touched or 
seen they make their own

All they have touched or seen they make their own, 
In Nature’s basement lodge, mind’s passages fill, 
Disrupt thought’s links and musing sequences, 
Break through the soul’s stillness with a noise and cry 
Or they call the inhabitants of the abyss, 
Invite the instincts to forbidden joys, 
A laughter wake of dread demoniac mirth 
And with nether riot and revel shake life’s floor. ||117.32||

Subconscient cavern is a pit but whom does it house? Its inhabitants 
are the Titan and the Fury and the Djinn. Here are dreadful 
occult powers sitting across the path that plunges into the inner 
countries. They not only rise in us in perverse drifts of thought; 
they lay a dire claim upon the heart. They afflict the daylight, they 
alarm the night, they invade at will house and house, they distort 
and disfigure all that is noble and godly and celestial. Entering into 
the soul’s stillness they fill the place with noise and cry and shout. 
These occupants of the abyss, these loathsome vital elements live 
in the mirth of what is despicable, vile, disgraceful, appalling. The 
owner of the house is thrown out and everything goes in their 
possession. Aroused from the darkness they can be arrested no 
more. They are the lords and masters of the estate. An awful 
insurgence overpowers man’s soul. Savitri is witnessing in her 
dream consciousness this entire cosmic past, that which remains 
dormant or buried within us. Traversing through these frightful-
fearful regions she must proceed to find her soul.

□□□
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The Self of Grief has become calm. Savitri is yogically ready to 
accept what she will be commanded to do in the fulfilment of 
her mission. The swift path is coming into view. A summons from 
summits comes to her, from inaccessible heights. The seals of 
the Night are broken. A Voice invades her and presses its feet on 
the centre where knowledge and will meet, on the brow between 
the eyes, Ajna Chakra. The body becomes a golden statue the 
moment it touches it, it becomes a stone of God lit by an amethyst 
soul. It tells her that there has to be the new Word, that a greater 
light must come down upon the earth, that man must be led on 
life’s wide and golden path. Savitri tells her to be a portion of 
that commanding Power and that she is here to do her work. 
Savitri receives precise guidance as how she should proceed. 
The first important thing is, she must remember why she had 
taken the mortal birth. She must find out her soul, recover her 
hid self, seek here God’s meaning, change her present nature to 
the divine, the vast Truth must awaken in her and she should 
know and see things in it, she must empty herself out and see 
in that state the body of the Eternal in the world; she must win 
mastery over her heart, that it beats in the heart of God. She 
should harbour in her soul the force that shall conquer Death. At 
once Savitri looks within and proceeds. The entire cosmic past 
rolls out in front of her as in a dream. After the waking or Jagrita 
she is in the dream state, Swapna. It showed to her the shadowy 
beginnings of world-fate, the indeterminate formless Self and the 
blind Power giving rise to a universe out of the Inane. A conscious 
being in the inconscient’s world was made by this labour. Came 
mind but a puppet dancing to the tunes of Time, a mind that does 
not know silence nor dreamless sleep. Here is the little surface of 
man’s life, and a whole mysterious world remains locked within. 
All is here, even God’s opposites. There are bright shadows and 
there are dark occult shadows, and creatures live in lighted or dim 
rooms. Man houses in him dangerous forces, the dreadful powers 
becoming his masters. Owner of the house—he is taken over by 
the grisly inhabitants. The terrible Angel smites at every door. 
All is the prey of a destroying force and at it the creation rocks 
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and trembles. Yet there is a guardian power, there are hands that 
save. There are present in Man all the celebrated possibilities, 
and they are waiting to become actual. The unborn gods live in 
the house of life. But also come our dead selves to slay our living 
soul. Only a part of us lives in the present but much is lodged 
in the subconscient or the subliminal. We go essentially by the 
light of the mind which is dubious, uncertain. Above us dwells a 
superconscient god, around us is the vast ignorance, below us the 
dark and mute Inconscience. Yet a greater self of knowledge waits 
on us. There is the Truth-Light and it shall descend and it shall 
transform earth-life, shall make it life divine. We are the seekers 
of Good and Beauty and God, of the True in apparent things. Our 
inner mind dwells in larger light, our life-self possesses powers 
that can give us strong wings of flight, our body can open to the 
smiles of celestial brightnesses. Our beginning was in an apelike 
creature, but we already perceive unrealised vastnesses waiting 
for us. Unseen heavens of thought and dream begin to come into 
view. Even a high spiritual sun can shine in our reachable skies. 
In the dream-consciousness, in her Swapna-state Savitri already 
sees these prospects for this creation. Yes, what is has to go, 
it cannot be all, it cannot be for always. There is the far-seeing 
spirit’s passion to mould humanity into God’s own shape, lead 
this struggling blind world to light, or if it refuses to be led to this 
light discover a new world of light, or else if such a world does not 
exist create one. The imperative is, by any of these processes or 
by whatever other means it be, Earth must transform herself and 
equal Heaven; or else Heaven must descend into Earth’s mortal 
state. This must happen because it is so in the very nature of 
things. But which possibility will materialise, which will progress 
of that Savitri has no definite idea in the Dream. Through the long 
evolutionary process, through the cosmic past, man has arrived 
at a stage from where a crucial jump is about to occur. There has 
to be the leap. Man

Aspiring he transcends his earthly self. ||117.87||
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A lost end of far lines of divinity, 
He mounts by a frail thread to his high source; 
He reaches his fount of immortality, 
He calls the Godhead into his mortal life. ||117.88||

All this the spirit concealed had done in her: 
A portion of the mighty Mother came 
Into her as into its own human part: 
Amid the cosmic workings of the Gods 
It marked her the centre of a wide-drawn scheme, 
Dreamed in the passion of her far-seeing spirit 
To mould humanity into God’s own shape 
And lead this great blind struggling world to light 
Or a new world discover or create. ||117.89||

Earth must transform herself and equal Heaven 
Or Heaven descend into earth’s mortal state. ||117.90||

But for such vast spiritual change to be, 
Out of the mystic cavern in man’s heart 
The heavenly Psyche must put off her veil 
And step into common nature’s crowded rooms 
And stand uncovered in that nature’s front 
And rule its thoughts and fill the body and life. ||117.91||

There is no doubt that the high change is decreed. But for such a 
vast spiritual change to take place it is absolutely necessary that 
the divine soul living in the breast of man must first come out 
and assert itself in things, in object and object. It must become 
the master of our thoughts and feelings and our actions. Savitri 
awaits divine guidance, guidance from her supreme self of light 
and power, from divine Savitri. Savitri’s yoga has to move from 
the Jagrita-Swapna to Sushupti, from waking and dream state 
to the state of sleep, Prajna, Knowledge. There is the Waker, 
there is the Dreamer, there is the Sleeper, there has to be the 
Ineffable, Jagrita-Swapna-Sushupti leading to Turiya, through 
Virat-Hiranyagarbha-Prajnanaghana to the eternal Om.



There is our aspect of eternity

For here are not our large diviner heights; 
Our summits in the superconscient’s blaze 
Are glorious with the very face of God: 
There is our aspect of eternity, 
There is the figure of the god we are, 
His young unaging look on deathless things, 
His joy in our escape from death and Time, 
His immortality and light and bliss. ||117.74||

Out of the dim recesses of the self 
The occult seeker into the open came: 
He heard the far and touched the intangible, 
He gazed into the future and the unseen; 
He used the powers earth-instruments cannot use, 
A pastime made of the impossible; 
He caught up fragments of the Omniscient’s thought, 
He scattered formulas of omnipotence. ||117.84||

True, our karmic past that once existed in our life returns to haunt 
the present. The seeds of sin which were thrown away find new 
fresh soil and spring up with their evil vigour and breath. Our 
dead selves come to slay our living soul. But this is not all we are, 
the past, or all our world. There is the law of karma, but there is 
also the law of free action and free will. There is the inner mind, 
there is the inner life-force, there is the body’s subtle self seated 
within, and these constitute our inner personality. It is also that 
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which can shape the personality of the future waiting to arrive 
unto us. There is the greater self of knowledge and it waits within 
for us, there is the supreme light and it brings things which the 
thinking mind cannot conceive, there is the truth and because of it 
the world moves on. We may not be aware of the diviner heights 
we possess, but that does not mean that it shall be always so, 
there are the aspects of god which can be ours, and light and 
bliss can be our possessions in the immortality that shall be in 
us as our own immortality. Our inner mind, our life-self, our finer 
elements of the body they all wait for their fuller glory than ever 
achieved earlier. We might have inherited the animal traits but our 
beginnings are not from them, mental beings that we are housed 
in a body of the self of life. Our stature is godlike, and beauty and 
greater birth are the prospects we hold in our spirit and in our 
soul. Unrealised vastnesses can be ours. We are the occult seeker 
and see the unseen, hear the unheard, seize in our thoughts the 
possibilities of the Omniscient. The spiritual sun can come into our 
view. Redeemed from the lot of mortality wider and brighter realms 
can open to the life that shall be ours. Indeed, all this is concealed 
within us and our greatness lies in making them realities of our 
growing thoughts and feelings and actions, in establishing them in 
us for growth and expansion in the dimensions of the manifesting 
spirit. “God leads man while man is misleading himself, the higher 
nature watches over the stumblings of his lower mortality; this is 
the tangle and contradiction out of which we have to escape into 
the self-unity to which alone is possible a clear knowledge and a 
faultless action.”

□□□
“All energies put into activity—thought, speech, feeling, act—go 
to constitute Karma. These things help to develop the nature 
in one direction or another, and the nature and its actions and 
reactions produce their consequences inward and outward: they 
also act on others and create movements in the general sum of 
forces which can return upon oneself sooner or later. Thoughts 
unexpressed can also go out as forces and produce their effects. 
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It is a mistake to think that a thought or will can have effect only 
when it is expressed in speech or act: the unspoken thought, the 
unexpressed will are also active energies and can produce their 
own vibrations, effects or reactions.”

“If the soul goes on with its Karma, then it does not get liberation. 
If it wants only farther experience, it can just stay there in the 
ordinary nature. The aim of Yoga is to transcend Karma. Karma 
means subjection to lower Nature; through Yoga the soul goes 
towards freedom.”

“The bondage to the effects of Karma remains so long as one 
has not passed out of the ordinary human consciousness which is 
its field to the higher spiritual consciousness where all bonds are 
untied. As for peace one can gain it by an entire reliance on the 
Divine and surrender to the Divine Will.”

□□□
I do not know if anyone here has observed the phenomenon, but 
according to the hours of the night or according to how long you 
have slept, your sleep changes its quality. If you take the trouble 
of observing (there are very few people however who do take 
the trouble), it may happen that roused suddenly at an abnormal 
hour, you have noticed that you were not in the same state of 
sleep twice. There are also hours when you have different types 
of dreams; if you are careful you will see this very clearly. There 
are hours when it is very difficult for you to wake up, for you are 
in deep sleep, you are altogether unconscious of external things. 
At other times, on the contrary, just a little noise, however slight, 
is sufficient to startle you out of your sleep.

[Words of Long Ago]



A chaos of disordered impulses

For body without mind has not the light, 
The rapture of spirit sense, the joy of life; 
All then becomes subconscient, tenebrous, 
Inconscience puts its seal on Nature’s page 
Or else a mad disorder whirls the brain 
Posting along a ravaged nature’s roads, 
A chaos of disordered impulses 
In which no light can come, no joy, no peace. ||118.30||

Savitri has left the busy hum of mind, market noises of the surface 
creature, and is at the doorsteps of the inner countries. She stares 
at a deep and dumb infinity of the void. But in a body born of 
dense Matter she has to find her soul that has the celestial origin. 
There is the ebony gate through which she must pass, the closed 
gate guarded by fierce and destructive agents, the Serpent lying 
across the threshold, the hounds of darkness growling at the 
passers-by, the trolls and the goblins and the gnomes. Savitri 
remains unshaken, and through the narrow passage forces her 
way inward. At last she breaks into a form of things, a world of 
sense, a start of finiteness. All sorts of sounds are there, but 
signifying nothing, incoherent, lacking contents, inconsequential. 
Here thought stares at thought, each plucking out reason from 
its seat, life’s power in its ruling authority holding back mind. The 
elements of the subconscient vital have their full sway. But the 
glory and the flame cannot come if the mind is cast away into 
the abyss. It is the mind which at present gives light to the body; 
without it all becomes dark and shadowy and dangerous. In the 
midst of these treacherous vital entities it is mind that brings light 
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to the afflicted creature, it brings hope to the seeker. On these 
endless tossing streets, driven mid a trampling crowd, Savitri 
must carry her will to find her deep soul. There is something in 
her which guides her, also which protects her always. Fixing her 
thought upon the saviour Name she grows still, she becomes free. 
A large deliverance comes and she is in vast calm space.

□□□
I very often see entities like Nature spirits when I enter the subtle 
physical and work there, I very, very often have them with me, 
or else I meet them in the course of my work. … Most of the time 
these Nature forces are very willing to help—at any rate, they are 
wonderfully obliging with me! But they are limited beings, with 
their own ideas and laws, their own volition, and when vexed they 
can do unpleasant things. Yet they are not hostile beings, nor are 
they vital beings: they are personified forces of physical Nature, 
in the subtle physical.

[11 March 1962]

□□□
With Théon, the adverse forces and hostile beings were often 
mentioned, they occupied a big place in self-development and in 
action. As for Sri Aurobindo, he used to say that that notion was 
useful mostly from the psychological and personal standpoint, 
because struggling with difficulties is easier when you see them 
as coming from “outside,” as an attack from outside, than if you 
think they are part of your own nature. Not that he denied their 
existence, far from it, but the path depends a lot on the attitude 
you take and on the mental construction you have, naturally.

Sri Aurobindo insisted rather on Oneness: he used to say that even 
what we consider to be the worst adversaries are still a form of 
the Supreme, which, deliberately or not, consciously or not, helps 
in the general transformation. This seems to me vaster, deeper, 
more comprehensive.

And I tried to base action on this rather than on constant battle 
with opposing forces. Because, granted this idea, it makes sense 
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that if you make the necessary progress, if you have the divine 
knowledge and consciousness, the very purpose of those forces 
disappears, and consequently they can’t stay.

On the practical level, I have seen obvious examples of this; it 
was even my great argument with Durga (she used to come at 
the time of the pujas and, two years ago, she “surrendered”), that 
was my great argument, I said to her, “But the purpose of your 
existence in this form—in this form of combative action—would 
disappear if through identification you obtained the powers that 
render those forces unnecessary.” And it’s after I told her these 
things that she surrendered to the supreme Will; she said, “I shall 
do what the Supreme wants me to do.” It was a very interesting 
result indeed.

[30 September 1964]

□□□
Naturally, all those entities were more or less spontaneously doing 
the Supreme’s work, but ... (how can I explain it?) without their 
having a conscious will: they did it simply and spontaneously, 
because they were beings of harmony, working harmoniously. But 
now, in Durga’s case it’s very clear—very clear. In her relationship 
with the hostile beings, in her legendary yearly battle (which 
is of course symbolic), she is eager to know the direction, the 
indication, the gesture to be made.

When Sri Aurobindo was here, every year at the time of Durga’s 
battle, I used to receive from him the very clear indication of 
the aspect of the adverse forces that had to be vanquished and 
subdued. (It was very interesting, and I generally noted it down, 
but I don’t know where all that has gone.) It went on like that for 
thirty years. And after his departure ... there only remained the 
Supreme.

She would come, she was absolutely present during the six days 
of pranam downstairs. But now, since ... I remember it happened 
while I was walking for my japa. I told her there was something 
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more important than that semi-religious recollection people have, 
that what was more important was the deeper nature of the Work 
and the choice of the adverse aspect, the aspect that had to be 
vanquished, dominated in order to lead it to the transformation. 
And it’s in this connection that I told her that receiving the indication 
from the Supreme was the true thing; that He saw better than we 
did what had to be done and the order in which it had to be done. 
And I felt ... I felt she was immensely interested. Then I told her, 
“Well, you see, hasn’t the time come, hasn’t the time come to 
receive from Him the direct impulsion for your action?” And she 
responded joyfully and spontaneously.

The difference is that, now, wherever she manifests, I feel the call 
to the supreme Truth, to manifest it, is truly there.

[19 October 1966]

□□□
Let’s take a disorder in the body’s functioning (which may come 
for all kinds of reasons that are very interesting to observe, but 
anyway, we can’t speak of everything at the same time). The 
disorder is there and is expressed through a sense of discomfort; 
the way the consciousness reacts and acts and the way the mind 
reacts and acts are entirely, absolutely different. Then there is 
the weakness, the weakness arising from old habit. It’s not a lack 
of faith, the body knows in an almost absolute way that there is 
only one salvation, one saviour: THE Consciousness. But there is 
a weakness that causes a sort of slackening, a letting go to habit, 
and that’s where an intensity of faith is needed—but an energy 
in the faith—in order not to yield. This goes on in a very small 
sphere, it’s a question ... not even of minutes—of seconds. And if 
there is a letting go, it means illness; while the other way [of the 
consciousness] means, little by little, progressively, the unreality 
of the disorder. But it means an intensity of faith which, compared 
to the present state of mankind, may be regarded as miraculous.

[25 February 1967]



Thought based a throne 
on unsubstantial air

Even the Idea’s ample sweep was cut 
Into a system, chained to fixed pillars of thought 
Or rivetted to Matter’s solid ground: 
Or else the soul was lost in its own heights: 
Obeying the Ideal’s highbrowed law 
Thought based a throne on unsubstantial air 
Disdaining earth’s flat triviality: 
It barred reality out to live in its dreams. ||119.8||

Savitri is traversing through varied regions of the inner countries, 
and has entered into a brilliant ordered Space. Here the violent 
and rebellious and turbulent riotous Life has fallen quiet, the vital 
instincts and passions and impetuosity have been disciplined, 
etiquettes cultivated. Her pomp and majesty, her show, purple 
display, her swift bacchanic moods and manners have become 
subdued. She is a sovereign doing what her ministers bid her to 
do; mind and sense who are her servants now govern her house. 
Savitri sees the sobriety brought to Life by the Reason’s rule. Tight 
are her rules, and not licence and wild imagination but conduct 
guides, and text books have entered into the pattern of breathing, 
all is turned into stipulated movements, a strict schoolman mind 
is at work. While this is a gain over the blatant dissolute behaviour 
of Life, its austere symmetry robs one of the freedom that is 
necessary for growth. The ample sweep of Idea is restrained, it is 
cabined and confined. Be the stars or galaxies or constellations, 
they all follow the laws of astronomy. The cosmic hierarchy 
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remains firm and fixed. Small thoughts and ideas limit the actions 
of the soul who has to work through nature. Religion and spiritual 
pursuits go by the codified instructions, and the living contact with 
the spirit of the things is absent. Doctrine and credo seals up the 
deeper significances and nuances of the true and the subtle and 
the plastic are lost. But Savitri is an aspirant to the perfect way of 
life, and she cannot stay in this ordered space. Here is too much 
of harmony which is set into a given rhythmic pattern, that which 
cannot satisfy the deeper urges. Savitri must find her soul, find 
it where only exists firm Truth. So inward she fares on across her 
silent self.

□□□
The very ancient traditions, whether Chaldean or Hindu, have 
taught from all time that thoughts are formations: by his thought a 
human being has the power of giving birth to real, living and active 
entities. Any thought that is at all strong and persistent, any desire 
that is at all intense—which is again a way of thinking—determine 
mechanically, so to say, in their own medium, a formation whose 
duration and power of action will depend on the force and intensity 
of the thought or desire which has given birth to it.

“All that lives is substantial, but all that is substantial is living. 
Every state of substance is a world of living forces, of real forms. 
To restrict the real to the sole domain of the forms we perceive is 
to restrict the universal intelligence to its physical manifestation 
alone, all light to the one field of our vision. However, no space 
exists where there is no vibration of light, no depth exists where 
the essence of the intelligible does not assume appropriate forms.

[Words of Long Ago]

□□□
The earth is a representative and symbolic world, a kind of 
crystallization and concentration of the evolutionary labour giving 
it a ... more concrete reality. It has to be taken like this: the 
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history of the earth is a symbolic history. And it is on earth that 
this Descent takes place (it’s not the history of the universal but 
of the terrestrial creation); the Descent occurs in the individual 
TERRESTRIAL being, in the individual terrestrial atmosphere.

Let’s take Savitri, which is very explicit on this: the universal 
Mother is universally present and at work in the universe, but 
the earth is where concrete form is given to all the work to be 
done to bring evolution to its perfection, its goal. Well, at first 
there’s a sort of emanation representative of the universal Mother, 
which is always on earth to help it prepare itself; then, when the 
preparation is complete, the universal Mother herself will descend 
upon earth to finish her work. And this She does with Satyavan—
Satyavan is the soul of the earth. She lives in close union with 
the soul of the earth and together they do the work; She has 
chosen the soul of the earth for her work, saying, ‘HERE is where 
I will do my work.’ Elsewhere (Mother indicates regions of higher 
Consciousness), it’s enough just to BE and things Simply ARE. 
Here on earth you have to work.

There are clearly universal repercussions and effects, of course, 
but the thing is WORKED OUT here, the place of work is HERE. So 
instead of living beatifically in Her universal state and beyond, in 
the extra-universal eternity outside of time, She says, ‘No, I am 
going to do my work HERE, I choose to work HERE.’ The Supreme 
then tells her, ‘What you have expressed is My Will.’.... ‘I want to 
work HERE, and when all is ready, when the earth is ready, when 
humanity is ready (even if no one is aware of it), when the Great 
Moment comes, well ... I will descend to finish my work.’ That’s 
the story.

[28 July 1961]



Soul would cling to  
living in a sea of death

Who then is this who knows not that the soul 
Is a least gland or a secretion’s fault 
Disquieting the sane government of the mind, 
Disordering the function of the brain, 
Or a yearning lodged in Nature’s mortal house 
Or dream whispered in man’s cave of hollow thought 
Who would prolong his brief unhappy term 
Or cling to living in a sea of death? ||120.26||

This is the self-assuring and arrogant voice telling Savitri her 
search for the so-called soul is nothing but chasing an insubstantial 
shadow in the world of darkness assuming the name of God. But 
what is the soul, after all? a biological product, a least gland 
releasing hormones that tell the body how to work and grow or help 
to fight illnesses. It makes release a substance in the body which 
brings emotional disturbance or mental disquiet. It is a yearning, 
it is a dream, it would simply extend unhappy term of life, it would 
hang on to living in the midst of all-pervasive death. Is it that kind 
of a stuff which Savitri is seeking? Such is the prudent question 
asked to her by the credo-bound passers-by even as she proceeds 
inward, as she moves deeper and deeper into the inner countries. 
She is even taunted that the spirit is only a creation of the mind, 
its holy ghost whose face none has seen, that mind is the parent of 
the soul, its creator, that our minds have made the world in which 
we live. Some also wondered if there is still someone who seeks 
the Beyond. Can the path be found?

□□□
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A Dream of Surreal Science

One dreamed and saw a gland write Hamlet, drink 
 At the Mermaid, capture immortality; 
A committee of hormones on the Aegean’s brink 
 Composed the Iliad and the Odyssey.

A thyroid, meditating almost nude 
 Under the Bo-tree, saw the eternal Light 
And, rising from its mighty solitude, 
 Spoke of the Wheel and eightfold Path all right.

A brain by a disordered stomach driven 
 Thundered through Europe, conquered, ruled and fell, 
From St Helena went, perhaps, to Heaven. 
 Thus wagged on the surreal world, until

A scientist played with atoms and blew out 
The universe before God had time to shout.

□□□
What is soul? Without it body is a space suit with no astronaut 
inside. That is the Internet answer.

□□□
What is soul and in what form does it exist in us? The Mother 
answers: The first form of the soul is a spark of light from the 
Divine. By evolution it becomes an individualised being and then it 
can take the form it wants.

[August 1966]

□□□
FROM the time we started and every day more and more, in all 
things we can see Thy divine intervention, everywhere Thy law is 
expressed, and I need all my inner conviction to feel that this is 
perfectly natural, so that I do not pass from wonder to wonder. At 

Soul would cling to living in a sea of death
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no moment do I feel that I am living outside Thee and never have 
the horizons appeared vaster to me and the depths at once more 
luminous and unfathomable. Grant, O Divine Teacher, that we may 
know and accomplish our mission upon earth better and better, 
more and more, that we may make full use of all the energies that 
are in us, and Thy sovereign Presence become manifest ever more 
perfectly in the silent depths of our soul, in all our thoughts, all our 
feelings, all our actions. I find it almost strange to speak to Thee, 
so much is it Thou who livest in me, thinkest and lovest.

[28 March 1914]

□□□
O THOU whom we must know, understand, realise, absolute 
Consciousness, eternal Law, Thou who guidest and illuminest us, 
who movest and inspirest us, grant that these weak souls may be 
strengthened and those who fear be reassured. To Thee I entrust 
them, even as I entrust to Thee our entire destiny.

[Pondicherry, 29 March 1914]

□□□
Gradually the horizon becomes distinct, the path grows clear, 
and we move towards a greater and greater certitude. It matters 
little that there are thousands of beings plunged in the densest 
ignorance, He whom we saw yesterday is on earth; his presence 
is enough to prove that a day will come when darkness shall be 
transformed into light, and Thy reign shall be indeed established 
upon earth.

[30 March 1914]



A divine pity on the 
peaks of the world

A divine pity on the peaks of the world, 
A spirit touched by the grief of all that lives, 
She looked out far and saw from inner mind 
This questionable world of outward things, 
Of false appearances and plausible shapes, 
This dubious cosmos stretched in the ignorant Void, 
The pangs of earth, the toil and speed of the stars 
And the difficult birth and dolorous end of life. ||122.3||

Savitri was told by the messengers, the radiant occult gods, to 
follow the great winding road dwindling into a narrow path where, 
finally, she would see the Fire burning on the bare stone and the 
deep cavern of her secret soul. Even as she proceeds on that 
narrow path, she meets a few bright forms rising from the unknown 
depths, they with calm immortal eyes looking into her depths. She 
already feels the nearness of her secret soul. The first form Savitri 
meets is the Madonna of Suffering, the Mother of Grief Divine who 
is herself a portion of Savitri’s secret soul, the unknown depths of 
her being. It is because of this Mother of Divine Grief that we do 
not yield to doom. But where are those unknown depths? where 
is she seated? It is from the peaks of the world she looks out 
far, she sees from the Inner Mind the questionable things of this 
world, she sees the peaks that are present in the soul of Savitri. 
She is concerned about the pangs of the earth, about the difficult 
birth, about the grievous unpleasant end of life. She is one who 
is afflicted with the seven wounds, the seven sorrows as if of the 
sevenfold Ignorance in which we live, and on her face stays the 
beauty of sadness, the ancient tears making it more beautiful. Her 
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heart is fissioned into the world’s agony, and distressed music is 
what comes out from her rapt voice.

□□□
There are the celebrated and splendid embodiments of the Divine 
Mother, her Powers and her dynamic Personalities carrying out 
the cosmic work. The Four Powers of hers, Wisdom-Strength-
Harmony-Perfection or Maheshwari-Mahakali-Mahalakshmi-
Mahasaraswati, are of such a type, these already functioning in 
the vaster scheme of cosmic things. But they do not pass through 
the portals of the birth that is a death, they do not accept the 
“lamentable limitations”, they do not climb up the Calvary of deep-
rooted frustration, do not bear the ignominy of human births. 
Once the Mother told Durga the magic of surrender to the Lord—
and then only did Durga see, with utter astonishment, its marvel 
and its power; yet she was unwilling to take birth here, as was 
Shiva too. This is a much painful affair and it is the greatness 
of the Avatar that he accepts it. It is an act of his grace also for 
the evolving soul of the earth. Lakshmi, Saraswati, Gauri, Uma, 
Amba, Bhavani, Parvati, Kali, and in a way even the Madonnas 
who are present in the cosmic field, are powers and personalities 
of the Divine Mother, but essentially typal in character. There are 
goddesses and goddesses, devis and mātrikās, there are lesser 
vital embodiments also, embodiments who have drifted far away 
from her; there are alluring females too, like the famous belle 
dame sans merci, and frightful women in a bouge with perilous 
beauty and charm. But let us take the Mother of Compassion, 
Karunamayi Mata, whom we meet in Savitri; she suffers no doubt, 
but not the way does Savitri, the incarnation that Savitri is.

□□□
Accepting the universe as her body of woe, 
The Mother of the seven sorrows bore 
The seven stabs that pierced her bleeding heart: 
The beauty of sadness lingered on her face, 
Her eyes were dim with the ancient stain of tears. ||122.4||
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Her heart was riven with the world’s agony 
And burdened with the sorrow and struggle in Time, 
An anguished music trailed in her rapt voice. ... ||122.5||

What are the seven stabs the Madonna of Suffering, of Grief Divine, 
bore? Here is Stabat Mater with emotions, Our Lady at the Cross 
and not at the Manger, at Calvary and not at Bethlehem; here is 
Mary at the Cross and not at the Cradle. Her Seven Sorrows are:

The Prophecy of Simeon 
The Flight into Egypt 
The Loss of Jesus in the Temple 
Mary meets Jesus Carrying the Cross 
The Crucifixion 
Mary Receives the Dead Body of Her Son 
The Burial of Her Son and Closing of the Tomb

Great as the sea was her sorrow. Her prayer is: Mother of Sorrows, 
have compassion on them, and grant us the privilege to be present 
to them. In the Fifth Dolor, the Crucifixion, Mary stood beneath 
the Cross and watched her Son suffer and die, her heart was 
united with his. She cried: Mother of Sorrows, have compassion 
on them, and grant us the privilege to be present to them. This 
may be very tender and touching, very poignant, even to a good 
extent deeply psychic; but the sweet and spiritual which is there 
in the Savitri’s Mother of Compassion, the Grief Divine, duhkhi-
kashti devi, does not come out with that reassuring definiteness. 
Perhaps this is because this Mother of Sorrows is typal. She does 
not pass through the portals of the birth that is a death, which 
Savitri does. In that sense this incarnation of the divine Shakti, as 
Savitri, is just not an embodiment; it is an incarnation. Savitri’s is 
a sacrifice of a different kind. According to the Law of Sacrifice “a 
divinising, a saving power descends” to carry the earthly evolution 
towards greater godhood, even making that godhood’s greater 
manifestation here more and more possible. Savitri does it by 
accepting the earthly conditions, accepting them in their totality.

□□□
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The Mother explains the aspect of sacrifice as follows:

The Divine has sacrificed Himself in Matter to awaken consciousness 
in Matter, which had become inconscient. And it is this sacrifice, 
this giving of the Divine in Matter, that is to say, His dispersion 
in Matter, which justifies the sacrifice of Matter to the Divine 
and makes it obligatory; for it is one and the same reciprocal 
movement. It is because the Divine has given Himself in Matter 
and scattered Himself everywhere in Matter to awaken it to the 
divine consciousness, that Matter is automatically under the 
obligation to give itself to the Divine. It is a mutual and reciprocal 
sacrifice. And this is the great secret of the Gita: the affirmation 
of the divine Presence in the very heart of Matter. And that is 
why, Matter must sacrifice itself to the Divine, automatically, even 
unconsciously—whether one wants it or not, this is what happens.

[29 February 1956]

□□□
But, actually, it is the Divine Mother as incarnate Savitri who does 
the Yoga of Surrender to the Supreme and it is she who identifies 
her will with the Will of the Supreme. Only this incarnation, of 
Savitri, that can do it and not the other powers and personalities or 
embodiments. The surety of the success is also there in this Yoga 
of Savitri. She alone, and not other powers and personalities or 
embodiments, can attain the needed perfection. Savitri was “sent 
forth of old beneath the stars” of the dark Night for doing that Yoga.

□□□
IT was their sorrow and suffering which the physical being was 
feeling, Lord. When will ignorance dissolve? When will pain cease? 
O Lord, grant that each element of the universe may become 
conscious of its principle of being and, without disappearing, be 
transformed; may the veils of egoistic blindness which hide Thee 
be removed and mayst Thou appear resplendent in the total 
manifestation. All this is eternally in Thy absolute silence; but it 
is through an infinite progression that it manifests in the integral 
consciousness.

[12 October 1914]



I am Prometheus  
under the vulture’s beak

I am Prometheus under the vulture’s beak, 
Man, the discoverer of the undying Fire, 
In the flame he kindled burning like a moth; 
I am the seeker who can never find, 
I am the fighter who can never win, 
I am the runner who never touched his goal; 
Hell tortures me with the edges of my thought, 
Heaven tortures me with the splendour of my dreams. ||122.26||

Savitri hears first the voice of the Mother of Suffering, of the Grief 
Divine, the first of the three soul-powers of hers. She narrates 
what she has been doing for man, through long ages she accepting 
the universe as her body of woe. She is in all that suffers and 
cries. She is hope looking towards God who surely shall come one 
day and take away this yoke of unhappy fate. But then from below 
in response to her arises the voice of the Man of Sorrows. He is 
he who has been nailed on the cross of this creation. He is tied to 
the rock and every day the vulture comes to eat his liver, only to 
get renewed in the night. He is Prometheus who has for the sake 
of man stolen the fire from heaven and is paying the price for the 
imprudence. He is the seeker who never finds what he is seeking, 
he is the fighter who can never win in the battle, he is the athlete 
who can never win the trophy of triumph and success. Will his fate 
remain ever the same? Is it God who has made this harsh and 
dreadful petty world? Possibly when the buried titan from under 
the volcanic mountain shall arise he would become the master 
of events and circumstance. But where is that force which can 
strengthen that will of his? He shall continue to suffer and toil, he 
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shall continue to cry and weep, but die he cannot; he cannot die 
because he is an immortal. The Man of Sorrows continues to live. 
He is the forethought of God and therefore he suffers.

□□□
When you fight, it means war. There are small wars, there are big 
wars; but what is this war of men upon earth, if seen, for example, 
by Titans to whom men are no bigger than ants?... When you look 
at a war of ants, you find it quite natural! You can even look at 
it with interest and smile and say: “Look, the ants are having a 
fight.” Well, to the titanic forces of the universe, men fighting on 
earth are like ants fighting, it is nothing at all. You must not judge 
things according to the measure of human consciousness.... For 
man Nature is a monstrous thing. It is so formidable, all the forces 
at her disposal, all the movements she creates. And what we know 
is only what is happening on earth! You know, directly or indirectly, 
by a kind of speculative knowledge, what is happening in the rest 
of the universe; but these are conflicts and plays of forces that are 
formidable in proportion to human consciousness. These are things 
that in comparison with human duration last almost eternally. 
So, in time it is immensity, in space it is immensity, and for the 
human consciousness it is something almost incomprehensible. 
But to these forces, human dimensions and movements have truly 
almost the same proportions as (perhaps are even less than) the 
consciousness of the swarming ant-world for us; it is the same 
thing. There are Nordic legends—Swedish and Norwegian—about 
these mighty universal Titans who are like that. And so stories are 
told naturally so that children may understand. It is said that there 
were two Titans sitting on some summit in the universe, not on 
earth, and then one Titan breathed a sigh. Then a thousand years 
pass, and the other asks, “Why do you sigh?” Another thousand 
years pass and the first one replies: “I am bored!” Yet another 
thousand years pass.... They try to give an idea. Probably the 
Titans took some hundreds of years to say, “I am bored.” It is a 
question of proportions!

[16 September 1953]

□□□
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The two things are ALWAYS together: the destructive and the 
constructive. You can’t see one without seeing the other. A 
time comes when the effort is to conquer the negative parts of 
creation and death (as at the end of Savitri), and when you have 
conquered that, then you’re above. And then if you look at all 
these things, even those which seem the most opposed to the 
Divine, even acts of cruelty done for the pleasure of cruelty, you 
see the Presence—the Presence that annuls their effects. And it’s 
absolutely marvellous.

I had a startling experience one day when X was doing his pujas 
to encircle the titans. He was in difficulty and I was about to 
intervene to help him when I was abruptly stopped. I was faced 
by a massive blackness (blacker than the blackest physical thing) 
and suddenly, right at its centre, I saw the Divine Love shining 
with such a splendour—I had never seen it so splendid.

And now it has become constant; each time I hear or see something 
ugly or horrible, or each time something ugly or horrible happens, 
something which is a negation of the divine life ... just behind is 
this flame—so wonderful. And then the effect is annulled. There is 
a magnificence of realisation which could not have been had this 
evil, this horror and this negation not been.

Our consciousness shrinks from these things which belong to the 
past and which are no longer in their place, so we feel disgust and 
revulsion—because we are ignorant. But if we can raise ourselves 
above and be in contact with That—the supreme Light—which is 
ALWAYS just behind, then this Light seems all the more supreme 
because it is so much its own opposite.

[12 July 1960]

□□□
We shall find there the summary of that great hope which the Vedic 
mystics held ever before their eyes; that journey, that victory is 
the ancient, primal achievement set as a type by the luminous 
Ancestors for the mortality that was to come after them. It was 
the conquest of the powers of the circumscribing Night, Vritras, 
Sambaras and Valas, the Titans, Giants, Pythons, subconscient 
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Powers who hold the light and the force in themselves, in their 
cities of darkness and illusion, but can neither use it aright nor 
will give it up to man, the mental being. Their ignorance, evil and 
limitation have not merely to be cut away from us, but broken up 
and into and made to yield up the secret of light and good and 
infinity. Out of this death that immortality has to be conquered. 
Pent up behind this ignorance is a secret knowledge and a great 
light of truth; prisoned by this evil is an infinite content of good; 
in this limiting death is the seed of a boundless immortality. Vala, 
for example, is Vala of the radiances, valam gomantam, his body 
is made of the light, his hole or cave is a city full of treasures; that 
body has to be broken up, that city rent open, those treasures 
seized. This is the work set for humanity and the Ancestors have 
done it for the race that the way may be known and the goal 
reached by the same means and through the same companionship 
with the gods of Light. “Let there be that ancient friendship 
between you gods and us as when with the Angirases who spoke 
aright the word, thou didst make to fall that which was fixed and 
slewest Vala as he rushed against thee, O achiever of works, and 
thou didst make to swing open all the doors of his city.” At the 
beginning of all human traditions there is this ancient memory. It 
is Indra and the serpent Vritra, it is Apollo and the Python, it is 
Thor and the Giants, Sigurd and Fafner, it is the mutually opposing 
gods of the Celtic mythology; but only in the Veda do we find the 
key to this imagery which conceals the hope or the wisdom of a 
prehistoric humanity.

[The Secret of the Veda]

□□□
This antinomy between the Light and the Darkness, the Truth and 
the Falsehood has its roots in an original cosmic antinomy between 
the illumined Infinite and the darkened finite consciousness. 
Aditi the infinite, the undivided is the mother of the Gods, Diti or 
Danu, the division, the separative consciousness the mother of 
the Titans; therefore the gods in man move towards light, infinity 
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and unity, the Titans dwell in their cave of the darkness and issue 
from it only to break up, make discordant, wounded, limited his 
knowledge, will, strength, joy and being. Aditi is originally the 
pure consciousness of infinite existence one and self-luminous; 
she is the Light that is Mother of all things. As the infinite she gives 
birth to Daksha, the discriminating and distributing Thought of the 
divine Mind, and is herself born to Daksha as the cosmic infinite, 
the mystic Cow whose udders feed all the worlds.

[The Secret of the Veda]

□□□
133 – The Titans are stronger than the gods because they have 
agreed with God to front and bear the burden of His wrath and 
enmity; the gods were able to accept only the pleasant burden of 
His love and kindlier rapture.

220 - Men talk of enemies, but where are they? I only see wrestlers 
of one party or the other in the great arena of the universe.

221 – The saint and the angel are not the only divinities; admire 
also the Titan and the Giant.

222 – The old writings call the Titans the elder gods. So they still 
are; nor is any god entirely divine unless there is hidden in him 
also a Titan.

223 – If I cannot be Rama, then I would be Ravana; for he is the 
dark side of Vishnu.

It means that gentleness without strength and goodness without 
power are incomplete and cannot entirely express the Divine. I 
might say that the charity and generosity of a converted Asura are 
infinitely more effective than those of an innocent angel.

[The Mother on Thoughts and Aphorisms]

□□□
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In Greek mythology, Prometheus (Greek: Προμηθεύς, pronounced 
[promɛːtʰeús]) is a Titan, culture hero, and trickster figure who is 
credited with the creation of man from clay and the theft of fire 
for human use, an act that enabled progress and civilization. He is 
known for his intelligence, and as a champion of humanity.

The punishment of Prometheus as a consequence of the theft 
is a major theme of his mythology, and is a popular subject of 
both ancient and modern art. Zeus, king of the Olympian gods, 
sentenced the Titan to eternal torment for his transgression. The 
immortal Prometheus was bound to a rock, where each day an 
eagle, the emblem of Zeus, was sent to feed on his liver, which 
would then grow back to be eaten again the next day. In some 
stories, Prometheus is freed at last by the hero Heracles (Hercules).

The Titan's greatest benefaction for humankind seems to have 
been saving them from complete destruction. In an apparent twist 
on the myth of the so-called Five Ages of Man found in Hesiod's 
Works and Days, Prometheus asserts that Zeus had wanted to 
obliterate the human race, but that he somehow stopped him.

Prometheus was the wisest Titan. His name means "forethought" 
and he was able to foretell the future. His younger was called 
Epimetheus (which means Afterthought).  Epimetheus was always 
so busy thinking of yesterday, or last year, or a hundred years 
ago, that he never worried about what might come to pass in the 
future.

Prometheus did not want to live amongst the clouds on Mount 
Olympus.  He was too busy for that.  While the gods were spending 
their time in idleness, drinking nectar and eating ambrosia, he was 
planning how to make the world wiser and better than it had ever 
been before.

So instead of living on Olympus, Prometheus went out amongst 
men to live with them and help them. "If they only had fire," said 
Prometheus to himself, "they could at least warm themselves and 
cook their food; and after a while they could learn to make tools 
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and build themselves houses.  Without fire, they are worse off 
than the beasts."

Prometheus went boldly to Zeus and begged him to give fire to 
the people.

"I will not!" said Zeus, "Not one spark will I share with them!  For 
if men had fire they might become strong and wise like us, and 
after a while they would drive us out of our kingdom.  Besides, 
fire is a dangerous tool and they are too poor and ignorant to be 
trusted with it.  It is better that we on Mount Olympus rule the 
world without threat so all can be happy."

Prometheus didn't answer, but he had set his heart on helping 
mankind, and he did not give up.  As he was walking by the seashore 
he found a tall stalk of fennel.  He broke it off and then saw that 
its hollow centre was filled with a dry soft substance which would 
burn slowly and stay alight for a long time.  He carried the stalk 
with him as he began a long journey to the top of Mount Olympus.

"Mankind shall have fire, despite what Zeus has decided," he 
said to himself.  And with that thought, he snuck quietly into 
Zeus's domain and stole a spark from Zeus's own lightning bolt.  
Prometheus touched the end of the long reed to the spark, and 
the dry substance within it caught on fire and burned slowly. 
Prometheus hurried back, carrying with him the precious spark.

Men and women gathered round the fire and were warm and 
happy, and thankful to Prometheus for the wonderful gift which he 
had brought to them.

Zeus when he came to know of this act of Prometheus was very 
angry and ordered that he be chained to the side of a mountain 
to suffer there for all eternity.  And there Prometheus stayed, 
thinking of the future, happy in the knowledge that he had given 
fire to men until he was one day rescued by Hercules, the mortal 
son of Zeus.

[Internet]



The sun and moon are 
lights upon my path

The sun and moon are lights upon my path; 
Air was invented for my lungs to breathe, 
Conditioned as a wide and wallless space 
For my winged chariot’s wheels to cleave a road, 
The sea was made for me to swim and sail 
And bear my golden commerce on its back: 
It laughs cloven by my pleasure’s gliding keel, 
I laugh at its black stare of fate and death. ||123.37||

The Mother of Might, Bhavani Mata, tells Savitri that she is here to 
do God’s work, and she is carrying it on without caring anything. 
There is no calculation, and neither virtue nor sin is going to 
deter her, she will do what she has been charged to do. She least 
bothers if Heaven is going to frown on her or Hell torture her for 
her actions. She has set the heavenly sword in the hand of the 
mortal and she prompts him to fight out the battle of life. True, 
the task is not easy, but she has hardened her heart, and there is 
certitude in her soul that, one day God will come out and meet the 
soul of the world. But there is the echo of the Ego-Man flaunting 
his achievements, the Dwarf-Titan bent upon making the universe 
his tool and the means of his glory. He proclaims himself as the 
possessor of the forces of the earth, she waiting for his birth after 
the passage of long millennia. He considers himself as God still 
unevolved in human form, he who shall become in him. Everything 
is designed for his use, the sun and the moon light his pathway, 
the seas are made for his swim and for his ceaseless commerce, 
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the air for his flight and for his wild adventure. He had a weak birth 
but by his toil he has grown greater and stronger than Nature. 
Indeed, there is no miracle, he vaunts, that he cannot accomplish. 
Even the mystic truth of things can be a part of his knowledge. 
The first step in the process for him is to master earth, the next 
conquer heaven. Why not? Even all power and all knowledge could 
be his. Well, that also means that there is hope for man, that with 
might shall also come wisdom.

□□□
Man too has in himself behind his physical being, subliminal to it, 
unseen and unknown, but very close to it and forming with it the 
most naturally active part of his existence, this vital soul, this vital 
nature and this vital body; a whole vital plane connected with the 
life-world or desire-world is hidden in us, a secret consciousness 
in which life and desire find their untrammelled play and their 
easy self-expression and from there throw their influences and 
formations on our outer life.

In proportion as the power of this vital plane manifests itself in man 
and takes hold of his physical being, this son of earth becomes a 
vehicle of the life energy, forceful in his desires, vehement in his 
passions and emotions, intensely dynamic in his action, more and 
more the rajasic man. It is possible now for him to awaken in his 
consciousness to the vital plane and to become the vital soul, 
prāṇamaya puruṣa, put on the vital nature and live in the secret 
vital as well as the visible physical body. If he achieves this change 
with some fullness or one-pointedness—usually it is under great 
and salutary limitations or attended by saving complexities—and 
without rising beyond these things, without climbing to a supra-
vital height from which they can be used, purified, uplifted, he 
becomes the lower type of Asura or Titan, a Rakshasa in nature, 
a soul of sheer power and life-energy, magnified or racked by a 
force of unlimited desire and passion, hunted and driven by an 
active capacity and colossal rajasic ego, but in possession of far 
greater and more various powers than those of the physical man 
in the ordinary more inert earth-nature. Even if he develops mind 

The sun and moon are lights upon my path
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greatly on the vital plane and uses its dynamic energy for self-
control as well as for self-satisfaction, it will still be with an Asuric 
energism (tapasyā) although of a higher type and directed to a 
more governed satisfaction of the rajasic ego.

[The Synthesis of Yoga]

□□□
When I turn my gaze to the earth, I see that however great 
men may be, their field of action is always terribly restricted. A 
man, who in his mind and even in his vital being is as vast as the 
universe or at least as vast as the earth, as soon as he begins to 
act, becomes enclosed in the narrow bounds of a material action, 
very limited in its field and results. Whether he be the founder 
of a religion or a political reformer, he who acts becomes a petty 
little stone in the general edifice, a grain of sand in the immense 
dune of human activities. So I do not see any realisable action 
worthy of the whole being’s concentrating on it and making it its 
purpose of existence. The vital being delights in adventure; but 
should it be allowed to fling itself into some lamentable adventure 
unworthy of an instrument conscious of Thy Presence?—“Fear 
nothing,” was the reply. “The vital being will not be allowed to set 
itself in motion, it will not be asked of thee to contribute all the 
effort of thy organising faculties, except when the action proposed 
is vast and complete enough to fully and usefully employ all the 
qualities of the being. What exactly this action will be, thou wilt 
know when it comes to thee. But I am warning thee even now 
so that thou mayst be prepared not to reject it. I also warn both 
thee and the vital being that the time for the small, quiet, uniform 
and peaceful life will be over. There will be effort, danger, the 
unforeseen, insecurity, but also intensity. Thou wert made for this 
role. After having accepted for long years to forget it completely, 
because the time had not come and thou too wert not ready, wake 
up now to the consciousness that this is indeed thy true role, that 
it was for this thou wert created.”

[8 December 1916]



His hunger for the  
eternal thou must nurse

I have detected plasm and cell and gene, 
The protozoa traced, man’s ancestors, 
The humble originals from whom he rose; 
I know how he was born and how he dies; 
Only what end he serves I know not yet, 
Or if there is aim at all or any end 
Or push of rich creative purposeful joy 
In the wide works of the terrestrial power. ||124.47||

Even if thou rain down intuition’s rays, 
The mind of man will think it earth’s own gleam, 
His spirit by spiritual ego sink, 
Or his soul dream shut in sainthood’s brilliant cell 
Where only a bright shadow of God can come: 
His hunger for the eternal thou must nurse 
And fill his yearning heart with heaven’s fire 
And bring God down into his body and life. ||124.70||

The Mother of Light, Joy and Peace, of Prakash-Harsha-Shanti, 
seated deep inside the soul of Savitri tells her that she is the 
Power that works for God in this world, that out of the Inconscient 
builds consciousness, makes the march towards the light, slowly 
transmutes human clay into heaven’s gold. But there is a voice 
rising from below, the voice of Manu in Matter and Life, of the 
Mind governed by the Vital. It is the voice of the faculty members 
from an academic institution, and of the traditional seekers of the 
knowledge of the spirit. Here is the Mind of God’s ignorant world, 
of the astronomer-geologist-botanist-zoologist-arrogant scientist-
physicist-theologian-baffled sceptic-the wondering mystic-
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philosopher-Mayavadin-Adwaitin-the seeker of the Beyond, and 
it insists to work within its mortal bounds. This man is happy to 
be human and wishes to remain human. But unknown elements 
intervene and spoil his work. There is the basic doubt in his soul 
that there is no human potential, that human is always human and 
there is really no scope for him to become divine. Wizard Gods may 
carry such dreams with them, but not the thinking man. In the 
face of such a fierce opposition the work the Mother of Light and 
Joy and Peace is doing there is the assurance from Savitri to her. 
She tells her that it is not by showering grace, not by showering 
abundances on such a small male can the paradisal fruits appear 
on the tree of life. Here is only the bright shadow of God, and all 
that one can hope and do is to promote the urge and the yearning 
of this creature, promote eternal and divine possibilities. Kindness 
and Power and Wisdom have to work together before the great 
things came come into existence. But Savitri’s immediate concern 
is to find her soul, house in it the divine Shakti, the Consciousness-
Force in order to vanquish the divine Antagonist.

□□□
This yoga can only be done to the end by those who are in total 
earnest about it and ready to abolish their little human ego and 
its demands in order to find themselves in the Divine. It cannot 
be done in a spirit of levity or laxity; the work is too high and 
difficult, the adverse powers in the lower Nature too ready to 
take advantage of the least sanction or the smallest opening, the 
aspiration and tapasyā needed too constant and intense. It cannot 
be done if there is a petulant self-assertion of the ideas of the 
human mind or wilful indulgence of the demands and instincts and 
pretensions of the lowest part of the being, commonly justified 
under the name of human nature.

[Letters on Yoga]

□□□
Vitally, it is the same thing. You live vitally in the vital world with all 
the currents of vital force entering, going out, joining and opposing 
each other, quarrelling and intermingling in your consciousness, 
and even if you have made a personal effort to purify your vital 
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consciousness, to master in it the desire-being and the little human 
ego, you are constantly under a sort of obligation to absorb all the 
contrary vibrations which come from those with whom you live. 
One can’t shut oneself up in an ivory tower, it is yet more difficult 
vitally than physically, and one takes in all sorts of things; and 
unless one is constantly wide awake, constantly on one’s guard, 
and has quite an efficient control over all that enters, so as not to 
admit in one’s consciousness unwanted elements, one catches the 
constant contagion of all desires, all the lower movements, all the 
small obscure reactions, all the unwanted vibrations which come 
to us from those around us.

Mentally, it is still worse. The human mind is a public place open 
on all sides, and in this public place, things come, go, cross from 
all directions; and some settle there and these are not always the 
best. And there, to obtain control over that multitude is the most 
difficult of all controls. Try to control the thought coming into your 
mind, you will see. Simply, you will see to what a degree you have 
to be watchful, like a sentinel, with the eyes of the mind wide 
open, and then keep an extremely clear vision of the ideas which 
conform to your aspirations and those which do not. And you must 
police at every minute that public place where roads from all sides 
meet, so that all passers-by do not rush in. It is a big job. Then, 
don’t forget that even if you make sincere efforts, it is not in a 
day, not in a month, not in a year that you will reach the end of 
all these difficulties. When one begins, one must begin with an 
unshakable patience. One must say, “Even if it takes fifty years, 
even if it takes a hundred years, even if it takes several lives, what 
I want to accomplish, I shall accomplish.”

[19 April 1951]

□□□
The Mother takes up Savitri

Then disappointed to the Void he turns 
And in its happy nothingness asks release. ||144.8||
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The worshipers of Nothingness ... I don’t know, the farther I 
go, the more I have a sense of a ... very, very sweet, very full 
Nothingness, but still a Nothingness. It’s absolutely void, yet it’s 
full, and very sweet, but there’s nothing. Ultimately, this taste for 
Nothingness is the most harmonious way to put an end to the ego. 
It’s the ego coming to an end. It’s, yes, the most harmonious way, 
the higher way to put an end to the ego. It’s the ego coming to 
an end. It is tired of being. Instead of feeling killed and crushed, 
phew!... A “phew” of relief: “Enough, enough of this battle to 
exist.” We could say: Falsehood, tired of being, gives up.

Instead of a disappearance through crushing and trampling: cease 
to be.

It’s the divine way to annul the ego. The ego is no longer necessary, 
it has finished its job, the consciousness is ready; then ... phew! “I 
am tired of being, I no longer want to be.”

[30 April 1966]

□□□
But from the viewpoint of the ordinary life, for people who lead the 
ordinary life, who do not want to do yoga or develop spiritually, 
reason is certainly an absolute and very recommendable master. 
People who live according to reason are usually very sattwic and do 
not commit any kind of excesses or make serious mistakes, they live 
reasonably. It is only when one comes out of the ordinary life, when 
one wants to enter a life leading to a spiritual realisation, that the 
reason has to abdicate. It can help all the same so long as one is not 
the absolute master of the movements of his mind and vital. As long 
as these two things are not transformed, to use your reason is very 
reasonable, because it will help you to master these movements.

[25 May 1955]

□□□
It is very difficult for a virtuous man to enter the path of God. You see, 
one who is known here as a sattwic man is usually very comfortably 
settled in his own virtue and never thinks of coming out of it. So, that 
puts you a million leagues away from the divine realisation.

[16 May 1956]



A being no bigger than 
the thumb of man

But since she knows the toil of mind and life 
As a mother feels and shares her children’s lives, 
She puts forth a small portion of herself, 
A being no bigger than the thumb of man 
Into a hidden region of the heart 
To face the pang and to forget the bliss, 
To share the suffering and endure earth’s wounds 
And labour mid the labour of the stars. ||126.4||

Through this she sends us her glory and her powers, 
Pushes to wisdom’s heights, through misery’s gulfs; 
She gives us strength to do our daily task 
And sympathy that partakes of others’ grief 
And the little strength we have to help our race, 
We who must fill the roll of the universe 
Acting itself out in a slight human shape 
And on our shoulders carry the struggling world. ||126.6||

From courtyard to courtyard, through room and room Savitri is 
moving towards the inner sanctum where dwells her deep soul. 
There is light which neither comes from the sun nor from the moon 
nor the stars nor the fire, but it comes from that which shines 
within, where is only the spirit’s vision. In the last depth she sees 
a shape which no vision can define, a Power from whom all powers 
ensue, a Sun which is the source of all knowledge, a Beauty that is 
the attraction of the rolling worlds, a Greatness that gives rise to 
life. Savitri proceeds further and reaches a place where shines the 
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deathless sun, a house where all is made of flame and light. There 
suddenly she meets her secret soul, a being no bigger than the 
thumb of man, the immortal in the mortal, she seated in the body’s 
house, the spirit’s conscious representative here, she who accepts 
the world-play, she who suffers and endures earth’s wounds, she 
who laughs and weeps and dreams with man. But then she sends 
us her glory and her powers, that we may fulfil ourselves in this 
world. From light to light, from power to power we must grow 
till we stand on the top of the world. But there is more to it than 
that. The discovery of the soul has to be in the context of Nature 
and the problem of Death arising out of the Inconscience. That is 
Savitri’s finding her soul.

□□□
In the house where all is made of flame and light Savitri suddenly 
meets her secret soul. Here in the chamber of flame and light 
the toiling spirit in a mortal shape, the human portion of divinity, 
and the Oversoul, the Central Being stationed above, the secret 
deity, rush into each other with a magic transformation’s speed 
and become one. A living image of the original Power comes down 
into her heart. It is the descent of this original Power that awakens 
the deep cosmic centres of activity in the subtle-physical, and 
this happens through Savitri as the individual. Out of the soulless 
mindless Night a flaming serpent rises, rises released from sleep. 
Through Savitri the dormant cosmic energy is stirred, and it rises 
from the Inconscience upward. Savitri becomes the active centre 
for the worldwide action. From Matter’s base there is the rush 
towards the Eternal’s space. In her soul sits the living original 
Power, armed and bearer of the weapon and the sign. This could 
be the divine transcendental Durga there, not only to protect but 
also to destroy all that opposes the divine work. That brings about 
a high celestial change in Savitri who is here to do the divine work. 
There is the rush of the Mahakundalini into Savitri. That rush from 
above down below is for the cosmic-universal action. Savitri has 
housed the divine Power in her soul.



A being no bigger than the thumb of man 507

Shakti: for those who follow the old system, it’s invariably the 
Kundalini at the base of the spine rising from centre to centre, 
centre to centre, until the lotus bursts open here gesture at 
the crown of the head. With Sri Aurobindo, it comes like this, 
a descending Force, and then settles here, above the head; it 
enters, and from there it comes down, down, down, everywhere, 
to the very bottom, and even below the feet—the subconscient—
and lower still, the inconscient.

It’s the Shakti. He said, you know, that the Shakti drawn up from 
below (this is what happens in the individual process) is already 
what could be called a “veiled” Shakti (it has power, but it is veiled). 
While the Shakti drawn down from above is a PURE Shakti; and 
if it can be brought down carefully and slowly enough so that it 
isn’t (how shall I put it?) polluted or, in any case, obscured as it 
enters matter, then the result is immediately much better. As he 
has explained, if you start out with this feeling of a great power 
in yourself (because it’s always a great power no matter where it 
awakens), there’s inevitably a danger of the ego meddling in. But 
if it comes pure and you are very careful to keep it pure, not to 
rush the movement but let it purify as it descends, then half the 
work is done.

[25 July 1962]

□□□
We live perennially with a burden on our shoulders, something 
that bows our heads down, and we feel pulled, led by all kinds 
of external forces, we don’t know by whom or what, nor where 
to—this is what men call Fate, Destiny. When you do yoga, one 
of the first experiences—the experience of the Kundalini, as it is 
called here in India—is precisely one in which the consciousness 
rises, breaks through this hard ‘lid,’ here, at the crown of the 
head, and at last you emerge into the Light. Then you see, you 
know, you decide and you realize—difficulties may still remain, 
but truly speaking one is above them. Well, as a result of the 
supramental manifestation, it is THIS experience that came into 
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the body. The body straightened its head up and felt its freedom, 
its independence.

[17 October 1957]

□□□
This rising of the kundalini, I had it in ... I was still in Paris. It was 
before I came to India. I had read Vivekananda’s books about it. 
And when the Force rose, it emerged from the head through here 
(the top of the head); the [classic] experience was never described 
in that way. The Force came out and the consciousness settled 
here (about eight inches above the head). So when I came here, I 
told Sri Aurobindo about it; he told me it had been the same thing 
with him, and that according to the teaching of [ancient] texts, 
you “cannot” live when that takes place: you die! So ... he told 
me, “Here are two who haven’t died!”

The consciousness has remained there (above), it didn’t come 
down again; it’s there, its always there. Whenever I try to know 
something, it’s always the same: everything stops and I listen 
there (above), that’s where I listen.

I felt a centre below the feet. There was one below the feet, one at 
the knees, one here (the base of the spine), and all of it (drawing 
the energies upward), like this, drawn up, and it came here (heart). 
Sri Aurobindo speaks of transformation of the subconscient and its 
becoming conscious. That’s what took place when the energies 
were drawn here: it was the result.

The moment I came here, I no longer concerned myself with the 
body: I concerned myself with the Work; but before coming here, 
especially between my departure from here and my return, from 
1915 to 1920, from that time on, there were all those experiences 
[kundalini, etc.], in France and in Japan.

What I am conscious of is the Consciousness there (above); that’s 
something unchanging. This (forehead): blank. If it starts stirring, 
its very uncomfortable, but generally it doesn’t stir at all—one 
day it stirred for a few minutes, and it was extremely unpleasant. 
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It’s like this, blank: a blank feeling, like blank paper. This (from 
the throat to the mouth) is the connection with people, and that’s 
EXTREMELY unpleasant, really extremely unpleasant (I can’t say), 
and materially it results in the deterioration of teeth and ... Very 
unpleasant. Here (heart) all energies, from below the feet, all that 
was brought up to here. It’s like a sun, always. It’s like a radiant 
sun: that’s where I work; that’s where I work from. But with the 
centres there (to the base of the spine), all the energies have been 
as if brought up to the heart. And that’s so natural. This and this 
(to the heart and above the head), it’s so natural that I don’t even 
observe it anymore: it’s my way of being.

But the consciousness isn’t centred in the body, and the body is 
felt ... almost like a transmitting pipe! Grace-Light. Oh, I liked that 
very much in his letter. Grace-Light, that’s what is working, you 
know: the work being done through this [body] is exactly like that, 
it’s exactly like a Grace-Light. I liked that a lot. It’s exactly that.

You see, it’s a light with several degrees, and in the most material 
it’s slightly ... it must be the supramental force, because it’s 
slightly golden, slightly pinkish, but very very pale. One of them 
(higher layer) is white like milk, opaque—it’s very strong. And 
there’s another (gesture very high) which is white like ... it’s 
transparent light. With that one, it’s strange: one drop of it on the 
hostile forces, and they’re dissolved. They melt. I said all that to 
Sri Aurobindo, he completely confirmed it. That’s essentially the 
Grace in its supreme state. It’s a Light ... it has no colour, you know, 
it’s transparent, and that Light (I have experienced that, I mention 
it because I know it), if you put it on a hostile being ... it melts like 
that. It’s extraordinary. And then, in its “benevolent” form, as we 
might call it (that is to say, the Grace helping and assisting and 
healing), it’s white like milk. And if I want a wholly material action 
(but this is quite recent—it’s since this new Consciousness came), 
then in its physical action, on the physical, it’s become slightly 
coloured: it’s luminous, golden with some pink in it, but it’s not 
pink. It’s like this, this hibiscus.

[11 July 1970]

□□□
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His size is as the size of a man’s thumb but His aspect as the Sun 
in its glory; and He hath Volition and He hath Personality; but 
there is another whom we see by virtue of the Understanding & 
by virtue of the Spirit for the point of a cobbler’s awl is not finer 
to vision. 

[Svetasvatara Upanishad]

The Purusha who is seated in the midst of ourself is no larger than 
the finger of a man. He is the lord of what was and what shall be; 
Him having seen one shrinketh not from aught nor abhorreth any. 
This is the thing thou seekest.

The Purusha that is within is no larger than the finger of a man; 
He is like a blazing fire that is without smoke, He is lord of His past 
and His future. He alone is today and He alone shall be tomorrow. 
This is the thing thou seekest.

The Purusha, the Spirit within, who is no larger than the finger 
of a man is seated for ever in the heart of creatures; one must 
separate Him with patience from one’s own body as one separates 
from a blade of grass its main fibre. Thou shalt know Him for the 
Bright Immortal, yea, for the Bright Immortal.

[Katha Upanishad]

□□□
The ignorance presents everything to us in an inverted vision and 
at least a partially falsified experience. We imagine that the soul 
is in the body, almost a result and derivation from the body; even 
we so feel it: but it is the body that is in the soul and a result 
and derivation from the soul. We think of the spirit as a small 
part of us—the Purusha who is no bigger than the thumb—in this 
great mass of material and mental phenomena: in reality, the 
latter for all its imposing appearance is a very small thing in the 
infinity of the being of the spirit. So it is here; in much the same 
sense these things are in the Divine rather than the Divine in 
these things. This lower nature of the three gunas which creates 
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so false a view of things and imparts to them an inferior character 
is a Maya, a power of illusion, by which it is not meant that it is 
all non-existent or deals with unrealities, but that it bewilders our 
knowledge, creates false values, envelops us in ego, mentality, 
sense, physicality, limited intelligence and there conceals from us 
the supreme truth of our existence. This illusive Maya hides from 
us the Divine that we are, the infinite and imperishable spirit. 
“By these three kinds of becoming which are of the nature of the 
gunas, this whole world is bewildered and does not recognise Me 
supreme beyond them and imperishable.”

[Essays on the Gita]

□□□
It is a Master of our works, a Friend and Lover of our soul, an 
intimate Spirit of our life, an indwelling and overdwelling Lord of all 
our personal and impersonal self and nature who alone can utter to 
us this near and moving message. … It is something deeper than 
the mind that offers and something greater than the Ishta-deva 
that receives the surrender. That which surrenders here is the Jiva, 
the essential soul, the original central and spiritual being of man, 
the individual Purusha. It is the Jiva delivered from the limiting 
and ignorant ego-sense who knows himself not as a separate 
personality but as an eternal portion and power and soul-becoming 
of the Divine, amsha sanātana, the Jiva released and uplifted by 
the passing away of ignorance and established in the light and 
freedom of his own true and supreme nature which is one with 
that of the Eternal. It is this central spiritual being in us who thus 
enters into a perfect and closely real relation of delight and union 
with the origin and continent and governing Self and Power of our 
existence. And he who receives our surrender is no limited Deity 
but the Purushottama, the one eternal Godhead, the one supreme 
Soul of all that is and of all Nature, the original transcendent 
Spirit of existence. An immutable impersonal self-existence is his 
first obvious spiritual self-presentation to the experience of our 
liberated knowledge, the first sign of his presence, the first touch 
and impression of his substance. A universal and transcendent 
infinite Person or Purusha is the mysterious hidden secret of his 
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very being, unthinkable in form of mind, achintya-rūpa, but very 
near and present to the powers of our consciousness, emotion, will 
and knowledge when they are lifted out of themselves, out of their 
blind and petty forms into a luminous spiritual, an immeasurable 
supramental Ananda and power and gnosis. It is He, ineffable 
Absolute but also Friend and Lord and Enlightener and Lover, who 
is the object of this most complete devotion and approach and 
this most intimate inner becoming and surrender. This union, this 
relation is a thing lifted beyond the forms and laws of the limiting 
mind, too high for all these inferior dharmas; it is a truth of our 
self and spirit.

The Upanishadic texts reiterate the existence of a purusha (being) 
of the size of the thumb (angustha matram) enshrined in the 
interiors of the heart (hridaye guhāyām—Cave of the Heart) of 
a human being. On these lines, one of the principal Upanishads, 
the Katha Upanishad in 2nd Valli 1.12-13 shruti lays down, "The 
self (purusha), who is of the size of a thumb (angustha), resides 
in the body. The self who is the size of a thumb is a light (jyoti) 
without smoke."

[Essays on the Gita]

□□□
This Jiva is a portion of the Purushottama’s original divine spiritual 
being, a living power of the living Eternal. He is not merely a 
temporary form of lower Nature, but an eternal portion of the 
Highest in his supreme Prakriti, an eternal conscious ray of the 
divine existence and as everlasting as that supernal Prakriti. 
One side of the highest perfection and status of our liberated 
consciousness must then be to assume the true place of the Jiva 
in a supreme spiritual Nature, there to dwell in the glory of the 
supreme Purusha and there to have the joy of the eternal spiritual 
oneness.

[Essays on the Gita]

□□□
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Certain other Upanishads describe the purusha to be of a golden 
(hiranmaya) hue and the purursha as a golden being (hiranmaya 
purusha). The purusha is seated inside the cave of the human 
heart. As per Hindu religious beliefs, the heart is identified as the 
abode of divinity within the body. In Gita, Lord Krishna enunciated 
that he stays within heart of each human being.

This “being” dwelling inside the heart has been equated with the 
‘jiva’ or the ‘self’ which carries the consciousness and a meta-
physical body (prakriti), also termed as the kārana sharira. The 
kārana sharira has most transcendental existence and accumulates 
the experiences of the physical, earthly life. This ‹jiva' is a spark of 
divinity, and its place in the body is the heart region.

As per Sri Aurobindo, the angustha purusha is made up of elements 
of chaitya (chetanā), i.e. the angustha purusha is a being existing 
at the psychic (chetas) sphere. Sri Aurobindo mentions that 
behind the ordinary chakra of the human heart region, inside a 
deep cave nihite guhayam as described by the Upanishads, is the 
centre where a divine spark is present. This thumb-sized purusha 
is the bird in the twin-bird analogy of the Rig-Veda and Sankhya 
(dvāu suparnā sayujā sakhāyā) which actually gets involved in the 
prakriti and suffers and/or enjoys the fruits of its Karma.

The hiranmaya angustha purusha embodies the kārana sharira. 
This hiranmaya angustha purusha is the vehicle of transmigration 
of soul among births.

The visualizations regarding the size of the ‹self' has been of great 
significance in the Upansihads. The Brhadaranyaka Upanishad in 
V. 5.6.1 and the Chhandogya Upanishad in V.3.14.3 maintain the 
size of the self to be equal to a seed. The Shatapata Brahmana, 
V.10.6.3, mentions that the self: ...in the interior of my heart, is as 
tiny like a rice or barley or millet seed and golden like a smokeless 
light (or flame).

These differential conceptualizations regarding the size of the self 
by the principal Upanishads themselves clearly indicates that the 
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‹angustha purusha' is only a philosophical tool to elucidate the 
concept of ‹jiva' and ‹jīvātmā'.

The angustha purusha is indestructible and resplendent and 
is contra-distinct from the purusha of the Purusha Sukta. The 
angustha purusha is individualistic jīvātmā while the primeval 
purursha of the Purusha Sukta is the collective paramātmā.

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Angustha_purusha

□□□
You must remember that the inner beings are not in the third 
dimension. If you open up your body you will find only the viscera 
of the body which are in the third dimension. The inner beings 
are in another dimension, and when I say that some men do not 
have their psychic being within them, I do not mean that it is not 
at the centre of their being, but that their outer consciousness 
is so small, so limited, so obscure that it is not able to keep a 
contact, not only conscious but intimate, with the psychic being 
which extends beyond it in every way; it is so much higher and 
deeper than the other outer consciousness that there is no relation 
either of quality or of nature between them. Religions say that you 
have a divine spark in you—it is well they call it a “spark”, for it is 
so small indeed that it can be placed anywhere in the body without 
difficulty. But this does not mean that it is in the body: it is within 
the consciousness in another dimension, and there are beings who 
have a contact with it, others who haven’t. But if you come to the 
divine Presence in the atom, the image is easier to understand, 
for there you touch so infinitesimal a domain that you are on the 
border-line where you can no longer distinguish between two, 
three, four or five dimensions. If you study modern physics you 
will understand what I mean. The movements constituting an 
atom are, in the matter of size, so imperceptible that they cannot 
be understood with our three dimensional understanding, the 
more so as they follow laws which elude completely this three-
dimensional idea. So if you take refuge there, you may say that 
the divine spark is at the centre of each atom and you won’t be 
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far from the truth; but I was not speaking of the divine spark, I 
was speaking of the being, the psychic consciousness, which is 
another thing. The psychic being is an entity which has a form; it 
is organised around a central consciousness and, having a form it 
has a dimension, but a dimension of another kind than the third 
dimension of the outer consciousness.

[24 February 1951]

□□□
The psychic being is organised around the divine spark. The divine 
spark is one, universal, the same everywhere and in everything, 
one and infinite, of the same kind in all. You cannot say that it is 
a being—it is the being, if you like, but not a being. Naturally, if 
you go back to the origin, you may say that there is only one soul, 
for the origin of all souls is the same, as the origin of the whole 
universe is the same, as the origin of the entire creation is the 
same. But the psychic being is an individual, personal being with 
its own experience, its own development, its own growth, its own 
organisation; only, this organisation is the product of the action of 
a central divine spark.

But the day an external being (physical, mental, vital) enters into 
direct and constant contact with the psychic being, one may say in 
the same way that the physical being of this person is organised 
by the central divine consciousness. The moment you put yourself 
in contact with it, submit yourself to it, you are organised by it, 
by the central divine consciousness; one may say that the body 
is organised by it, but it is a body, not a soul. The fact of being 
organised by this divine spark does not make it a soul.

[24 February 1951]

□□□
Through room and room, through door and rock-hewn door 
Savitri entered into a bright mysterious place where she felt the 
nearness of her soul. There she knew herself to be the Beloved 
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of the Supreme. In the last chamber Savitri saw on a golden seat 
a Greatness without whom no life could be. Finally, she came out 
where shone a deathless sun. Here was a house all made of flame 
and light and, crossing a wall of doorless living fire, there suddenly 
she met her secret soul.

Here has the Immortal his home in the mortal world, here is the 
being no bigger than the thumb of Man residing deep within us. 
Here is “my” own eternal portion, mamaivamśa sanātanah, seated 
in the cave of the heart, hŗdaya guhā, here lives the Purusha with 
a vaster possibility of manifestation than the mental in Nature. 
The identity between him and the soul in the mutable process 
is hidden and it is that which must be claimed back—as does 
a Yogin who sees him dwelling, an immortal in the truth of the 
self and the spirit. He accepts Nature and dallies with death, he 
turns his gaze on finite shapes, he observes the silent steps of 
the hours moving towards their goal. He is the Spirit’s conscious 
representative, he is God’s delegate in humanity, he is Jivatma 
becoming Chaitya Purusha. If this is a Vedic description of the 
wonderful small creature in us we have in Savitri this being as 
“she”, she coming into the mortal body’s room to play at ball with 
Time and Circumstance.

But what is this soul in Nature? “This spirit, this Kshara, this enjoyer 
of our mutable existence, is the Purushottama; it is he in his eternal 
multiplicity. ‘It is an eternal portion of me that becomes the Jiva in 
a world of Jivas.’ It means that each soul, each being in its spiritual 
reality is the very Divine, however partial its actual manifestation 
of him in Nature. And it means too that each manifesting spirit, 
each of the many, is an eternal individual, an eternal unborn and 
undying power of the one Existence. We call this manifesting spirit 
the Jiva, because it appears here as if a living creature in a world 
of living creatures, and we speak of this spirit in man as the human 
soul and think of it in the terms of humanity only. But in truth it is 
something greater than its present appearance and not bound to 
its humanity: it was a lesser manifestation than the human in its 
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past, it can become something much greater than mental man in 
its future. And when this soul rises above all ignorant limitation, 
then it puts on its divine nature of which its humanity is only a 
temporary veil, a thing of partial and incomplete significance. The 
individual spirit exists and ever existed beyond in the Eternal, for 
it is itself everlasting, sanātana. It is the Lord himself, the Ishwara 
who exists for ever as the immortal soul within us and has taken 
up this body and goes forth from the transient framework when it 
is cast away to disappear into the elements of Nature. He brings in 
with him and cultivates for the enjoyment of the objects of mind 
and sense the subjective powers of Prakriti, mind and the five 
senses. It is the Divine who has entered into this form of earth and 
is the spirit of its material force and sustains by his might these 
multitudes.” He is the alchemic agent to work out transformation 
of Nature. It is because of it that the inconscient stuff of existence 
can change into the superconscient, give to the possibilities of the 
unlimited and unlimiting transcendental spirit dynamic expressive 
reality in the mortal creation. He works from within and below, he 
is here to uplift us from light to light, from power to power.

This being seated deep within us is no bigger than the thumb of 
man; he laughs and weeps and dreams, suffers the stroke, exults 
in victory, struggles for the crown, takes on itself the anguish and 
defeat of mind and life and body, bleeds with Fate’s whips and hangs 
upon the cross, yet is unwounded and immortal. Now in the heart 
of Savitri, in that chamber of flame and light the calm immortal 
and the struggling soul meet. With magic transformation’s speed 
they rush into each other and grow one.



He lay not by a dolorous decree

In her visions and deep-etched veridical dreams, 
In brief shiftings of the future’s heavy screen, 
He lay not by a dolorous decree 
A victim in the dismal antre of death 
Or borne to blissful regions far from her 
Forgetting the sweetness of earth’s warm delight, 
Forgetting the passionate oneness of love’s clasp, 
Absolved in the self-rapt immortal’s bliss. ||128.11||

The divine Power has established herself in the soul of Savitri, 
human Savitri. There is won a new proximity to the high realms, a 
camp of God is pitched in human time. A calm sun looks down from 
tranquil skies. Savitri’s life is glad and so is the earth’s; the trees, 
the flowers, the carolling birds, the beasts, the sages of the forest 
absorbed in communion with the Unseen, they all experience a 
new change around them. The bright perfection of Savitri’s inner 
state has overflowed in every wonder, throughout. No more now 
Savitri sees around the doomed head of Satyavan mortal orb of 
the dark Fate; instead there is the mystic golden sun disclosing 
the arrival of a new life in its sovereignty. In her vision, as real as 
reality, he is no more going to follow the grievous way, be subject 
to the dolorous determination, no more is he going to walk into 
the cavern of irretrievable death and darkness, nor walk away 
from her and disappear in some rapturous world of immortality. 
Savitri’s Satyavan is always going to be with Satyavan’s Savitri. A 
new union and identity has got formed.

□□□
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At times it is suggested that  this descent of the Mahakundalini 
into the subtle-physical of Savitri is transformation. It is not in 
the Aurobindonian sense. The text does not convey any sense of 
“transformation” in Savitri. If it is to be called transformation it is 
psycho-spiritual. What is described is the rush of the Mahashakti, 
her getting fixed in the heart and taking possession of the centres 
of activity, these being functional. The rush of this Power in her 
subtle-physical starts from the head above—lotus of the head—
downward to the deep place where once the Serpent slept, now 
making it possible to have a grip on Matter’s giant powers. With that 
descent is made a firm ground for Heaven’s descending mights. 
While this is happening in the subtle-physical, behind, there 
reigns her sovereign soul. What we have here is a “high celestial 
change”, not transformation. Each part of the being trembles with 
delight, each and every limb and cell feels her touch, the physical’s 
physical is awakened to its mighty possibility. Life now obeys to 
a diviner rule and every act becomes an act of God. All that lives 
round her, all they who dwell in the hermitages and in the forest 
perceive a magic’s charm, the trees, the birds, the flowers, the 
beasts, everything, and everybody, the great accomplished in 
spiritual practices too.

One has to feel for oneself if something has power to elevate one’s 
consciousness, can put one in contact with spiritual verities, bring 
calm, bring joy, light, strength, bring an all-embracing harmony, 
higher intuition, or else see if it makes possible an assured psychic 
opening, opens the inner domains, leads to the revealing occult 
depths. This is particularly important when one is a seeker, is in 
the quest of a superior life with superior objectives, and goes to a 
Yogi or a realized being, a siddha purusha for that purpose. If this 
criterion is not met, is not satisfied one just keeps oneself away 
from that kind of work and goes elsewhere in the pursuit of the 
seeking which is actually important for the seeker-soul.

Savitri was guided during her inward journey by a wise sage that, 
as she shall proceed she will see the Fire burning on a bare stone 
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and the deep cavern of her secret soul. She has arrived at the 
sanctum sanctorum and, crossing a wall of doorless living fire, 
suddenly met her secret soul. There with a magic transformation’s 
speed the Soul of the divine Savitri and the soul of human Savitri 
rush into each other and grow one.

That provides the necessary base for the divine Puissance to take 
charge of Savitri in her actions that were all the while governed by 
Nature, now these will be by her.

That old Nature of Savitri must be first emptied out. She must 
annul herself that only God be. She is told:

Banish all thought from thee and be God’s void. ||128.46||

Then shalt thou uncover the Unknowable 
And the Superconscient conscious grow on thy tops; 
Infinity’s vision through thy gaze shall pierce, 
Thou shalt look into the eyes of the Unknown; 
Find the hid Truth in things seen null and false, 
Behind things known discover Mystery’s rear. ||128.47||

Thou shalt be one with God’s bare reality 
And the miraculous world he has become 
And the diviner miracle still to be 
When Nature who is now unconscious God 
Translucent grows to the Eternal’s light, 
Her seeing his sight, her walk his steps of power 
And life is filled with a spiritual joy 
And Matter is the Spirit’s willing bride. ||128.48||

Consent to be nothing and none, dissolve Time’s work, 
Cast off thy mind, step back from form and name. ||128.49||

Annul thyself that only God may be. ||128.50||
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Savitri does it and attains formless liberation:

If all existence could renounce to be 
And Being take refuge in Non-being’s arms 
And Non-being could strike out its ciphered round, 
Some lustre of that Reality might appear. ||130.32||

A formless liberation came on her. ||130.33||

Savitri has utterly effaced herself, she is no one and null, an 
indefinable vanishing vestige, a point in the Unknowable. All that 
belonged to Nature has disappeared. There is a danger also that, 
she too would disappear. But the ancient Mother clutches her back. 
Savitri has a work to do and she won’t allow her to disappear.

□□□
“If you remain as silent as a broken gong, you have already entered 
Nirvana,” says the Dhammapada. But there is another possibility 
also. An unbroken gong making musical sounds of silence. Savitri 
has to empty herself out that that emptiness, that  silence can 
play its music in action.

□□□
There is only one thing you can do—ANNUL YOURSELF as much 
as possible. If you can annul yourself completely, then the 
experience is total. And if your ‘disappearance’ could be constant, 
the experience would be constantly there.

[25 February 1961]



Thou shalt be one with 
God’s bare reality

Thou shalt be one with God’s bare reality 
And the miraculous world he has become 
And the diviner miracle still to be 
When Nature who is now unconscious God 
Translucent grows to the Eternal’s light, 
Her seeing his sight, her walk his steps of power 
And life is filled with a spiritual joy 
And Matter is the Spirit’s willing bride. ||128.48||

At a crucial moment in her Yoga Savitri receives a definitive-
authoritative guidance. Whatever she had realised so far was not 
for herself but to make the whole world hers, to break into greater 
kingdom, that all in her may reach its absolute. She came down 
into this struggling world to lead the blind mortal race to Light, to 
bring down bliss in the heart of suffering. For that she will have to 
share the pain of this creature, experience, know grief to find the 
cause of grief, that then it can be removed. Her soul must become 
wider than the universe, it must feel eternity in the very stuff, 
know itself born before the birth of Time, the world’s destruction 
but a small transient storm in the calm of Infinity. If this has 
to happen she must banish all thought from her and become 
God’s void, that in it can be poured his presence. Then shall she 
uncover the Unknowable and find the Truth even in what appears 
nothing and false, spirit-less. She will then recognise the miracle 
of this creation, and the miracle yet to appear. Yes, Savitri must 
consent to be nothing, must dissolve Time’s work, she must annul 
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herself that only God may be. Then Savitri has the experience, 
tells the Mother, “of BEING the All, that is, of being the Supreme 
(the Supreme in herself) and the entire Manifestation and all 
things. It’s absolutely... an absolutely wonderful description. It’s 
extraordinarily beautiful. ... First she meets her soul: a house of 
flames. She enters the house of flames and unites with her soul. 
After, there is Nirvana. She goes into Nirvana—and becomes just a 
violet line in Nothingness, A vanishing vestige like a violet trace. All 
the experiences described in Savitri are precisely the experiences 
I have. So then, suddenly, in the body... all of a sudden the body 
sat up straight in an aspiration and a prayer of such intensity! It 
was a dreadful anguish, you know: ‘See, the whole experience is 
here, complete, total, perfect, and because this body has lived 
too long, it no longer has the power of expression.’ And it said, 
‘But why, Lord? Why, why do You take away from me the power 
of expression because this has lived too long?’ It was a sort of 
revolution in the body’s consciousness. Things have been much 
better since, much better. There has been a decisive change. ... it 
was the exact description of the body’s present state... .”

□□□
It’s like the extraordinary feeling I had in my experience that night 
[January 24]—the individuality, even in its highest consciousness, 
even what’s known as the atman80 and the soul, had nothing 
to do with it. For it comes like this (same gesture), with an 
absoluteness. There is NO individual participation—it’s a decision 
coming from the Supreme. It’s the same thing for the rest: all your 
aspiration, all your tapasyā, all your efforts, all that is ‘individual’—
absolutely no effect. It comes, and there it is. There is only one 
thing you can do—ANNUL YOURSELF as much as possible. If you 
can annul yourself completely, then the experience is total. And if 
your ‘disappearance’ could be constant, the experience would be 
constantly there—but that’s still far away.... I don’t know if all this 
... (Mother looks at her body).

[25 February 1961]

□□□
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It came last night. It came slowly, but last night it was very 
strong: no more sequence, no more linking of cause and effect, 
no more goal, no more purpose, no more intention—a kind of 
Absolute which does not exclude the creation. It is not Nirvana, it 
has nothing to do with Nirvana (I know Nirvana very well, I’ve had 
it—just yesterday evening, for instance, while walking for japa, 
and even this morning.... You see, I begin by an invocation to the 
Supreme under his three aspects, and no sooner have I uttered 
the sound, TAT ... when all is abolished: Nirvana. And the last few 
days I have noticed that it’s instantaneous, so easy! Oh, a delight! 
... Bah! ... ). But it’s not Nirvana, it’s beyond that; it contains 
Nirvana and it contains the manifested world and it contains 
everything else; all the appearances and disappearances—all of 
that is contained in it.

[25 April 1961]

□□□
We are told that when you ascend both beyond Nirvana or 
Nothingness and beyond Existence (the two SIMULTANEOUS 
and complementary aspects of the Supreme), there is a state 
of consciousness where all simultaneously and eternally exists. 
Thus—although God knows, it may be yet another stupidity—we 
can conceive of a whole set of things passing into Non-Being, and 
for our consciousness this would be disappearance or destruction.

[27 June 1961]

□□□
It’s like that famous Nirvana—you can find it behind everything. 
There’s a psychic nirvana, a mental nirvana, even a vital nirvana. 
I think I already told you about the experience I had with Tagore 
in Japan. Tagore always used to say that as soon as he started 
meditating he entered Nirvana, and he asked me to meditate with 
him. We sat together in meditation. I was expecting to make a 
very steep ascent, but he simply went into his MIND, and there 
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... (what I do, you see, is tune in to the person I am meditating 
with, identify with him—that’s how I know what happens). Well, 
he started meditating, and everything quite rapidly came to a 
halt, became absolutely immobile (this he did very well), and from 
there he sort of fell backwards, and it was Nothingness. And he 
could remain in that state indefinitely! We did in fact stay like 
that for a rather long time; I don’t remember how long, three 
quarters of an hour or an hour, but anyway it was long enough. I 
was keeping alert the whole time to see if, by chance, he would go 
on into something else, but there he stayed—he stayed there nice 
and calm, without stirring. Then he came back, his mind started 
up again, and that was that.

I said nothing to him.

But it was a true nirvana: Nothingness. Not a single sensation, not 
a movement—no thoughts, of course—nothing, not a vibration: 
just like that, Nirvana. So I quite naturally concluded that there 
is a nirvana behind the mind, since he went there directly. And 
through my own experiments in the different zones of the being I 
became aware that, indeed, there is a nirvana behind everything 
(there must be a nirvana behind the physical cell too—maybe 
that’s what death is! Who knows, it’s possible). A nothingness, 
nothing stirs any more. And nothing’s there any more—nothing’s 
there, there’s nothing to stir (Mother laughs). It’s the Nothing.

[30 October 1962]

□□□
For fear of acting wrongly, we stop doing anything; for fear of 
speaking wrongly, we stop saying anything; for fear of eating 
for the pleasure of eating, we stop eating anything—that’s not 
freedom, it’s simply reducing the manifestation to its minimum. 
And the natural outcome is Nirvana. But if the Lord wanted only 
Nirvana, there would be only Nirvana! He obviously conceives 
the coexistence of all opposites and that, to Him, must be the 
beginning of a totality. So, of course, you may, if you feel that you 
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are meant for that, choose only one of His manifestations, that is 
to say, the absence of manifestation. But that’s still a limitation. 
And it’s not the only way of finding Him, far from it!

[16 September 1964]

□□□
But what’s this creation? ... You know, separation, then 
wickedness, cruelty (the thirst to cause harm, we might say), 
then suffering, again the joy of causing suffering, and then all 
disease, decomposition, death—destruction. (All that is part of 
a single thing.) What happened? ... The experience I had was 
the UNREALITY of those things, as though we had stepped into 
an unreal falsehood, and when you step out of it, everything 
vanishes—it DOES NOT exist, it isn’t. That’s what is frightful! What 
to us is so real, so concrete, so dreadful, all that does not exist. 
It’s ... stepping into Falsehood. Why? How? What? ...

But never, never in this body’s whole, entire existence, not once—
not once—has it felt such a ... total and profound sorrow as on 
that day ... Oh, something that made it ... (Mother has a lump in 
her throat). And at the end of it all, Bliss. And then, pfft! it faded 
away, as if to say, “Not yet, not yet, the time hasn’t come yet.” But 
as if all this, which is so awful, did not exist.

After all, it’s probably ... probably only on the earth (that I don’t 
know). It doesn’t seem to be like that, because for the moon, 
it’s very concretely a sense of devastation. Anyway, there’s 
nevertheless a very strong, very concrete sensation that what’s 
like that, in this Falsehood, is something limited. And unreal. And 
that we are all in Falsehood and Unreality—that’s why things are 
as they are. And the interesting point was that that escape into 
Nirvana wasn’t the solution, it was only a remedy—a remedy for 
a time (how can I explain? I don’t know) ... a partial remedy. A 
partial and, we might almost say, momentary remedy.
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So that’s a paroxysm at a certain point. Afterwards comes the 
long path: one must go on and on with the PROGRESSIVE work of 
transformation. Then, the next minute, there is what Sri Aurobindo 
called the supramental being. It’s like the transition from the one 
towards the other.

But how will all this change?

[31 May 1969]

□□□
If all existence could renounce to be 
And Being take refuge in Non-being’s arms 
And Non-being could strike out its ciphered round, 
Some lustre of that Reality might appear.  ||130.32||

A formless liberation came on her. ||130.33||

She was a point in the unknowable.  ||130.37||

Only some last annulment now remained, 
Annihilation’s vague indefinable step: 
A memory of being still was there 
And kept her separate from nothingness: 
She was in That but still became not That. ||130.38||



The Force omnipotent in quietude

It held, as if a shield before its face, 
A consciousness that saw without a seer, 
The Truth where knowledge is not nor knower nor known, 
The Love enamoured of its own delight 
In which the Lover is not nor the Beloved 
Bringing their personal passion into the Vast, 
The Force omnipotent in quietude, 
The Bliss that none can ever hope to taste. ||130.30||

Savitri was told to annul herself that only God be. She did it. All 
grew still, and there nothing moved, immobile, self-rapt, timeless, 
solitary, a silent spirit pervaded silent space. Everything ceased. 
There was no person behind the act, her consciousness looked on 
and took no part, only the pure perception stood behind action 
and sight, and seeing was identical with the seen. All looked 
unsubstantial, and only the One remained. Sight could not define 
its form even while it justified the labour of the sight. It met her 
like an omnipotent point, pure of dimension, underscoring its lone 
eternity. It was some vast Nought’s immensity, an endless No to 
all that seems to be, God and Self and Being and Existence, at the 
same time an endless Yes to things ever unconceived. Here was 
a consciousness that could see without a seer, a force omnipotent 
locked in quietude. Savitri has the unique experience of formless 
liberation, its realisation; if she had the temptation to be, that too 
disappeared. She was a point in the unknowable; she was That but 
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still became not That. She might be nought or new-become the 
All. Savitri would not choose.

□□□
And it came. It was like this: the total, complete self-annulment, 
annulment of that which can know, of that which tries to know—
even “surrender” isn’t an adequate word: a sort of annulment. 
And suddenly it ended with a slight movement as a child could 
have who doesn’t know anything, doesn’t try to know anything, 
doesn’t understand anything, doesn’t try to understand—but who 
abandons himself. A slight movement of such simplicity, such 
ingenuousness, such extraordinary sweetness (words can’t express 
it): nothing, just this (self-abandonment), and instantaneously, 
THE Certitude (not expressed, lived), the lived Certitude.

I wasn’t able to keep it very long. But “it” is wonderful.

But the anguish had reached its peak: the sense of the futility of 
human efforts to understand—to embrace and understand—what 
isn’t human, what’s beyond. And I am talking about humanity in 
its supreme realizations, of course, when man feels himself to be 
a god. That was still down below.

The experience lasted, oh, I don’t know, perhaps a few minutes, 
but it was ... something.

Only, with a certainty that as soon as you come back, as soon as 
you just try to speak one word (or even if you don’t speak), as 
soon as you try to formulate in one way or another: finished.

Yet there OBSTINATELY remains a certitude that the creation is 
NOT a transitory way to recapture the true Consciousness: it’s 
something that has its own reality and that will have its own 
existence IN THE TRUTH.

That’s the next step.

That’s why that realization [the Void] isn’t the goal, that’s exactly 
why. A conviction that it isn’t the goal. It’s an absolute necessity, 
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but not the goal. The goal is something ... the capacity to keep 
That here.

When will that come? I don’t know.

But when it comes, everything will be changed.

Until then, let’s prepare ourselves.

There is only one thing I have noted (that I am forced to note): 
there is a power of action on others which infinitely exceeds what it 
was before. Oh, it makes waves everywhere, everywhere, even in 
those people who were the most settled in their lives and basically 
fairly satisfied, as much as one can be—even those are touched.

[27 April 1966]

□□□
If thou art Spirit and Nature is thy robe, 
Cast off thy garb and be thy naked self 
Immutable in its undying truth, 
Alone for ever in the mute Alone. ||144.33||

Turn then to God, for him leave all behind; 
Forgetting Love, forgetting Satyavan, 
Annul thyself in his immobile peace. ||144.34||

O soul, drown in his still beatitude. ||144.35||

For thou must die to thyself.... ||144.36||

That’s for sure! Thou must die to thyself to reach ... à la suprématie 
divine [divine supremacy]?...

No, we must put “God” in Death’s mouth.

For thou must die to thyself to reach God’s height:

I, Death, am ... ||144.36||



The Force omnipotent in quietude 531

Happiness?

I, Death, am the gate of immortality. ||144.36||

He’s clever!

Every time you read it again, it’s new.

But that’s a very interesting phenomenon. Every time I read 
Savitri, I feel as if I am reading it for the first time, really. It’s not 
that I understand differently, it’s that its completely new: I never 
read it before! It’s odd. Its at least the fourth time I read it.

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

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

It’s a miraculous book! (laughs)

[6 June 1970]

□□□
First she meets her soul: a house of flames. She enters the house 
of flames and unites with her soul. It’s after that. After, there is 
Nirvana. She goes into Nirvana—and becomes just a violet line in 
Nothingness. Then finds herself back in her body—that’s where it 
begins. A chapter without a title.

It has been a revolution in the atmosphere, that’s why I am telling 
you about it. Because all the experiences described [in Savitri] are 
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precisely the experiences I have. So then, suddenly, in the body … 
I was over there in the music room, and all of a sudden the body 
sat up straight in an aspiration and a prayer of such intensity! It 
was a dreadful anguish, you know: “See, the whole experience is 
here, complete, total, perfect, and because this thing [the body] 
has lived too long, it no longer has the power of expression.” And 
it said, “But why, Lord? Why, why do You take away from me the 
power of expression because this has lived too long?” It was a sort 
of revolution in the body’s consciousness.

Things have been much better since, much better. There has been 
a decisive change.

You see, it was the exact description of the body’s present 
state, yet it constantly feels fragile, in a precarious balance. 
And then, with all its aspiration, it said, “But WHY? Why? 
… See, the experience is all there—why isn’t it expressed?” 
As always (laughing), I had the feeling that the Lord was laughing 
and saying to me, “But since such is your will, it will be that way!” 
Meaning simply: it’s you who CHOSE to be like that.

And it’s perfectly true. All our incapacities, all our limitations, all 
our impossibilities, it’s this idiotic Matter that chooses them all—
not with intelligence, but with a sort of feeling that “that’s how 
things must be,” that they are “naturally” like that. An adherence—
an idiotic adherence—to the mode of the lower nature.

Then there was laughter, tears, a whole revolution, and afterwards 
all was fine.

[8 May 1965]



And spoke immortal things 
through mortal lips

Something unknown, unreached, inscrutable 
Sent down the messages of its bodiless Light, 
Cast lightning flashes of a thought not ours, 
Crossing the immobile silence of her mind: 
In its might of irresponsible sovereignty 
It seized on speech to give those flamings shape, 
Made beat the heart of wisdom in a word 
And spoke immortal things through mortal lips. ||131.16||

Savitri has attained formless liberation; the lonely Absolute 
effaced the ignorant world, and drowned the soul in its everlasting 
peace. Savitri would have been lost into That, forgetting the little 
hermitage in the forest’s heart, forgetting the work she had come 
to do, forgetting the sweetness of the earth which she cherished. 
But the Ancient Mother clutched her back, clutched the child back 
to her breast. Savitri has a work to do, and she cannot disappear. 
The soul of the significant Earth, the long toiling Nature, the 
primordial Force that set the evolutionary process into motion 
in the unfolding Time—she cannot allow that to happen, cannot 
accept the incarnate divine Shakti going back to her Source, she 
merging into that first Nothingness. Savitri after the Nirvanic 
realisation is here again in all her graciousness. Everything around 
her is now beautiful and smiling and charming as if death were not 
there nor end nor change. A greatness and a sweetness and a light 
poured from her upon her little world in the bosom of the Destiny’s 
wilderness. In her speech and thoughts and actions she was again 
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the same old Savitri, dear, charming, sweet, doing the usual small 
little household things as though nothing had happened, nothing 
had happened. Something or someone secret and remote took 
hold of her body for his great luminous mystic use. When she was 
in sessions with the elderly sages of the forest something broke 
out in her speech that astounded them, astounded everybody, 
she uttering ineffable truths, they marvelling at her. She would 
bring down the messages of the bodiless Light, these messages 
assuming flamings shapes, the immortal things impossible for the 
mortal’s lips. In her the Unseen, the Unknown waited for his hour. 

□□□
O Thou, Sublime Love, to whom I gave never any other name, but 
who art so wholly the very substance of my being, Thou whom 
I feel vibrant and alive in the least of my atoms even as in the 
infinite universe and beyond, Thou who breathest in every breath, 
movest in the heart of all activities, art radiant through all that 
is of good will and hidden behind all sufferings, Thou for whom I 
cherish a cult without limit which grows ever more intense, permit 
that I may with more and more reason feel that I am Thyself 
wholly.

And Thou, O Lord, who art all this made one and much more, 
O sovereign Master, extreme limit of our thought, who standest 
for us at the threshold of the Unknown, make rise from that 
Unthinkable some new splendour, some possibility of a loftier and 
more integral realisation, that Thy work may be accomplished and 
the universe take one step farther towards the sublime Identity, 
the supreme Manifestation.

And now my pen falls mute and I adore Thee in silence.

[30 September 1914]

□□□
In the calm silence of Thy contemplation, O Divine Master, Nature 
is fortified and tempered anew. All principle of individuality is 
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overpassed, she is plunged in Thy infinity that allows oneness to 
be realised in all domains without confusion, without disorder. The 
combined harmony of that which persists, that which progresses 
and that which eternally is, is little by little accomplished in an 
always more complex, more extended and more lofty equilibrium. 
And this interchange of the three modes of life allows the plenitude 
of the manifestation.

Many seek Thee at this hour in anguish and incertitude. May I be 
their mediator with Thee that Thy Light may illumine them, that 
Thy Peace may appease. My being is now only a point of support 
for Thy action and a centre for Thy consciousness. Where now are 
the limits, whither have fled the obstacles? Thou art the sovereign 
Lord of Thy kingdom.

[5 October 1914]

□□□
O Mother Divine, with what fervour, what ardent love I came to 
Thee in Thy deepest consciousness, in Thy high status of sublime 
love and perfect felicity, and I nestled so close into Thy arms and 
loved Thee with so intense a love that I became altogether Thyself. 
Then in the silence of our mute ecstasy a voice from yet profounder 
depths arose and the voice said, “Turn towards those who have 
need of thy love.” All the grades of conscious- ness appeared, all 
the successive worlds. Some were splendid and luminous, well 
ordered and clear; there knowledge was resplendent, expression 
was harmonious and vast, will was potent and invincible. Then 
the worlds darkened in a multiplicity more and more chaotic, 
the Energy became violent and the material world obscure and 
sorrowful. And when in our infinite love we perceived in its entirety 
the hideous suffering of the world of misery and ignorance, when 
we saw our children locked in a sombre struggle, flung upon each 
other by energies that had deviated from their true aim, we willed 
ardently that the light of Divine Love should be made manifest, 
a transfiguring force at the centre of these distracted elements. 
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Then, that the will might be yet more powerful and effective, we 
turned towards Thee, O unthinkable Supreme, and we implored 
Thy aid. And from the unsounded depths of the Unknown a reply 
came sublime and formidable and we knew that the earth was 
saved.

[1 September 1914]

□□□
Each time that a heart leaps at the touch of Thy divine Breath, 
a little more beauty seems to be born upon the earth, the air is 
embalmed with a sweet perfume and all becomes more friendly.

How great is Thy power, O Lord of all existences, that an atom of 
Thy joy is sufficient to efface so much darkness, so many sorrows 
and a single ray of Thy glory can light up thus the dullest pebble, 
illumine the blackest consciousness!

Thou hast heaped Thy favours upon me, Thou hast unveiled to 
me many secrets, Thou hast made me taste many unexpected 
and unhoped-for joys, but no grace of Thine can be equal to this 
Thou grantest to me when a heart leaps at the touch of Thy divine 
Breath.

At these blessed hours all earth sings a hymn of gladness, the 
grasses shudder with pleasure, the air is vibrant with light, the 
trees lift towards heaven their most ardent prayer, the chant of 
the birds becomes a canticle, the waves of the sea billow with 
love, the smile of children tells of the infinite and the souls of men 
appear in their eyes.

Tell me, wilt Thou grant me the marvellous power to give birth to 
this dawn in expectant hearts, to awaken the consciousness of 
men to Thy sublime presence and in this bare and sorrowful world 
awaken a little of Thy true Paradise? What happiness, what riches, 
what terrestrial powers can equal this wonderful gift?
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O Lord, never have I implored Thee in vain, for that which speaks 
to Thee is Thyself in me.

Drop by drop Thou allowest to fall in a fertilising rain the living 
and redeeming flame of Thy almighty love. When these drops of 
eternal light descend softly on our world of obscure ignorance, 
one would say a rain upon earth of golden stars one by one from 
a sombre firmament.

All kneels in mute devotion before this ever-renewed miracle.

[31 March 1917]



Because she moved with him 
through his green haunts

Beside her Satyavan walked full of joy, 
Because she moved with him through his green haunts: 
He showed her all the forest’s riches, flowers 
Innumerable of every odour and hue 
And soft thick clinging creepers red and green 
And strange rich-plumaged birds, to every cry 
That haunted sweetly distant boughs, replied 
With the shrill singer’s name more sweetly called. ||133.15||

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. ||133.26||

The foretold day of Satyavan’s death has arrived. Savitri gets up 
early in the morning, worships Durga and goes with him to the 
forest where he attends to his usual work. Satyavan is joyous 
in the company of his sweetheart and shows to her the beauties 
of the place, the rivers, the mountains, the flowers, speaks of 
the bird-songs and the delightfulness of the green life all around. 
Savitri listens to his words and with equal joy responds to him in 
happy words, though she is aware of the death waiting for him 
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not too far away. Soon his voice would come to an end, not in 
hours but in moments. Satyavan was keen to finish his task at the 
quickest, and give maximum time to his darling. But as he worked, 
his doom upon him came. Violent pain travelled through his body 
and, though he made a bold courageous attempt to regain his 
strength, it failed. The great Woodsman hewed at him, and the 
labour ceased. Savitri went to him in silent anguish and clasped 
him, but in vain. His breath had stopped.

□□□
With the rolling of several lunar days as the time was passing, the 
fated hour when Satyavan was to die, was also approaching soon. 
Savitri was counting down the day with each lost day what Narad 
had foretold about the impending doom those words were ever 
fixed in her heart. The virtuous and noble lady, now much worried 
when she saw that only four days were left, undertook the three-
night vow of standing night and day at one single place.

Savitri, standing erect on a fixed spot, appeared to be as though 
she was a straight wooden post. ‘Tomorrow the husband is to 
die’—it was with this thought, and filled with an intense grief, 
Savitri remained standing even as the last night of the vow was 
about to be over. Next day, knowing that it had arrived, well with 
the sunrise she completed the morning rituals and lit a bright fire 
and made to it sacrificial offerings. Then, she gave her respects 
and obeisances to all the elders, and to the sages, and to the in-
laws; folding her hands reverentially, she stood in front of them.

All those dwellers in the sacred forest, grown in austerity, blessed 
Savitri; the sages wished for her good auspicious things and a 
life without widowhood. Entering into the Yoga of Meditation and 
saying to herself ‘Be it just so!’, she in her heart of hearts repeated 
their words of benediction. Knowing that particular time and that 
moment as foretold by Narad to be arriving, the Princess was filled 
with great grief in the thought.
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Then Savitri, the observer of the difficult vow, went to her in-laws 
and, with due respect, requested them this way: Presently, my 
husband is leaving for the great forest to gather fruits. A desire 
impels me to go also with him, if by the respectable mother- and 
father-in-law I shall be permitted to do so; I cannot bear, even for 
a moment, separation from him any more. Your son is going to 
the forest to collect fruits and flowers and sacrificial wood for the 
sacred fire, as are needed by his revered Teachers. So it behoves 
me not to stop him from this; had it been for something else, 
I would not have allowed him to go to the forest. Besides, it is 
almost for a year that I did not step out of the ashram-premises; 
but now a curiosity has arisen in me to see the forest, full of trees 
and flowers.

Obtaining thus the permission from both the in-laws, the 
triumphant lady went with her husband; but, while she appeared 
to be smiling and happy, in her bosom she carried as ever a deep 
affliction. She saw, large-eyed as she was, different parts of the 
forest varied in aspects, and beautiful everywhere, with flocks of 
joyous peacocks. Showing the sacred streams carrying waters, 
and the tall mountains, and trees laden with flowers, Satyavan 
would speak to Savitri in words that were honey-sweet. Yet, with 
a steadfast look, she kept a close vigil on all the movements of 
her husband- remembering well the words of the heavenly Sage, 
she knew for certain the death of her husband with the arrival of 
Time. She, walking with a soft and gentle gait, had her heart as if 
divided into two, one following her husband and the other in the 
await of the fatal moment.

[Vyasa’s Savitri]

□□□
The whole year in a swift and eddying race 
Of memories swept through her and fled away 
Into the irrecoverable past. ||133.3||

Then silently she rose and, service done, 
Bowed down to the great goddess simply carved 
By Satyavan upon a forest stone. ||133.4||
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What prayer she breathed her soul and Doorga knew. ||133.5||

Perhaps she felt in the dim forest huge 
The infinite Mother watching over her child, 
Perhaps the shrouded Voice spoke some still word. ||133.6||

□□□
I was walking as usual and she came; that was when she made 
her surrender to the Supreme.... Those divinities don’t have the 
sense of surrender. Divinities such as Durga and the Greek gods 
(although the Greek gods are a bit dated now; but the gods of 
India are still very much alive!). Well, they are embodiments of 
what you might almost call localizations—of something eternal, 
but they lack the sense of surrender to the Supreme. And while I 
was walking, Durga was there—really, it was beautiful! Durga, with 
that awesome power of hers, forever bringing the adverse forces 
to heel—and she surrendered to the Supreme, to the point of no 
longer even recognizing the adverse forces: ALL is the Supreme. 
It was like a widening of her consciousness.

Some interesting things have been happening in that world [since 
the supramental descent in 1956].... How can I explain? Those 
beings have an independence, an absolute freedom of movement 
(although at the same time, they are all a single Being), but 
they had the true sense of perfect Unity only with the supreme 
Consciousness. And now with this present intervention, with this 
incarnation and the establishment of the Consciousness her, in 
such an absolute way (I mean there are no fluctuations) ... HERE, 
on earth, in the terrestrial atmosphere, this incarnation has a 
radiating action throughout all those worlds, all those universes, 
all those Entities. And it results in small events, incidents scaled 
to the size of the earth—which in themselves are quite interesting.

[27 June 1962]

□□□
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And that’s why.... How many times Durga came! She would always 
come, and I had my eye on her (!), because in her presence I could 
clearly sense that there wasn’t that rapport with the Supreme 
(she just didn’t need it, she didn’t need anything). And it wasn’t 
that something acted on her consciously, deliberately, to obtain 
that result: it has been a contagion. I remember how she used to 
come, and my aspiration would be so intense, my inner attitude 
so concentrated ... and one day there was such a sense of power, 
of immensity, of ineffable bliss in the contact with the Supreme (it 
was a day when Durga was there), and she seemed to be taken 
and absorbed in it. And through that bliss she made her surrender. 
Most interesting.

[30 June 1962]

□□□
Men hail in my coming the Almighty’s force 
Or praise with thankful tears his saviour Grace. ||123.14||

I smite the Titan who bestrides the world 
And slay the ogre in his blood-stained den. ||123.15||

I am Durga, goddess of the proud and strong, 
And Laksmi, queen of the fair and fortunate; 
I wear the face of Kali when I kill, 
I trample the corpses of the demon hordes. ||123.16||

I am charged by God to do his mighty work, 
Uncaring I serve his will who sent me forth, 
Reckless of peril and earthly consequence. ||123.17||

Mother Durga! From age to age, in life after life, we come down 
into the human body, do thy work and return to the Home of 
Delight. Now too we are born, dedicated to thy work. Listen, O 
Mother, descend upon earth, come to our help. Mother Durga! 
Rider on the lion, trident in hand, thy body of beauty armour-clad, 
Mother, giver of victory.  Mother Durga! Giver of force and love 
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and knowledge, terrible art thou in thy own self of might, Mother 
beautiful and fierce. In the battle of life, in India’s battle, we are 
warriors commissioned by thee; Mother, give to our heart and mind 
a titan’s strength, a titan’s energy, to our soul and intelligence a 
god’s character and knowledge.

□□□
She stayed here while I was washing, and she told me, “See, you 
can do all this, and not for a minute, not for a second do you lose 
the contact with That, with the supreme wonder. And we who are 
full of power, without any of your petty miseries, any of your petty 
difficulties, we are so used to our way of being that we don’t see 
the value of it, it’s something obvious, almost inevitable.” And she 
said (Mother smiles), “We never think of the Divine… So there isn’t 
that will to progress, that thirst for ever better, ever more—we 
totally lack it.

[11 October 1967]



A thousand-petalled home 
of power and light

Then like a thought fulfilled by some great word 
That mightiness assumed a symbol form; 
Her being’s spaces quivered with its touch, 
It covered her as with immortal wings; 
On its lips the curve of the unuttered Truth, 
A halo of Wisdom’s lightnings for its crown, 
It entered the mystic lotus in her head, 
A thousand-petalled home of power and light. ||134.22||

Savitri sees visible Death standing in front of her even as Satyavan 
is about to pass from her embrace. But she would not measure the 
loss with helpless thoughts. She leans over the dead body of her 
husband as if to guard their oneness. But suddenly a tremendous 
moment arrives, and the human soul taken to its source. It is the 
spirit alone that sees everything. The calm Power that looks from 
above moves Nature; it takes charge of life and of the course of 
events. Into the splendour and intensity of the tick a crescent of 
miraculous birth is tossed, its horns of mystery floating in a bright 
void. A new sight comes, new voices form a body of the music 
of the gods. Like a vast fire it climbs the skies of night. This is 
what has happened to Savitri. The Spirit who had hidden in Nature 
soared to the limitless gaze, rose out of his luminous nest within 
the worlds. Savitri sees the source of all, a power projected into 
cosmic space, the embodiment of the will. A Presence fills the 
listening world and the central All assumes her boundless life. A 
force descends into her, and time’s seconds are linked to Infinity. 
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Savitri is now another person. Savitri’s thousand-petalled home of 
power and light is occupied by that mightiness. Immortal leader 
of her mortality it stands above her, stands calm, immobile, mute. 
Savitri is now ready to confront the mighty hour.

□□□
Markandeya said: Then he, lustrous in strength, and helped by 
his wife, collected a basketful of fruits and began chopping the 
firewood. But, while hewing the branches, he started sweating 
profusely and, as a result of that hard labour, suffered a severe 
headache. Distressed as he was, he went closer to his loving wife 
and in that affliction told her, “There is a cleaving headache that 
has come to me due to this hard work. And, O Savitri, all my limbs 
are in agony and there is a burning sensation in my heart; I find 
myself gravely indisposed, O one of few words. It appears to me 
as though sharp spikes are being driven through my head; I wish 
to lie down, O blessed and auspicious, as I have no strength to 
remain standing.”

Savitri, finding him so, immediately went closer to her husband 
and sat on the ground and took his head in her lap. Remembering 
what Narad had said, that devout woman, observer of the ascetic 
practices, began reckoning the day, the time, even the hour and 
the moment. Within a short while she saw present there a bright 
person in red attire, with a tiara on his head; handsome and 
brilliant he looked, as though the Sun-God himself had appeared 
there. His body, dark in hue, was lustrous, and his eyes were 
blood-red, and he had a noose in his hand which inspired great 
fright; standing close behind Satyavan, he was steadfastly gazing 
at him. She, noticing him there, laid aside her husband’s head on 
the ground and stood up with folded hands and, trembling in her 
heart, spoke in an anxious longing voice to him.

Savitri said: I take you to be some noble god as you have a form 
other than the human; if it pleases you, pray tell me who you are 
and what you propose to do, O god!
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Yama said: O Savitri, as you are devoted to your husband, and 
as you practise askesis, I can converse with you; know me, O 
virtuous lady, to be Yama. Your husband Satyavan, earth-born as 
he is, his life is over, and I have come to bind him forcibly and take 
him away with me; yes, this is what I propose to do.

Markandeya said: When asked in this manner, the King-father 
Lord duly began narrating everything, all in a sequence, for her 
satisfaction and happiness. As Satyavan is conjoined in the dharma 
and has beautiful features and is an ocean of noble qualities, 
it is not in propriety that he be taken by my ministers; for this 
reason I have come myself in person. Then Yama pulled out 
with force Satyavan’s soul, the being no bigger than the thumb, 
who is fettered by his body and subject to it. With the departure 
of the life-breath his respiration ceased; his body, bereft of all 
lustre, remained immobile and was not pleasing to look at. Yama 
then tied up his soul and started moving towards the South; and 
Savitri, afflicted with agony, went behind Yama, following in his 
footsteps. That great lady, devoted to her husband, could do this 
having obtained the siddhi, the fulfilment, of the vow.

[Vyasa’s Savitri]



Another luminous Satyavan arose

The dim and awful godhead rose erect 
From his brief stooping to his touch on earth, 
And like a dream that wakes out of a dream, 
Forsaking the poor mould of that dead clay, 
Another luminous Satyavan arose, 
Starting upright from the recumbent earth 
As if someone over viewless borders stepped 
Emerging on the edge of unseen worlds. ||135.25||

Savitri is holding in her clasp the dead body of Satyavan. But there 
stands in front of her Death, the embodied eternal Night in dire 
beauty of an immortal face, a shape formidable that was nothing 
but nothingness made real. Unmoved they look into each other, 
opposing each other, Woman and the universal God. Savitri sees 
stretching in front of her vacant eternities of forbidding hopes, he 
raising a challenging voice, telling her to unclasp the dead; all that 
she can do is to stay back, just weep and forget about her dead 
husband. She must stay back and live till her end, live a vain life 
on earth. Yes, Satyavan’s body is hers and earth’s, but now his 
spirit belongs to him, to Death. She clasping the corpse would 
mean more suffering to Satyavan. Savitri understands this, and 
draws back her heart’s force. She rises and stands gathered in her 
lonely strength. Then Death the king leans down, picks up the soul 
of Satyavan, and stands erect again. He has done the job, done 
the deed. And lo the wonder! a luminous Satyavan! a silent marvel 
between the Woman and the God! Such seemed he, wearing the 
light of a celestial shape, splendidly alien to the mortal air. Such is 
the greatness of Death, that he would reveal the true Satyavan, 
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the bright, all this long veiled by the earthly envelope. Such is the 
marvel and the miracle wrought by Death!

□□□
There is the episode of Rishi Sharabhanga in the Ramayana. Indra’s 
chariot has come to pick him up and take him to the heavenly abode. 
But the Rishi knew that soon Rama would be visiting that part of 
the forest and he delayed his departure. There in the hermitage 
were spiritually realized souls and they always appeared of just 
twenty-five years in age. This is indeed the permanent age of the 
gods, devānām vayo. When Rama met the Rishi, he told him: “I 
have known you to be present nearby and did not want to go to 
Brahmaloka the chariot of Indra will be taking me. In seeing you I 
have already won the auspicious immortal worlds.” Rama assured 
him he would bring all the worlds to him. Soon the accomplished 
Rishi lit a bright fire and plunged into it in the presence of Rama. 
“Then kindling the fire and pouring oblations of ghee with chants, 
Sharabhanga of great lustre entered the fire. And he became a 
boy looking like fire, pāvaka sankāshah kumārah. Rising from that 
heap of fire Sharabhanga shone bright. He crossed the worlds of 
fire-worshippers and rose to Brahmaloka.”

[Ramayana]

□□□
So also arose from the burning pyre luminous Shabari in the 
presence of Rama.

Shabari was a hunter’s daughter but she renounced the world and 
ran away to meet a sage. At the foot of the Rishyamukha Mountain 
she met Rishi Mātanga who accepted her as his disciple. She 
served him with devotion for long years even as she became old 
and weak. When Mātanga was about to abandon his body Shabari 
also wanted to join him. But the sage gave him another advice. 
He told her that soon Rama would be arriving at the hermitage 
and she must receive him with due honour and devotion. Shabari 
waited for the arrival. She would go around and gather fruits for 
Rama and also make sure that these were sweet. When Rama 
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reached the hermitage, she said: “Today has the fruition of my 
austerities borne the reward in your visit. It is also the reward of 
my birth. Now, O Rama, let me ascend to Heaven by your grace.” 
Casting herself into the fire she rose to great heaven alone, rose 
like a blazing flame. Shabari joined the Rishis she had served 
in the hermitages. From the leaping tongues of the pyre arose 
another luminous Shabari. Death was significantly instrumental in 
revealing true Shabari who was until then invisible and unknown.

[Ramayana]

□□□
Death picks up the soul of Satyavan:

From his brief stooping to his touch on earth, 
And like a dream that wakes out of a dream, 
Forsaking the poor mould of that dead clay, 
Another luminous Satyavan arose, 
Starting upright from the recumbent earth 
As if someone over viewless borders stepped 
Emerging on the edge of unseen worlds. ||135.25||

In the earth’s day the silent marvel stood 
Between the mortal woman and the god. ||135.26||

Then to that chill sere heavy line arrived 
Where his feet touched the shadowy marches’ brink, 
Turning arrested luminous Satyavan 
Looked back with his wonderful eyes at Savitri. ||136.25||

There was no course, no path, no end or goal: 
Visionless she moved amid insensible gulfs, 
Or drove through some great black unknowing Waste 
Or whirled in a dumb eddy of meeting winds 
Assembled by the titan hands of Chance. ||137.17||

There was none with her in the dreadful Vast: 
She saw no more the vague tremendous god, 
Her eyes had lost their luminous Satyavan. ||137.18||
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It is the miracle of death, the beauty, of Death, to reveal the 
luminous Satyavan who remains unseen in the mortal life, unseen 
by us and unknown to us. The occult mystery of death becomes 
absolutely remarkable—Death revealing the true being who is 
within us. And that is also Death’s concern, true being in its purity 
without the vestiges of the inconscient-born nature. He guards the 
soul for its genuine progress. Of Nature what has become a part of 
the soul that is retained and taken forward.

□□□
There in the hermitage were spiritually realized souls, and they 
always appeared of just twenty-five years in age. This is indeed 
the permanent age of the gods, devānām vayo. Satyavan had 
just completed the first stage of his life of twenty-five years and 
entered into the second, from brahmacharya into grihastha, from 
the life of a celibate to that of the house-holder. That seems to 
be his permanent age, of eternal youth. For that to remain so he 
must die in the lap of Savitri.

□□□
Seeing that, there is obviously a similar experience in connection 
with what is called life and death. It’s a sort of “overhanging” of 
that constant presence of Death or possibility of death. As he says 
in Savitri, we have a constant companion all the way from the 
cradle to the grave, we are constantly shadowed by the threat or 
presence of Death. Well, this gives the cells an intensity in their 
call for a Power of Eternity which would not be there without that 
constant threat. Then we understand—we begin to understand 
very concretely—that all those things are only goads to make the 
Manifestation progress and grow more intense, more perfect. If 
the goads are crude, it is because the Manifestation is very crude. 
As it grows more and more perfect and apt to manifest something 
ETERNALLY PROGRESSIVE, those very crude methods will give 
way to more refined ones, and the world will progress without the 
need for such brutal oppositions. It is only because the world is 
in infancy and the human consciousness in its very early infancy.

[15 May 1963]



Her senses felt earth’s 
close and gentle air

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; 
The wild bird’s voice and its winged rustle came 
As if a sigh from some forgotten world. ||136.6||

Savitri in her lover’s footsteps is travelling into the perilous silence 
beyond. It is a journey upon an unseen road, and to her subtle body 
there is the obstacle of the tree-branches, of the thick emerald 
forest; but more and more all that becomes a distant scene. There 
is only the luminous spirit, of Satyavan, and behind him the great 
Shadow, firm and determined in his work. She would move on 
behind them, walk in her lover’s footsteps, but the connection with 
the earth is yet present. The Ancient Mother is there with kind 
familiar things and the hold of those things is not yet gone. Round 
Savitri is the earth’s sweetness and the greenness and the delight, 
the brilliant vivid hues, the sunlight climbing to its golden noon, 
and the blue heavens, and the caressing soil, the sound of the 
wind, the fragrances, the voices of the wild birds. But into a deep 
and unfamiliar air, enormous, windless, without stir or sound, the 
spirit and the god would disappear from her sight. They would 
escape from her view, they would vanish. Savitri is alarmed and, 
flaming from her body, her violent spirit soars at Satyavan. In a 
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terror and wrath divine the fierce she-eagle, indignant, a mass of 
golden fire, she outwings their swift flight. She crosses the border 
of the dividing sense. She knows not herself, forgotten is Savitri. 
She has stepped into another world.

□□□
Yes, everything is there: mysticism, occultism, philosophy, the 
history of evolution, the history of man, of the Gods, of creation, 
of Nature. How the universe was created, why, for what purpose, 
what destiny—all is there. You can find all the answers to all your 
questions therein. Everything is explained, even the future of man 
and of evolution, all that nobody yet knows. He has described it 
all in beautiful and clear words so that spiritual “adventures” who 
wish to solve the mysteries of the world may understand it more 
easily. But this mystery is well hidden behind the words and lines 
and one must climb to the required level of true consciousness to 
discover it. All prophecies, all that is going to come is presented 
with a precise and wonderful clarity. Sri Aurobindo gives you here 
the key to find the truth, to discover the consciousness, solve 
the problem of what the light may penetrate there and transform 
it. He has shown the path, the way to liberate oneself from the 
ignorance and climb right up to the superconscience; each stage, 
each plane of consciousness, how they can be scaled, how one 
can cross even the barrier of death and reach immortality. You will 
find the whole journey in detail, and much more yet. It is a real 
experience—reading Savitri. All the secrets that man possessed, 
he has revealed,—as well as that awaits him in the future; all thus 
is found in the depth of Savitri. But one must have the knowledge 
to discover it all, the experience of the conquest of Death. He 
has noted all the stages, marked each step in order to advance 
integrally in the integral Yoga. All this is own experience, and what 
is most surprising is that it is my own experience also. It is my 
sādhanā which he has worked out.

[The Mother in a talk to a disciple]

□□□
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But all of that is wonderfully, accurately expressed and EXPLAINED 
in Savitri. Only you must know how to read it! The entire last part, 
from the moment she goes to seek Satyavan in the realm of Death 
(which affords an occasion to explain this), the whole description 
of what happens there, right up to the end, where every possible 
offer is made to tempt her, everything she must refuse to continue 
her terrestrial labour... it is my experience EXACTLY.

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

[22 January 1961]

□□□
When one comes into contact with eternal Love, the supreme Love, 
one immediately has—how to put it?—a perception, a sensation—
it is not an understanding, it is something very concrete: even 
the most illumined material consciousness, however much it has 
been moulded and prepared, is incapable of manifesting That. 
The first thing one feels is this kind of incapacity. Then comes 
an experience: something which manifests a form of—one cannot 
call it exactly “cruelty”, because it is not cruelty as we know it—
but within the totality of circumstances, a vibration appears and, 
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with a certain intensity, refuses love as it is manifested here. It is 
precisely this: something in the material world which refuses the 
manifestation of love as it exists at present. I am not speaking of 
the ordinary world, I am speaking of the present consciousness 
at its highest. It is an experience, I am speaking of something 
that has happened. So the part of the consciousness which has 
been struck by this opposition makes a direct appeal to the origin 
of Love, with an intensity which it would not have without the 
experience of this refusal. Limits are broken and a flood pours 
down which could not have manifested before; and something is 
expressed which was not expressed before.

When one sees this, there is obviously a similar experience from 
the point of view of what we call life and death. It is this kind 
of constant “brooding” or presence of Death and the possibility 
of death, as it is said in Savitri: we have a constant companion 
throughout the journey from cradle to grave; we are constantly 
accompanied by this threat or presence of Death. Well, along with 
this, in the cells, there is a call for a Power of Eternity, with an 
intensity which would not be there except for this constant threat. 
Then one understands, one begins to feel quite concretely that all 
these things are only ways of intensifying the manifestation, of 
making it progress, of making it more perfect. And if the means 
are crude, it is because the manifestation itself is very crude. 
And as it becomes more perfect and fit to manifest that which 
is eternally progressive, the very crude means will give way to 
subtler ones and the world will progress without any need for such 
brutal oppositions. This is simply because the world is still in its 
infancy and human consciousness is still entirely in its infancy.

[15 May 1963]



Death walks beside us on Life’s road

Although Death walks beside us on Life’s road, 
A dim bystander at the body’s start 
And a last judgment on man’s futile works, 
Other is the riddle of its ambiguous face: 
Death is a stair, a door, a stumbling stride 
The soul must take to cross from birth to birth, 
A grey defeat pregnant with victory, 
A whip to lash us towards our deathless state. ||138.12||

In the black dream gloom led to worse gloom, death led to emptier 
death. Savitri must pay her debt, she must absolve life’s pangs, 
she must end the will to be. She does it. Her godhead source, 
as though now empty of bliss, as if left with no trace of earthly 
immortality, her spirit guilty of being, she wanders doomed, 
moves through eternal Night. But Savitri knows that there is a veil 
covering the Absolute, and there is the Eternal’s wisdom acting 
in ignorance, that ignorance an aspect of eternal knowledge, 
that there are endless spiritual possibilities ever locked in the 
forms of Matter, that in this miraculous paradox death itself is an 
instrument of perpetual life, life moving towards immortality as a 
means of expressing the spirit’s possibilities. All may look dim and 
dismal and full of improbability, obscure and without any hope, yet 
the riddle has to be resolved. It is towards that resolution indeed 
comes death, comes in the aid of life—constantly a fire burns and 
life and death have its fuel become. But what is Inconscience after 
all? It is a self-made room of the Spirit itself, eternal Night the 
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shadow of eternal Day. We have come from Light and we live in 
Light and we go to Light, a golden fire burns everywhere, burns 
in the Night’s heart. God’s long Night is justified by the coming 
Dawn. Savitri sees all, and lives to do the transcendent’s task.

□□□
There was even the vision of how the vibrations were in the cells: 
vibrations that were silvery, sparkling, rippling, but very regular, 
and precise... (how can I put it?). It was the contradiction of 
Falsehood in the cells; like little flashes of silvery light.

But that [Falsehood] is the great obstacle, the extreme difficulty. 
It’s something gluey which entered the creation and sticks to 
everything, and which has become a material habit too, because 
it’s not only Mind that has Falsehood in it: there’s Falsehood in Life, 
in Life itself. In the completely inanimate, I don’t know.... Maybe it 
came with Life? (According to Savitri, the origin of Falsehood lies 
in Life.) But it’s as though Unconsciousness, in order to go towards 
Consciousness, to return to Consciousness, had taken the path of 
Falsehood and Death instead of the path of Truth.

And Falsehood is this: the sorrow of the Lord.

I was asked for a message for next year, and things of that sort 
kept coming to me, so I didn’t say anything. They wouldn’t even 
understand, it’s incomprehensible if you don’t have the experience. 
And if you say just like that, almost dogmatically, “Falsehood is the 
sorrow of the Lord,” it doesn’t mean anything.

Or if you say it in a literary way, it’s no longer true.

And if you said, “Falsehood is the Lord’s way of being unhappy” (!) 
(the Mother laughs), people would think you’re not being serious.

[31 December 1963]

□□□
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Nothing could be relied on to remain: 
Joy nurtured tears and good an evil proved, 
But never out of evil one plucked good: 
Love ended early in hate, delight killed with pain, 
Truth into falsity grew and death ruled life. ||56.16||

A Power that laughed at the mischief of the world, 
An irony that joined the world’s contraries 
And flung them into each other’s arms to strive, 
Put a sardonic rictus on God’s face. ||56.17||

I saw the image, the Lord’s face with a sardonic smile. And then, 
after last night’s experience, this morning suddenly that expression 
of the face changed, and I saw the image of the true, the true 
sorrow of Compassion—I don’t know how to explain it... . The 
sardonic smile changed: from sardonic it grew bitter, from bitter 
it grew sorrowful, from sorrowful it grew full of an extraordinary 
compassion... .

So we could say that Falsehood is the sorrow of the Lord. And that 
His Joy is the cure for all Falsehood.

Sorrow had to be expressed so as to be erased from the creation.

And sorrow is Falsehood—the Lord’s sorrow, sorrow in its essence, 
is Falsehood.

So to live in Falsehood is to hurt the Lord.

[31 December 1963]

□□□
This was the day when Satyavan must die.

It is this terrible story of the creation of earth and man as the 
means to save the world from suffering and destruction. The death 
of Satyavan becomes the symbol of the misery of the earth’s 
creation, of its fate and, through Savitri, of its liberation. She faces 
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the doom in order to give the solution. The creation is plunged in 
misery, suffering and death. But it can and will be saved through 
Her intervention.

□□□
What was built up through this involution had to be unbuilt. The 
CAUSE of this involution had to be undone.

The way Théon told it, there was first the universal Mother (he didn’t 
call her the universal Mother, but Sri Aurobindo used that name), 
the universal Mother in charge of creation. For creating she made 
four emanations: Consciousness or Light; Life; Love or Beatitude 
and.... Truth! Instead of carrying out only the supreme Will, they 
seem to have acquired a sense of personal power. (They were 
personalities of sorts, universal personalities, each representing 
a mode of being.) Instead of remaining connected, they cut the 
link—each acted on his own, to put it simply. Then, naturally, Light 
became darkness, Life became death, Bliss became suffering and 
Truth became falsehood. And these are the four great Asuras: 
the Asura of Inconscience, the Asura of Falsehood, the Asura of 
Suffering and the Asura of Death.

Once this had occurred, the divine Consciousness turned towards 
the Supreme and said (Mother laughs): ‘Well, here’s what has 
happened. What’s to be done?’ Then from the Divine came an 
emanation of Love (in the first emanation it wasn’t Love, it was 
Ananda, Bliss, the Delight of being which became Suffering), 
and from the Supreme came Love; and Love descended into this 
domain of Inconscience, the result of the creation of the first 
emanation, Consciousness—Consciousness and Light had become 
Inconscience and Darkness. Love descended straight from the 
Supreme into this Inconscience; the Supreme, that is, created 
a new emanation, which didn’t pass through the intermediate 
worlds (because, according to the story, the universal Mother 
first created all the gods who, when they descended, remained in 
contact with the Supreme and created all the intermediate worlds 
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to counterbalance this fall—it’s the old story of the ‘Fall,’ this fall 
into the Inconscient. But that wasn’t enough). Simultaneously with 
the creation of the gods, then, came this direct Descent of Love 
into Matter, without passing through all the intermediate worlds. 
That’s the story of the first Descent.

[28 July 1961]

□□□
“Love descended straight from the Supreme into this Inconscience.” 
That is Satyavan.



An adoration reigned in 
the yearning heart

An adoration reigned in the yearning heart, 
A spirit of purity, an elusive presence 
Of faery beauty and ungrasped delight 
Whose momentary and escaping thrill, 
However unsubstantial to our flesh, 
And brief even in imperishableness, 
Much sweeter seemed than any rapture known 
Earth or all-conquering heaven can ever give. ||139.12||

Heaven ever young and earth too firm and old 
Delay the heart by immobility: 
Their raptures of creation last too long, 
Their bold formations are too absolute; 
Carved by an anguish of divine endeavour 
They stand up sculptured on the eternal hills, 
Or quarried from the living rocks of God 
Win immortality by perfect form. ||139.13||

A comrade of the Ray and Mist and Flame, 
By a moon-bright face a brilliant moment drawn, 
Almost she seemed a thought mid floating thoughts, 
Seen hardly by a visionary mind 
Amid the white inward musings of the soul 
Half-vanquished by the dream-happiness around, 
Awhile she moved on an enchantment’s soil, 
But still remained possessor of her soul. ||139.27||

God’s long nights are justified by dawn, and there is the splendour 
of new birth, and the dreaming deities look beyond the seen. 
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Savitri slips into a happy misty twilit world where rapture draws 
more close to delight; she is witnessing the dream twilight of the 
Ideal. Vague fields were there, vague melodies touched the soul, 
gleaming wings crossed the far sky. All that the eye could see were 
the fugitive beings and elusive shapes, but nothing was fixed or 
stayed for long; no mortal feet could rest upon that soil, no breath 
lingered. In that chaos joy sped dancing past, and beauty evaded 
settled line and form, and there was the voice of the unrealised 
bliss. An adoration reigned in the yearning heart, a spirit of purity, 
an elusive presence. Carved by an anguish of divine endeavour 
raptures of creation stood sculptured on the eternal hills, stood to 
win immortality by perfect form. In this beauty and dressed in its 
rays of wonder to her seemed Satyavan the centre of that charm 
which was there all around. Nothing could diminish or darken 
the loveliness and splendour of those fleeting skies, not even the 
dreadful majesty of Death. If at all, that sombre Shadow made 
beauty and laughter of everything more imperative. Savitri moved 
through those enchanted scenes but remained possessed in her 
soul, she saw all but lived only for the task she had undertaken to 
carry out, immutable like a fixed eternal star.

□□□
This is the world as it seems to the eyes of an ignorant vanity 
that lives without knowing, sees without understanding and is cut 
off from its Origin. The why of all this is hidden, and unless it is 
discovered and lived consciously, life will always be an incoherent 
horror. But we are here to discover, to know and to live, and we can 
bear the horror with the certitude that the Light, the Knowledge 
and the Purpose will be one day manifested. With patience and 
firmness and quiet assurance we must go on, we must endure and 
we must realise.—The Mother

By the Ignorance they cross beyond Death and by the Knowledge 
enjoy Immortality.... By the Non-Birth they cross beyond Death 
and by the Birth enjoy Immortality.

[Isha Upanishad]

□□□
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Through Avidya, the Multiplicity, lies our path out of the 
transitional egoistic self-expression in which death and suffering 
predominate; through Vidya consenting with Avidya by the perfect 
sense of oneness even in that multiplicity, we enjoy integrally the 
immortality and the beatitude. By attaining to the Unborn beyond 
all becoming we are liberated from this lower birth and death; by 
accepting the Becoming freely as the Divine, we invade mortality 
with the immortal beatitude and become luminous centres of its 
conscious self-expression in humanity.

[The Life Divine]

□□□
Out of these false relations and by their aid the true have to be 
found. By the Ignorance we have to cross over death. So too the 
Veda speaks cryptically of energies that are like women evil in 
impulse, wandering from the path, doing hurt to their Lord, which 
yet, though themselves false and unhappy, build up in the end 
“this vast Truth”, the Truth that is the Bliss. It would be, then, 
not when he has excised the evil in Nature out of himself by an 
act of moral surgery or parted with life by an abhorrent recoil, 
but when he has turned Death into a more perfect life, lifted the 
small things of the human limitation into the great things of the 
divine vastness, transformed suffering into beatitude, converted 
evil into its proper good, translated error and falsehood into their 
secret truth that the sacrifice will be accomplished, the journey 
done and Heaven and Earth equalised join hands in the bliss of 
the Supreme.

[The Life Divine]

□□□
An end have these bodies of an embodied soul that is eternal; it is 
not born nor dies nor is it that having been it will not be again. It is 
unborn, ancient, everlasting; it is not slain with the slaying of the 
body. As a man casts from him his worn- out garments and takes 
others that are new, so the embodied being casts off its bodies 
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and joins itself to others that are new. Certain is the death of that 
which is born and certain is the birth of that which dies.

[The Gita]

□□□
There is a birth and growth of the self. According to his actions 
the embodied being assumes forms successively in many places; 
many forms gross and subtle he assumes by force of his own 
qualities of nature.

[Swetaswatara Upanishad]

□□□
Ah, that day [April 13] the whole creation was coloured waves, but 
not like the colours we have here, it was.... Ah, that day! ...

For a good two hours it was absolutely.... The world, the whole 
creation seemed like a child at play, that’s how I related to it. And 
what play!

It was smiling, easy—VERY lovely, very easy.

It has never faded, it’s always there, and at any moment I can 
immerse myself in it all over again. But what a difference when, 
after THAT, you come back to an awareness of what is speaking, at 
least as tremendous a difference as with that “to die unto death.” 
Similarly, that “to die unto death” contained the full Power of 
THAT.* It was clear and ... stunningly powerful. And the same 
impression: easy, easy. There’s really no question of hard or 
easy—it’s spontaneous, NATURAL, and so smiling. And that “to die 
unto death” was filled with such JOY! Such joy.... I could almost 
have said, “It’s plain as day! Don’t you see how plain it is! But 
that’s it: we have only to die unto death, and that will be that!”

[11 July 1962]

*The Mother added: “This is what makes all the difference—the 
creative Power.”



Forget thy fruitless  
spirit’s waste of force,

Forget thy fruitless spirit’s waste of force, 
Forget the weary circle of thy birth, 
Forget the joy and the struggle and the pain, 
The vague spiritual quest which first began 
When worlds broke forth like clusters of fire-flowers, 
And great burning thoughts voyaged through the sky of mind 
And Time and its aeons crawled across the vasts 
And souls emerged into mortality. ||140.49||

After all what is love, asks Death to Savitri. There might be a spot 
of bright sunshine, something pleasing here, something pleasing 
there, something charming, appealing; but then there is the snake 
and there is the worm in the heart of the rose. There is no place 
for heavenly love here, there cannot be. Therefore Savitri should 
not call Satyavan back to the treacherous earth. Death saves him 
from it, from the hazard and the danger, and it is wisdom that he 
should be allowed to rest in the tranquillity of his vast space. Vain 
are her thoughts, vain are the cycles of her brilliant mind, and the 
better thing for her is, to renounce all that she is claiming, forget 
joy and hope and tears; she must forget all in Death’s fathomless 
Nihil, forget the spiritual quest. What Death is presenting to Savitri 
is only the soul-killing dangerous music, but she forbids it. She 
asserts the possibility of the powers of the spirit dwelling on earth, 
she asserts what the white gods had missed shall be the living-
breathing reality in this world of mortality. She has come to clear 
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the way for that to happen, in her dynamism make it a truth of 
real existence.

□□□
The first step was to attach a perception to rupas seen of their 
meaning and circumstances. Subsequently in samadhi a series of 
visions of Patala occurred, brief but some of them representing 
continuous incidents and scenes, eg, a ghat of many hundred 
steps descending to an abysmal river, small watersnakes darting 
through a river, all the scenes in shadow or dimness.

[Record of Yoga]

□□□
White gods are they who from below ascend to the heavens by 
their lights; according to the law of the working of Indra and Fire, 
flowing move the Rivers whom they loosed from bondage to every 
side,—let all that are alien be rent asunder.

[Hymns to Mystic Fire]

□□□
Then shall we shudder with the long-sought god, 
Then shall we find Heaven’s unexpected strain. ||140.57||

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. ||140.58||

One who came, love and lover and beloved 
Eternal, built himself a wondrous field 
And wove the measures of a marvellous dance. ||140.59||

□□□
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88 – This world was built by Death that he might live. Wilt thou 
abolish death? Then life too will perish. Thou canst not abolish 
death, but thou mayst transform it into a greater living.

89 – This world was built by Cruelty that she might love. Wilt thou 
abolish cruelty? Then love too will perish. Thou canst not abolish 
cruelty, but thou mayst transfigure it into its opposite, into a fierce 
Love and Delightfulness.

90 – This world was built by Ignorance and Error that they might 
know. Wilt thou abolish ignorance and error? Then knowledge too 
will perish. Thou canst not abolish ignorance and error, but thou 
mayst transmute them into the utter and effulgent reason.

91 – If Life alone were and not death, there could be no immortality; 
if love were alone and not cruelty, joy would be only a tepid and 
ephemeral rapture; if reason were alone and not ignorance, our 
highest attainment would not exceed a limited rationality and 
worldly wisdom.

92 – Death transformed becomes Life that is Immortality; Cruelty 
transfigured becomes Love that is intolerable ecstasy; Ignorance 
transmuted becomes Light that leaps beyond wisdom and 
knowledge.

What was it that "the white gods had missed"? But Sri Aurobindo 
has written it all down in full, right here in the Aphorisms. He has 
mentioned everything, taken up one thing after another: "Without 
this, there would not have been that; without this, there would not 
have been that ..." and so on.

But I also remember reading The Tradition, before I met Sri 
Aurobindo (it was like a novel, a serialized romance of the world’s 
creation, but it was very evocative; Théon called it The Tradition). 
That was where I first learned of the universal Mother’s first four 
emanations, when the Lord delegated his creative power to the 
Mother. And it was identical to the ancient Indian tradition, but 
told like a nursery story; anyone could understand—it was an 
image, like a movie, and very vivid.
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So She made her first four emanations. The first was Consciousness 
and Light (arising from Sachchidananda); the second was Ananda 
and Love; the third was Life; and Truth was the fourth. Then, 
so the story goes, conscious of their infinite power, instead of 
keeping their connection with the supreme Mother and, through 
Her, with the Supreme, instead of receiving indications for action 
from Him and doing things in proper order, they were conscious 
of their own power and each one took off independently to do as 
he pleased—they had power and they used it. They forgot their 
Origin. And because of this initial oblivion, Consciousness became 
unconsciousness, and Light became darkness; Ananda became 
suffering, Love became hate; Life became Death; and Truth 
became Falsehood. And they were instantly thrown headlong into 
what became Matter. According to Théon, the world as we know it 
is the result of that. And that was the Supreme himself in his first 
manifestation.

But the story is easy to understand, and quite evocative. On the 
surface, for intellectuals, it’s very childish; but once you have the 
experience you understand it very well—I understood and felt the 
thing immediately.

And once the world has become like that, has become the vital 
world in all its darkness, and they, from this vital world, have 
created Matter, the supreme Mother sees (laughing) the result of 
her first four emanations and She turns towards the Supreme in 
a great entreaty: “Now that this world is in such a dreadful state, 
it has to be saved! We can’t just leave it this way, can we? It has 
to be saved, the divine consciousness must be given back to it. 
What to do?” And the Supreme says, “Thrust yourself into a new 
emanation, an emanation of the ESSENCE of Love, down into the 
most material Matter.” That meant plunging into the earth (the 
earth had become a symbol and a representation of the whole 
drama). “Plunge into Matter.” So She plunged into Matter, and 
that became the primordial source of the Divine within material 
substance. And from there (as is so well described in Savitri), She 
begins to act as a leaven in Matter, raising it up from within.
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And as She plunged into the earth, a second series of emanations 
was sent forth—the gods—to inhabit the intermediary zones 
between Sachchidananda and the earth. And these gods (laughing) 
... well, great care was taken to make them perfect, so they 
wouldn't give any trouble! But they are a bit ... a bit too perfect, 
aren't they? Yes, a bit too perfect: they never make mistakes, 
they always do exactly as they're told.... In short, rather lacking 
in initiative. They do have some, but....

In fact, they were not surrendered in the way a psychic being can 
be, because they had no psychic in them. The psychic being is the 
result of that descent. Only human beings have it. And that's what 
makes humanity so superior to the gods. Théon insisted greatly 
on this: throughout his story, humans are far superior to gods and 
should not obey them—they should only be in contact with the 
Supreme in his aspect of perfect Love.

I don't know how to put it.... To me, those gods always seemed 
... (not those described in the Puranas, they're different ... well, 
not so very different!) but the way Théon presented them, they 
seemed just like a bunch of marshmallows! It's not that they had 
no power—they had a lot of power, but they lacked that psychic 
flame.

And to Théon, the God of the Jews and Christians was an Asura. 
This Asura wanted to be unique; and so he became the most 
terrible despot imaginable. Anatole France said the same thing (I 
now know that Anatole France had never read Théon's story, but 
I can't imagine where he picked this up). It's in The Revolt of the 
Angels. He says that Satan is the true God and that Jehovah, the 
"only God," is the monster. And when the angels wanted Satan to 
become the one and only God, Satan realized he was immediately 
taking on all Jehovah's failings! So he refused: "Oh, no—thank you 
very much!" It's a wonderful story, and in exactly the same spirit 
as what Théon used to say. The very first thing I asked Anatole 
France (I told you I met him once—mutual friends introduced 
us), the first thing I asked him was, "Have you ever read The 
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Tradition?" He said no. I explained why I had asked, and he was 
interested. He said his source was his own imagination. He had 
caught that idea intuitively.

Well, if you speak this way to philosophers and metaphysicians, 
they'll look at you as if to say, "You must be a real simpleton to 
believe all that claptrap! " But these things are not to be taken as 
concrete truths—they are simply splendid images. Through them I 
really did come in contact, very concretely, with the truth of what 
caused the world's distortion, much better than with all the Hindu 
stories, far more easily.

Buddhism and all similar lines of thought took the shortest path: 
"The desire to exist is what has caused all the trouble." If the Lord 
had refrained from having this desire, there would have been no 
world! It's childish, very childish, really a much too human way of 
looking at the problem.

To see it from the angle of delight of being is qualitatively far 
superior, but then there's still the problem of why it all became 
the way it is. The usual reply is: because all things were possible, 
and this is ONE possibility. But it's not a very satisfying feeling: 
"Yes, all right, that's just the way it is, it's a fact." People used 
to ask Théon too, "Why did it happen like this? Why ...?" "Wait 
till you get to the other side, then you will know. And meanwhile 
do what's necessary to get there—that's the most urgent thing." 
But there is one advantage: without those beings, without the 
world's distortion, many things would be lacking. Those beings 
potentially embodied certain absolutely unique elements—
understandably so, since they were the first wave. And precisely 
because they still WERE the Supreme to such a great extent, each 
one felt he was the Supreme, and that was that. Only it wasn't quite 
sufficient, for the simple reason that they were already divided 
into four, and one single division is enough to make everything go 
wrong. It's readily understandable: it's not something essentially 
evil, but a question of wrong FUNCTIONING; it's not the substance, 
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not the essence. The essence isn't evil, but the functioning is 
faulty. But if you understand....

The words are so childish that if you tell this story to intelligent 
people, they look at you with pity—but it gives such a concrete 
grasp of the problem! It helped me a lot.

It was written in English and I am the one who translated it 
into French—into horrible French, perfectly ghastly, because I 
put in all the new words Théon had dreamed up. He had made 
a detailed description of all the faculties latent in man, and it 
was remarkable—but with such barbarous words! You can make 
up new words in English and get away with it, but in French it's 
utterly ridiculous. And there I was, very conscientiously putting 
them all in! Yet in terms of experience, it was splendid. It really 
was an experience—it came from Madame Théon's experiences 
in exteriorization. She had learned what Théon also taught me, 
to speak while you're in the seventh heaven (the body goes on 
speaking, rather slowly, in a rather low voice, but it works quite 
well). She would speak and a friend of hers, another English 
woman who was their secretary, would note it all down as she 
went along (I think she knew shorthand). And afterwards it was 
made into stories, told as stories. It was all shown to Sri Aurobindo 
and it greatly interested him. He even adopted some of the words 
into his own terminology.

The divisions and subdivisions of the being were described down 
to the slightest detail and with perfect precision. I went through 
the experience again on my own, without any preconceived ideas, 
just like that: leaving one body after the other, one body after the 
other, and so on twelve times.... And my experience—apart from 
certain quite negligible differences, doubtless due to differences in 
the receiving brain—was exactly the same.

[27 January 1962]



Thou hast woven the  
ignorant Mind into a screen

But Savitri answered to almighty Death: 
O dark-browed sophist of the universe 
Who veilst the Real with its own Idea, 
Hiding with brute objects Nature’s living face, 
Masking eternity with thy dance of death, 
Thou hast woven the ignorant Mind into a screen 
And made of Thought error’s purveyor and scribe, 
And a false witness of mind’s servant sense. ||141.2||

Now through Mind’s windows stares the demi-god 
Hidden behind the curtains of man’s soul: 
He has seen the Unknown, looked on Truth’s veilless face; 
A ray has touched him from the eternal Sun; 
Motionless, voiceless in foreseeing depths, 
He stands awake in Supernature’s light 
And sees a glory of arisen wings 
And sees the vast descending might of God. ||141.17||

This is Savitri’s reply to Death, not just rebutting his sophistry 
but bringing the light of revelation. He was arguing that the Ideal 
cannot be implemented in the earth’s stiffness of schemes where 
things are governed by a firm and inflexible law, the inconscience-
born law. And, then, the Ideal itself is a malady of the mind, tells 
Death, it is a delirium, a lofty fiction. He argues that Savitri is a 
misled soul driven by thought, she is an earthly creature with 
the funny dreams of heaven, and she must simply accept what 
is given to her by life, the Fate that is the lot of this helpless 
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creature, and finally the silence that comes by death, the word of 
cosmic Inane. It is a sad narrative of the human plight proceeding, 
rather going back, towards the unusual creative Nothingness; but 
Savitri at once dismisses the entire negativism that is locked in 
the person of Death. Her answer to the metaphysics of Death is, 
it is Death who himself is concealing the Ideal on which the world 
is built, is established, the Real-Idea. Poor Mind is employed by 
Death to screen out the bright face of Truth. Not that what Death 
is saying is wrong; but it is another Truth founded in another 
way. The Truth that is offered by Death is the Truth that slays, he 
following the Law of extermination, of Dissolution, Annihilation as 
the way to God. But Death also must know the Truth that saves. 
It is with a purpose that the Spirit moves in the immensities of the 
Dark, it is in the Abyss that there works untiringly the Power, the 
Force of God. It is a systematic effort, her effort that largely made 
possible the early beginnings of the evolutionary march, of Matter 
and Life and Mind; but of this march Mind is not the end, cannot 
be the end. There are ranges and sky-ranges of swiftly climbing 
consciousness beyond it, and they must enter into it. A thousand 
possibilities pre-exist in man and these have to come out in the 
wideness of expression. Man stood erect, he built life, he climbed 
the mountains, reached the high altitudes of earth, looked at the 
blue skies, saw heaven in the splendours of his soul; now there 
is in him the urge to bring the Unknown into the dynamism of his 
thoughts and actions and feelings. A golden ray has touched him 
from the eternal Sun, he has opened himself to the superconscient 
Light, he is able to receive the descending light and force of God. 
What Death is seeing, explains Savitri, is only an unfinished world, 
a world in a process, what he is seeing is not the end of all. In God 
concealed the world began to be. That is the glory of the dream of 
the purple sky. This world is God fulfilled even in outwardness. He 
is here constantly building his forms of magnificence.

□□□
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Yet Light is there; it stands at Nature’s doors: 
It holds a torch to lead the traveller in. ||141.53||

It waits to be kindled in our secret cells; 
It is a star lighting an ignorant sea, 
A lamp upon our poop piercing the night. ||141.54||

As knowledge grows Light flames up from within: 
It is a shining warrior in the mind, 
An eagle of dreams in the divining heart, 
An armour in the fight, a bow of God. ||141.55||

Then larger dawns arrive and Wisdom’s pomps 
Cross through the being’s dim, half-lighted fields; 
Philosophy climbs up Thought’s cloud-bank peaks 
And Science tears out Nature’s occult powers, 
Enormous jinns who serve a dwarf’s small needs, 
Exposes the sealed minutiae of her art 
And conquers her by her own captive force. ||141.56||

On heights unreached by mind’s most daring soar, 
Upon a dangerous edge of failing Time 
The soul draws back into its deathless Self; 
Man’s knowledge becomes God’s supernal Ray. ||141.57||

There is the mystic realm whence leaps the power 
Whose fire burns in the eyes of seer and sage; 
A lightning flash of visionary sight, 
It plays upon an inward verge of mind: 
Thought silenced gazes into a brilliant Void. ||141.58||

A voice comes down from mystic unseen peaks: 
A cry of splendour from a mouth of storm, 
It is the voice that speaks to night’s profound, 
It is the thunder and the flaming call. ||141.59||
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Above the planes that climb from nescient earth, 
A hand is lifted towards the Invisible’s realm, 
Beyond the superconscient’s blinding line 
And plucks away the screens of the Unknown; 
A spirit within looks into the Eternal’s eyes. ||141.60||

It hears the Word to which our hearts were deaf, 
It sees through the blaze in which our thoughts grew blind; 
It drinks from the naked breasts of glorious Truth, 
It learns the secrets of eternity. ||141.61||

Thus all was plunged into the riddling Night, 
Thus all is raised to meet a dazzling Sun. ||141.62||

□□□
Thou shalt not reject any man in thy habitation, for that too is thy 
commandment unto labour. Therefore in whatsoever sort do thou 
get thee great store of food. They say unto the stranger in their 
dwelling “Arise, the food is ready.” Was the food made ready at the 
beginning? To him also is food made ready in the beginning. Was 
the food made ready in the middle? To him also is food made ready 
in the middle. Was the food made ready at the end and last? To 
him also is the food made ready at the end and last, who hath this 
knowledge. As prosperity in speech, as getting and having in the 
main breath and the nether, as work in the hands, as movement 
in the feet, as discharge in the anus, these are the cognitions in 
the human. Then in the divine; as satisfaction in the rain, as force 
in the lightning, as splendour in the beasts, as brightness in the 
constellations, as procreation and bliss and death conquered in 
the organ of pleasure, as the All in Ether. Pursue thou Him as the 
firm foundation of things & thou shalt get thee firm foundation. 
Pursue Him as Mahas, thou shalt become Mighty; pursue Him as 
Mind, thou shalt become full of mind; pursue Him as adoration, thy 
desires shall bow down before thee; pursue Him as the Eternal, 
thou shalt become full of the Spirit; pursue Him as the destruction 
of the Eternal that rangeth abroad, thou shalt see thy rivals and 
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thy haters perish thick around thee and thy kin who loved thee 
not. The Spirit who is here in man and the Spirit who is there in 
the Sun, lo, it is One Spirit and there is no other. He who hath this 
knowledge, when he goeth from this world having passed to the 
Self which is of food; having passed to the Self which is of Prana; 
having passed to the Self which is of Mind; having passed to the 
Self which is of Knowledge; having passed to the Self which is of 
Bliss, lo he rangeth about the worlds and eateth what he will and 
taketh what shape he will and ever he singeth the mighty Sama. 
“Ho! ho! ho! I am food! I am food! I am food! I am the eater 
of food! I am the eater! I am the eater! I am he who maketh 
Scripture! I am he who maketh! I am he who maketh! I am the 
firstborn of the Law; before the gods were, I am, yea at the very 
heart of immortality. He who giveth me, verily he preserveth me; 
for I being food, eat him that eateth. I have conquered the whole 
world and possessed it, my light is as the sun in its glory.” Thus 
he singeth, who hath the knowledge. This verily is Upanishad, the 
secret of the Veda.

Together may He protect us, together may He possess us, together 
may we make unto us strength and virility! May our study be full 
of light and power! May we never hate! OM Peace! Peace! Peace! 
Hari OM!

[Taittiriya Upanishad: Bhrigu Valli]

□□□
I totally identified myself with Nature and I entered into her play. 
And this movement of identification brought forth a response, a 
new kind of intimacy between Nature and myself, a long movement 
of drawing ever nearer … .

Nature suddenly understood. She understood that this newborn 
Consciousness does not seek to reject her, but wants to embrace her 
entirely. She understood that this new spirituality does not stand 
apart from life, does not timorously recoil before the awesome 
richness of her movement, but on the contrary wants to integrate 
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all her facets. She understood that the supramental consciousness 
is not there to diminish her but to make her complete.

Then, from the supreme Reality came this command: ‘Awaken, 
O Nature, to the joy of collaboration.’ And suddenly, all Nature 
rushed forth in an immense bounding of joy, saying, ‘I accept! 
I will collaborate!’ And at the same time, there came a calm, an 
absolute tranquillity, to allow this receptacle, this body, to receive 
and contain without breaking and without losing anything of the 
Joy of Nature that was rushing forth in a movement of grateful 
recognition like an overwhelming flood. She accepted, she saw—
with all eternity before her—that this supramental consciousness 
would fulfill her more perfectly and impart a still greater force to 
her movement and more richness, more possibilities to her play.

And suddenly, as if resounding from every corner of the earth, I 
heard these great notes which are sometimes heard in the subtle 
physical—rather like those of Beethoven’s Concerto in D—which 
come at moments of great progress, as though fifty orchestras 
were bursting forth all at once without a single discordant note, 
to sound the joy of this new communion of Nature and Spirit, the 
meeting of old friends who, after a long separation, find each other 
once more.

Then came these words: ‘O Nature, Material Mother, thou hast 
said that thou wilt collaborate, and there is no limit to the splendor 
of this collaboration.’

And the radiant felicity of this splendour was perceived in a perfect 
peace.

[1 January 1958]

□□□
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Beyond the Silence

Out from the Silence, out from the Silence, 
Carrying with thee the ineffable Substance, 
Carrying with thee the splendour and wideness, 
Ascend, O Spirit immortal.

Assigning to Time its endless meaning, 
Blissful enter into the clasp of the Timeless.

Awake in the living Eternal, taken to the bosom of love of the 
Infinite, 
Live self-found in his endless completeness, 
Drowned in his joy and his sweetness, 
Thy heart close to the heart of the Godhead for ever.

Vast, God-possessing, embraced by the Wonderful, 
Lifted by the All-Beautiful into his infinite beauty, 
Love shall envelop thee endless and fathomless, 
Joy unimaginable, ecstasy illimitable, 
Knowledge omnipotent, Might omniscient, 
Light without darkness, Truth that is dateless.

One with the Transcendent, calm, universal, 
Single and free, yet innumerably living, 
All in thyself and thyself in all dwelling, 
Act in the world with thy being beyond it. …



Out of the Void this 
grand creation rose

Then leaving to its grief the human heart, 
Abandoning speech and the name-determined realms, 
Through a gleaming far-seen sky of wordless thought, 
Through naked thought-free heavens of absolute sight, 
She climbs to the summits where the unborn Idea 
Remembering the future that must be 
Looks down upon the works of labouring Force, 
Immutable above the world it made. ||142.17||

This was the aim, this the supernal Law, 
Nature’s allotted task when beauty-drenched 
In dim mist waters of inconscient sleep, 
Out of the Void this grand creation rose,— 
For this the Spirit came into the Abyss 
And charged with its power Matter’s unknowing Force, 
In Night’s bare session to cathedral light 
In Death’s realm repatriate immortality. ||142.19||

Savitri is giving a lesson in Bliss to Death who stands there for the 
annihilation of all that exists, for the dissolution of the creation. 
But not for sorrow and suffering but for joy was it made, for its 
continuing growth in the possibilities of the Inexhaustible. Not 
cessation but achievement and realization is the will behind it, the 
will working in the greatness of delight. A hidden Bliss is at the 
root of things. There is a joy in all that meets the sense, a joy in 
all experience of the soul, the sun of beauty and the sun of power 
shine in the sky and flood the earth with their presence. Everything 
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is prepared for the earth, that Truth may breathe a living life here. 
Time and Space thrill to the song of her sweetness. It is then 
that Truth herself climbs to the higher summits of absolute sight, 
reaches the unborn Idea. In that Truth is poised the creative urge, 
the aim for which all exists. Not of its own from the Void but out of 
the Void arose this grand creation, the miracle that shall reveal its 
secret in the moods and movements of the true and the beautiful 
and the joyous. There is the purpose of the Spirit entering into the 
dim and dark Abyss, the purpose in the delight of manifestation, 
of the One becoming Many, bahūsyām. The business of Night and 
Death shall then collapse, they who had until then a role to play 
shall cease to exist. It is that will which proves to be greater, more 
powerful than the actions of Fate and Time and Ignorance. It is 
Love that proves to be stronger and ever-enduring than Death. 
Love is the Transcendent’s glory and it is that which must shine on 
earth, Love the lien on the Absolute. Such is the Anthem of Felicity 
Savitri is singing, the Song of eternal Joy.

□□□
The essence of all life is the movement of a universal and immortal 
existence, the essence of all sensation and emotion is the play 
of a universal and self-existent delight in being, the essence of 
all thought and perception is the radiation of a universal and all-
pervading truth, the essence of all activity is the progression of a 
universal and self-effecting good.

But the play and movement embodies itself in a multiplicity 
of forms, a variation of tendencies, an interplay of energies. 
Multiplicity permits of the interference of a determinative and 
temporarily deformative factor, the individual ego; and the nature 
of the ego is a self-limitation of consciousness by a willed ignorance 
of the rest of its play and its exclusive absorption in one form, one 
combination of tendencies, one field of the movement of energies. 
Ego is the factor which determines the reactions of error, sorrow, 
pain, evil, death; for it gives these values to movements which 
would otherwise be represented in their right relation to the one 
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Existence, Bliss, Truth and Good. By recovering the right relation 
we may eliminate the ego-determined reactions, reducing them 
eventually to their true values; and this recovery can be effected 
by the right participation of the individual in the consciousness of 
the totality and in the consciousness of the transcendent which the 
totality represents.

[The Life Divine]

□□□
The Lord of Delight conquers the third status; he maintains and 
governs according to the Soul of universality; like a hawk, a kite 
he settles on the vessel and uplifts it, a finder of the Light he 
manifests the fourth status and cleaves to the ocean that is the 
billowing of those waters.

[Rig Veda IX:96.18-19]

□□□
It’s likely that... it’s likely that I couldn’t have borne this work, I 
would have left my body; it was too natural to .... But ... I didn’t 
take the precaution of really pulling the Force into the body.... I 
might say that my body had too much (probably the way of seeing 
and reacting to the material world), too much ... Extremely rarely 
in my life—extremely rarely did I have Ananda in the physical 
body. It’s only when I would see beautiful things, that it, certain 
moments of contact with Nature—then I had it—but otherwise all 
my life there was never ... an occasion for Ananda.

[12 September 1970]

□□□
Savitri is arguing with Death from every angle of Truth but Death 
the Denier refuses to accept the spiritual truth of things she is 
showing to him. He even knows it but does not accept it. She even 
tells him that the great stars burn with her unceasing fire, that life 
and death are the fuel of that great fire; not only life but death 
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also go to make that fuel. If she would go by life alone that would 
prove a blind attempt to love:

Life only was my blind attempt to love: 
Earth saw my struggle, heaven my victory; 
All shall be seized, transcended; there shall kiss 
Casting their veils before the marriage fire 
The eternal bridegroom and eternal bride. ||142.93||

But Death is not convinced. Savitri has failed to win over him, the 
debate proving a stalemate, logomachy has become infructuous. 
Under these grim circumstances she retires into her House of 
Meditation. There she sees a constant Yajna going on.

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. ||142.102||

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. ||142.103||

For only there could dwell the soul’s firm truth: 
Imperishable, a tongue of sacrifice, 
It flamed unquenched upon the central hearth 
Where burns for the high house-lord and his mate 
The homestead’s sentinel and witness fire 
From which the altars of the gods are lit. ||142.104||

Here the House-Lord or Yajna-Purusha is Truth-Being himself with 
Consciousness-Force or Adya-Shakti as his Spouse, they engaged 
in the dynamic movement of the Manifestation. He is the House-
Lord or Yajamān and she the Consort or Yajamānin participating 
in the great Yajna or Sacrifice, they Yogeshwara and Yogeshwari 
in the Yoga-Yajna of the Creation. The incarnation of Adya Shakti 
in the human body as Savitri to do the transformative Yoga of the 



Running through Savitri 582

Supreme in the earth-consciousness forelights the certitude of its 
success. This Adya Shakti takes birth in our mortality and accepts 
the name of Savitri. Consort of Brahma in the Transcendent if she 
is known as Gayatri, then here as the Truth-Being’s or Satyavan's 
beloved she becomes Savitri.

The Yajna-offerings in Savitri’s House of Meditation has changed 
the entire course of events. She is now the leader of the march. 
She was seeing a deadlock in her ‘arguments’ with Death. These 
were not really arguments as in a debate but powers hurled by the 
opponents upon each other. These powers proved unavailing in 
spite of Savitri chanting the Hymn of Felicity, the Anthem of Love. 
Now the march continues into yet deeper regions of strangeness. 
Savitri demands of the huge god as to what worth are those 
ancient laws if they help not the aspiring soul of man.

Now the Goddess in Savitri began growing visible; mortality 
started disappearing from her. She gives a lesson to Death in the 
hierarchy of planes of consciousness in this cosmic extension. 
There is a plan even in the Inconscience. There is a purpose, that 
the supreme Truth has wrapped herself in the shroud of Matter, the 
thick shroud of Death and Ignorance in order to be. That made the 
suns blaze in the sky, that made knowledge a struggling light, that 
made being a nescient substance, that made bliss the beauty of 
insentience. Truth supreme, vast and impersonal, enters into the 
hour and the circumstance. If only Death could meet her! If only 
he see her glorious face! It will be wisdom on the part of Death to 
clasp her and cease to be. Then will the life upon earth be the life 
divine. Death makes himself bold and asks Savitri the last time—
to show him the face of the Mighty Mother if she is seated within 
her, if she is one. He felt the sound of infinity in her commanding 
voice, he felt in her mortal limbs the beauty and the strength 
that come from another splendour. But he also insisted that love 
and sweetness are futile wanting strength. Death’s problem is, if 
Truth supreme transcends its shadow, then there doesn’t seem to 
be any bridge to cross the gulf created by herself. Can Savitri do 
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it? She is a human claimant to immortality, but her claim can be 
established only she should also possesses power to do it. This is 
essentially asking Savitri if the Mighty Mother resides in her. In 
that case she must reveal her to him. Then can the dead return. 
Savitri answers not but a mighty transformation comes upon her, 
and all the centres of her subtle physical open out to rush of the 
divine Force. Thus changed, she waits for the Word to speak. She 
hails the almighty and victorious Death, the grandiose Darkness 
of the Infinite. He is her perfection’s shadow and her instrument. 
But now time has come for him to stand aside, and leave the path 
of the incarnate Force to do her work. A pressure of intolerable 
Force weighs upon this Shadow-Being who is but the embodied 
Nothingness. His body gets eaten by light, his spirit devoured. He 
calls to Night, he calls to Hell, but finds no help coming from them. 
He then vanishes in the swift retreating Night. The original cause 
for which he was standing gets dissolved. He was there between 
Satyavan and Savitri but now with his disappearance they stand 
alone.
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Apart amid the mortal multitudes, 
He calls the Godhead incommunicable 
To be the lover of his lonely soul 
Or casts his spirit into its void embrace, 
Or he finds his copy in the impartial All; 
He imparts to the Immobile his own will, 
Attributes to the Eternal wrath and love 
And to the Ineffable lends a thousand names. ||144.9||

This is the voice of Death denying the possibilities of the timeless 
entering into time. How can it be, asks he. Here Nature gives to 
the sin of being and the error in things the power of inevitability, a 
habit which itself is disastrous. If Nature is fixed in her modes, how 
can man change? He is tied to her and if he could free himself from 
her he might be able to cross the limits. But his heart’s prayer does 
not avail anything, vain is his hope, and disappointed he turns to 
the Void. That is man. He would like to merge into the Nothingness 
and be happy in it. Word would end in silence and calm Nirvana be 
his release. Death the Denier goes even to the extent of accusing 
the Eternal. Savitri should not dream, tells he, of calling God down 
in this mortal creation. All go by the laws of Nature and she should 
follow them. She should not think of planting living Truth on earth, 
that which cannot happen. It is absurd on her part to entertain the 
notion of changing the world God has made with Nature’s laws.

□□□
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Sri Aurobindo speaks of the “sardonic rictus on God’s face.”

Nothing could be relied on to remain: 
Joy nurtured tears and good an evil proved, 
But never out of evil one plucked good: 
Love ended early in hate, delight killed with pain, 
Truth into falsity grew and death ruled life. ||56.16||

A Power that laughed at the mischief of the world, 
An irony that joined the world’s contraries 
And flung them into each other’s arms to strive, 
Put a sardonic rictus on God’s face. ||56.17||

I wanted to see this “sardonic laugh” of the Lord! So I looked, 
and instead of a sardonic laugh, I saw a face ... with such a deep 
sorrow—so deep, so grave—and full of such compassion.... It’s 
after that that I said: “Falsehood is the sorrow of the Lord.” It was 
naturally based on the experience that everything is the Lord—
there is nothing that cannot be the Lord. So what is this “sardonic” 
smile? ... I was looking at that, and then I saw this face.

I did the sketch: Falsehood is the sorrow of the Lord.

Sri Aurobindo had the feeling or the sensation that what was farthest 
from the Lord (I always base myself now on that experience, which 
is very concrete in its sensation, of the “nearness” or “farness”—it 
isn’t a farness in feelings, not that, it’s like a material fact; yet it 
isn’t located in space), well, Sri Aurobindo, for his part, felt that 
the farthest was cruelty. That’s what he felt farthest from; that 
vibration seemed to him the farthest from that of the Lord.

And yet, it sounds bizarre but in cruelty one can still feel, 
distorted, the vibration of Love; far behind or deep within that 
vibration of cruelty, there is still, distorted, the vibration of Love. 
And Falsehood—the real Falsehood that doesn’t arise from fear or 
anything of the sort, that has no reason behind it—real Falsehood, 
the negation of Truth (the WILLED negation of Truth), is, to me, 
something completely black and inert. That’s the feeling it gives 
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me. It is black, blacker than the blackest coal, and inert—inert, 
without any response. …

The far end of the Manifestation (assuming that there was 
a progressive descent ... there may have been one, I don’t 
know—there have been so many perceptions of what happened, 
sometimes contradictory, always incomplete and humanized), but 
if you consider the aspect of evolution, you tend to consider a far 
end from which you proceed to another far end (it’s obviously 
childish, but anyway ...), or an extreme way of being that grows 
towards the opposite Extreme Way of Being; well, what seems 
to me the blackest and most inert, the total negation of “that” to 
which we aspire, is what constitutes Falsehood.

In other words, this is perhaps what I call Falsehood; because 
falsehood in the human way is always mixed with all kinds of 
things—but Falsehood proper is this. It is the assertion that the 
Divine does not exist, Life does not exist, Light does not exist, 
Love does not exist, Progress does not exist—Light, Life, Love do 
not exist. A negative nothingness, a dark nothingness. And it may 
be this that clung to evolution and made Darkness, which denied 
Light, Death, which denied Life, and Hatred, Cruelty and all that, 
which denied Love—but this is already diluted, it’s already in a 
diluted state, there has already been a mixture.

Oh, if we wanted to make poetry (it’s no longer a philosophical or 
spiritual way of seeing, but a pictorial way), we could imagine a 
Lord who is a totality of all the possible and impossible possibilities, 
in quest of a Purity and Perfection that can never be reached and 
are ever progressive ... and the Lord would get rid of all in the 
Manifestation that weighs down His unfolding—He would begin with 
the nastiest. You see it?... Total Night, total Unconsciousness, total 
Hatred (no, hatred still implies that Love exists), the incapacity to 
feel. Nothingness.
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We’re on the way. I still have a little bit of it [that total 
Unconsciousness] left. Ah, let’s get to work.

[8 January  1964]

□□□
Sin and Error

O! Holy night! The stars, their gleams prolonging, 
Watch o’er the eve of our dear Saviour’s birth.

Long lay the world in sin and error, longing 
For His appearance, then the Spirit felt its worth.

A thrill of hope; the weary world rejoices, 
For yonder breaks a new and glorious morn.

Fall on your knees! O hear the angel voices!

O night divine, the night when Christ was Born; 
O night, O holy night, O night divine!

Led by the light of faith serenely beaming, 
With glowing hearts we stand by the Babe adored.

O’er the world a star is sweetly gleaming, 
And come now, Shepherds, from your flocks unboard.

The Son of God lay thus within lowly manger; 
In all our trials born to be our Lord.

He knows our need, our weakness never lasting, 
Behold your King! By Him, let Earth accord!

Behold your King! By Him, let Earth accord!

Truly He taught us to love one another, 
His law is love and His gospel is peace.
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Long live His truth, and may it last forever, 
For in His name all discordant noise shall cease.

Sweet hymns of joy in grateful chorus raise us, 
With all our hearts we praise His holy name.

Christ is the Lord! Then ever, ever praise we, 
His power and glory evermore proclaim!

His power and glory evermore proclaim!

□□□
Original sin, also called ancestral sin, is the Christian doctrine of 
humanity’s state of sin resulting from the fall of man, stemming from 
Adam’s rebellion in Eden. This condition has been characterized in 
many ways, ranging from something as insignificant as a slight 
deficiency, or a tendency toward sin yet without collective guilt, 
referred to as a “sin nature”, to something as drastic as total 
depravity or automatic guilt of all humans through collective guilt.

The concept of original sin was first alluded to in the 2nd century 
by Irenaeus, Bishop of Lyons in his controversy with certain dualist 
Gnostics. Other church fathers such as Augustine also developed 
the doctrine, seeing it as based on the New Testament teaching of 
Paul the Apostle (Romans 5:12–21 and 1 Corinthians 15:22) and the 
Old Testament verse of Psalm 51:5. Tertullian, Cyprian, Ambrose 
and Ambrosiaster considered that humanity shares in Adam’s 
sin, transmitted by human generation. Augustine’s formulation 
of original sin was popular among Protestant reformers, such 
as Martin Luther and John Calvin, who equated original sin with 
concupiscence, affirming that it persisted even after baptism and 
completely destroyed freedom. Within Roman Catholicism, the 
Jansenist movement, which the Church then declared heretical, 
also maintained that original sin destroyed freedom of will. On the 
other hand, some modern Protestants deny that the doctrine has 
a basis in Scripture.
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Jewish theologians have taught that in Genesis 8:21 and 6:5-8, 
God recognized that Adam’s sins are his alone. Instead Adam is 
recognized, by some, as having brought death into the world by 
eating the forbidden fruit. Because of his sin, his descendants 
will live a mortal life, which will end in death of their bodies. The 
doctrine of “inherited sin” is not found in most of mainstream 
Judaism. Although some in Orthodox Judaism place blame 
on Adam for overall corruption of the world, and though there 
were some Jewish teachers in Talmudic times who believed that 
death was a punishment brought upon humanity on account of 
Adam’s sin, that is not the dominant view in most of Judaism 
today. Modern Judaism generally teaches that humans are born 
sin-free and untainted, and choose to sin later and bring suffering 
to themselves. The concept of inherited sin is also not found in 
any real form in Islam. Some interpretations of original sin are 
rejected by other Christian theologies.

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Original_sin



A great surreal dragon in the skies

Or is Truth aught but a high starry name, 
Or a vague and splendid word by which man’s thought 
Sanctions and consecrates his nature’s choice, 
The heart’s wish donning knowledge as its robe, 
The cherished idea elect among the elect, 
Thought’s favourite mid the children of half-light 
Who high-voiced crowd the playgrounds of the mind 
Or people its dormitories in infant sleep? ||146.7||

All things hang here between God’s yes and no, 
Two Powers real but to each other untrue, 
Two consort stars in the mooned night of mind 
That towards two opposite horizons gaze, 
The white head and black tail of the mystic drake, 
The swift and the lame foot, wing strong, wing broken 
Sustaining the body of the uncertain world, 
A great surreal dragon in the skies. ||146.8||

Thus man at once is animal and god, 
A disparate enigma of God’s mate 
Unable to free the Godhead’s form within, 
A being less than himself, yet something more, 
The aspiring animal, the frustrate god, 
Yet neither beast nor deity but man, 
But man tied to the kind earth’s labour strives to exceed, 
Climbing the stairs of God to higher Things. ||146.11||
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Notwithstanding Savitri’s robust hard-wearing truth-arguments, 
incorrigible Death remains unshaken in his position and in his 
action; in his view the iron laws of Nature cannot be changed, that 
these must be obeyed, it is in them that the order of the world runs 
safe. He has a point. Savitri might be someone else, someone else 
concealing herself behind a human mask, even if she is the Mother 
of the worlds, the imperative is the cosmic Law, its inexorable-
inescapable application, and she must go by it, she must abide by 
it. She must understand that even the gods go by it, they do not 
escape it. Truth’s freer-happier working is not for today, no, not in 
the present inconscient-context of this world; in the given nature 
of things there is no place for the Truth. And what is Truth after 
all, asks he. And can she be found in the fallacious images, in the 
images that are but creations of the vicious sense? Truth cannot 
walk in the market-place, in the streets of Time. Truth has no 
house to live here. Could it be that the Truth is just a high starry 
name, a vague and splendid word by which man amuses himself, 
a heart which puts on the dress of knowledge, a cherished idea. 
There is nothing certain here, there is nothing enduring here, and 
all hangs between God’s yes and no, between the two Powers, a 
mystic drake with white head of the spirit and with a black tail of 
matter, of creation and dissolution, a surreal dragon in the sky 
with a swift foot and a lame foot, wing strong and wing broken. 
All in this world is true and all is at the same time false. That 
leaves man half-animal and half-god. He becomes an incongruent 
enigma, an aspiring creature but only a frustrate god. He is tied 
to the earth-kind but hopes to exceed himself, wishes to climb 
the stairs of God to higher realms, strives to climb the ascending 
slopes of heaven. But the fact is, eternal Truth lives not with the 
mortal man. Does that Truth dwell in the soul of Savitri? If she can 
show her to him he might give Satyavan back to her.

□□□
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, 
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The white-fire dragon bird of endless bliss 
Drifting with burning wings above her days: 
Heaven’s tranquil shield guarded the missioned child. ||4.5||

□□□
In the deep subconscient glowed her jewel-lamp; 
Lifted, it showed the riches of the Cave 
Where, by the miser traffickers of sense 
Unused, guarded beneath Night’s dragon paws, 
In folds of velvet darkness draped they sleep 
Whose priceless value could have saved the world. ||8.28||

□□□
Here meanwhile at the Spirit’s opposite pole 
In the mystery of the deeps that God has built 
For his abode below the Thinker’s sight, 
In this compromise of a stark absolute Truth 
With the Light that dwells near the dark end of things, 
In this tragi-comedy of divine disguise, 
This long far seeking for joy ever near, 
In the grandiose dream of which the world is made, 
In this gold dome on a black dragon base, 
The conscious Force that acts in Nature’s breast, 
A dark-robed labourer in the cosmic scheme 
Carrying clay images of unborn gods, 
Executrix of the inevitable Idea 
Hampered, enveloped by the hoops of Fate, 
Patient trustee of slow eternal Time, 
Absolves from hour to hour her secret charge. ||12.33||

□□□
Opponent of that glory of escape, 
The black Inconscient swung its dragon tail 
Lashing a slumberous Infinite by its force 
Into the deep obscurities of form: 
Death lay beneath him like a gate of sleep. ||20.10||

□□□



A great surreal dragon in the skies 593

An insect hedonism fluttered and crawled 
And basked in a sunlit Nature’s surface thrills, 
And dragon raptures, python agonies 
Crawled in the marsh and mire and licked the sun. ||41.4||

□□□
In the sleepy splendour of her noons he saw, 
A perpetual repetition through the hours, 
Thought’s dance of dragon-flies on mystery’s stream 
That skim but never test its murmurs’ race, 
And heard the laughter of her rose desires 
Running as if to escape from longed-for hands, 
Jingling sweet anklet-bells of fantasy. ||52.17||

□□□
An inexorable evil’s worshipper, 
She made vileness great and sublimated filth; 
A dragon power of reptile energies 
And strange epiphanies of grovelling Force 
And serpent grandeurs couching in the mire 
Drew adoration to a gleam of slime. ||58.14||

□□□
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. ||81.21||

□□□
An inert Soul and a somnambulist Force 
Have made a world estranged from life and thought; 
The Dragon of the dark foundations keeps 
Unalterable the law of Chance and Death; 
On his long way through Time and Circumstance 
The grey-hued riddling nether shadow-Sphinx, 
Her dreadful paws upon the swallowing sands, 
Awaits him armed with the soul-slaying word: 
Across his path sits the dim camp of Night. ||89.29||

□□□
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All this streamed past her and seemed to her vision’s sight 
As if around a high and voiceless isle 
A clamour of waters from far unknown hills, 
Swallowed its narrow banks in crowding waves 
And made a hungry world of white wild foam: 
Hastening, a dragon with a million feet, 
Its foam and cry, a drunken giant’s din, 
Tossing a mane of Darkness into God’s sky, 
It ebbed receding into a distant roar; 
Then smiled again a large and tranquil air: 
Blue heaven, green earth, partners of Beauty’s reign, 
Lived as of old, companions in happiness; 
And in the world’s heart laughed the joy of life. ||118.58||

□□□
But on a failing edge of dumb lost space 
Still a great dragon body sullenly loomed; 
Adversary of the slow struggling Dawn 
Defending its ground of tortured mystery, 
It trailed its coils through the dead martyred air 
And curving fled down a grey slope of Time. ||138.19||

□□□
All things hang here between God’s yes and no, 
Two Powers real but to each other untrue, 
Two consort stars in the mooned night of mind 
That towards two opposite horizons gaze, 
The white head and black tail of the mystic drake, 
The swift and the lame foot, wing strong, wing broken 
Sustaining the body of the uncertain world, 
A great surreal dragon in the skies. ||146.8||

□□□
This Vedic imagery [of a surreal dragon] throws a clear light on the 
similar symbolic images of the Puranas, especially on the famous 
symbol of Vishnu sleeping after the pralaya on the folds of the 
snake Ananta upon the ocean of sweet milk. It may perhaps be 
objected that the Puranas were written by superstitious Hindu 
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priests or poets who believed that eclipses were caused by a dragon 
eating the sun and moon and could easily believe that during the 
periods of non-creation the supreme Deity in a physical body went 
to sleep on a physical snake upon a material ocean of real milk 
and that therefore it is a vain ingenuity to seek for a spiritual 
meaning in these fables. My reply would be that there is in fact no 
need to seek for such meanings; for these very superstitious poets 
have put them there plainly on the very surface of the fable for 
everybody to see who does not choose to be blind. For they have 
given a name to Vishnu’s snake, the name Ananta, and Ananta 
means the Infinite; therefore they have told us plainly enough that 
the image is an allegory and that Vishnu, the all- pervading Deity, 
sleeps in the periods of non-creation on the coils of the Infinite. 
As for the ocean, the Vedic imagery shows us that it must be the 
ocean of eternal existence and this ocean of eternal existence is 
an ocean of absolute sweetness, in other words, of pure Bliss. 
For the sweet milk (itself a Vedic image) has, evidently, a sense 
not essentially different from the madhu, honey or sweetness, of 
Vamadeva’s hymn.

□□□
The hymn of the Rishi Vamadeva to the All-Gods:

Who of you is our deliverer? who our defender? O Earth and 
Heaven, free from division, deliver us; rescue, O Mitra, O 
Varuna, from the mortality that is too strong for us! Who of 
you, O gods, confirms for us the supreme good in the march 
of the sacrifice? They who illumine our high original seats, 
they who limitless in knowledge dawn out putting away our 
darkness, it is they, imperishable all-ordainers, who order 
them for us; thinkers out of the Truth, they shine forth in light, 
achievers. I seek for my companion by the words illumining 
the flowing river Aditi, she who is the divine felicity. O Night 
and Dawn unconquerable, so do ye make it that both the Days 
shall utterly protect us. Aryaman and Varuna distinguish the 
Path, and Agni lord of the impulsion, the path of the happy 
goal. O Indra and Vishnu, affirmed, extend to us perfectly 
the peace in which are the Powers, the mighty protection. I 
embrace the increasings of Parvata and of the Maruts and of 
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Bhaga, our divine deliverer. May the master of things protect 
us from the sin of the world and Mitra keep us far from the sin 
against Mitra. Now shall one affirm the goddesses Earth and 
Heaven with the Dragon of the foundation by all the things 
desired that we must obtain; as if to possess that Ocean by 
their wide ranging they have uncovered the (hidden) rivers 
that are voiceful with the burning Light. May goddess Aditi 
with the gods protect us, may the divine Deliverer deliver us, 
unremitting; let us not diminish the foundation of Mitra and 
Varuna and the high level of Agni. Agni is the lord of that vast 
substance of riches and perfected enjoyment; he lavishes on 
us those abundances. O Dawn, voice of the Truth, queen of 
plenitude, bring to us the many desirable boons, thou who 
hast in thee all their plenty. To that goal may Savitri, Bhaga, 
Varuna, Mitra, Aryaman, Indra move aright for us with riches 
of our felicity.

[The Secret of the Veda]

□□□
A vertiginous rapidity of progress in many directions. The attack 
of obscurity, resistance of the universal inconscience, refusal of 
the universal inertia, obstruction and conservatism of the material 
negation are beginning to lessen and even where they persist 
and intervene, cannot resist the progress. The past effects may 
still continue for a time, the future is not theirs. The four Powers 
that resisted now appear more clearly, the Dragon of the nether 
foundations who preserves the old Law intact till the will of the 
Supreme is manifested, the Sphinx of the eternal questioning, 
the Night of the eternal negation, the Rock (stone Purusha, inert 
Shiva) of the eternal inertia. Still they are there, but a first victory 
has been assured against them.

[Thursday Jan 1927: Record of Yoga]

□□□
Indra, the Divine Mind, as the shaper of mental forms has for his 
assistants, his artisans, the Ribhus, human powers who by the 
work of sacrifice and their brilliant ascension to the high dwelling-
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place of the Sun have attained to immortality and help mankind to 
repeat their achievement. They shape by the mind Indra’s horses, 
the chariot of the Ashwins, the weapons of the Gods, all the means 
of the journey and the battle. But as giver of the Light of Truth 
and as Vritra-slayer Indra is aided by the Maruts, who are powers 
of will and nervous or vital Force that have attained to the light 
of thought and the voice of self-expression. They are behind all 
thought and speech as its impellers and they battle towards the 
Light, Truth and Bliss of the supreme Consciousness.

There are also female energies; for the Deva is both Male and 
Female and the gods also are either activising souls or passively 
executive and methodising energies. Aditi, infinite Mother of the 
Gods, comes first; and there are besides five powers of the Truth-
consciousness,—Mahi or Bharati, the vast Word that brings us all 
things out of the divine source; Ila, the strong primal word of 
the Truth who gives us its active vision; Saraswati, its streaming 
current and the word of its inspiration; Sarama, the Intuition, 
hound of heaven who descends into the cavern of the subconscient 
and finds there the concealed illuminations; Dakshina, whose 
function is to discern rightly, dispose the action and the offering 
and distribute in the sacrifice to each godhead its portion. Each 
god, too, has his female energy.

All this action and struggle and ascension is supported by Heaven 
our Father and Earth our Mother, Parents of the Gods, who sustain 
respectively the purely mental and psychic and the physical 
consciousness. Their large and free scope is the condition of our 
achievement. Vayu, master of life, links them together by the mid-
air, the region of vital force. And there are other deities,—Parjanya, 
giver of the rain of heaven; Dadhikravan, the divine war-horse, a 
power of Agni; the mystic Dragon of the Foundations; Trita Aptya 
who on the third plane of existence consummates our triple being; 
and more besides.

[Hymns to the Mystic Fire]

□□□
... You know, queer things are happening here. There are certain 
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things that literally disappear, and then, after a few days, they 
reappear! I prefer to exhaust all material explanations before 
making other suppositions. But even someone like Madame David-
Neel herself told me an experience of that sort. I was explaining 
something to her and she replied, “I am not surprised, because 
the same thing happened to me....” She had a jewel (it was the 
time when she used to wear jewels) which she used to keep at 
the top of a box (inside the box, but at its top). It was a Chinese 
dragon, and she wanted to wear it one evening. She opened the 
box, the jewel wasn’t there anymore (yet the box was locked 
inside a cupboard, and there wasn’t any sign of theft). She tried, 
she searched for it, she couldn’t find it. Then, four or five days 
afterwards, she opened the box again, and there was the jewel, 
just where it was supposed to be!

But the same thing happened to me. At the time, I used to go up 
on the terrace and I would take a parasol. I looked for it, couldn’t 
find it. I took another one and went upstairs. Then—two days 
later, it was there!

Things like that happen.... Probably little beings having fun. Do 
you know the story of Sri Aurobindo and the clocks?

Before he broke his leg, Sri Aurobindo used to walk from the street 
over there up to the garden here, straight through the rooms for 
a precise length of time. And to make sure he didn’t walk for too 
long or too short a time, he had four wall clocks placed at a certain 
distance from each other, all synchronized; the last one was here 
and the first one was in his room, near him. One day, as he was 
walking as usual, he looked at the first clock: stopped; he looks at 
the second clock (he used to wind them himself): stopped, at the 
same time; looks at the third clock: stopped, at the same time; 
the fourth clock: stopped, at the same time. I was meditating at 
the time, and I heard him exclaim, Oh, that is a bad joke! And ... 
they all started up again one after the other.

That I saw with my own eyes (and he wasn’t under any illusions, 
nor was I). I asked him, “What happened?” He told me, “See, all 
the clocks have stopped,” and ... all the clocks started up again.

[31 July 1964]



In finite things the  
conscious Infinite dwells

In finite things the conscious Infinite dwells: 
Involved it sleeps in Matter’s helpless trance, 
It rules the world from its sleeping senseless Void; 
Dreaming it throws out mind and heart and soul 
To labour crippled, bound, on the hard earth; 
A broken whole it works through scattered points; 
Its gleaming shards are Wisdom’s diamond thoughts, 
Its shadowy reflex our ignorance. ||146.39||

Above the stretch and blaze of cosmic Sight, 
Above the silence of the wordless Thought, 
Formless creator of immortal forms, 
Nameless, investitured with the name divine, 
Transcending Time’s hours, transcending Timelessness, 
The Mighty Mother sits in lucent calm 
And holds the eternal Child upon her knees, 
Attending the day when he shall speak to Fate. ||146.56||

Savitri is giving a lesson to Death about the hidden Intelligence 
that works in the cosmic scheme of operation. She tells him that 
Mind cannot be the last summit of achievement, and that there 
are ranges and ranges climbing to the superconscient realms. It is 
the Truth supreme who has brought out this creation, and behind 
it she has a purpose in her mind. It is because of her that the suns 
burn through silent Space, knowledge has become a veiled and 
struggling light, and Being has become nescient substance, and 
Bliss the beauty of insentience. And in the finite things there ever 
dwells the Infinite. It is there that the soul grows, giving to the 
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body its strength, its magnificence, a meaning to life. Man’s arrival 
is a significant event in the running stream of consciousness, he 
waking to spiritual mind. There are radiant altitudes living in the 
lustre of Infinity. There is no end to the climbing planes of the 
spiritual mind, even as beyond the physical-rational rise the higher, 
the illumined, the intuitive, and the global overmind, worlds poised 
to reach at the top the transcendental. There the Truth supreme 
in her full omnipotence and omniscience and alone, listens to the 
Unmanifest till the Unknown is known and the Unseen seen by 
man. There beyond the stretch of cosmic Sight sits in lucent calm 
the Mighty Mother with the concern for this creation. She holds 
upon her knees the Child-Soul, the Soul of the Earth, till it shall 
speak to Fate, till there shall dawn the day for which the long night 
awaits. There is the Truth, there is Love, there is Bliss, there is the 
Beauty that must appear in Nature. There perfection has its origin 
in Eternity, there body is made of spirit stuff. But only if can be 
seen by Death! But Death respects not knowledge; he respects 
strength only. He understands power and not philosophy. That is 
what Savitri must show to him.

□□□
Here are the ranges of the spiritual Mind—the Overhead planes 
constituting the Vedic ascending slopes of heaven:

A graduality of Ascent

There is the graduality of ascent, an increasing and deepening 
communication with light and power, a scale of intensities which 
can be regarded as so many stairs in the ascension of Mind or in a 
descent into Mind from That which is beyond it.

Upraised Estates of Mind

On summit Mind are radiant altitudes 
Exposed to the lustre of Infinity, 
Outskirts and dependences of the house of Truth, 
Upraised estates of Mind and measureless. ||146.48||

There man can visit but there he cannot live. ||146.49||
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Truth-Thought

We become aware of a sealike downpour of masses of a 
spontaneous knowledge which assumes the nature of Thought but 
has a different character. Not the seeking or mental construction, 
no labour of speculation or difficult discovery, but it is spontaneous 
knowledge from a Higher Mind that seems to be in possession 
of Truth. One observes that this Thought is capable of including 
at once a mass of knowledge in a single view; it has a cosmic 
character, not the stamp of an individual thinking.

A Cosmic Thought

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. ||146.50||

But higher still can climb the ascending light; ||146.51||

Truth-Sight

Beyond this Truth-Thought we can distinguish a greater illumination 
instinct with an increased power and intensity and driving force, a 
luminosity of the nature of Truth-Sight with thought formulation as 
a minor and dependent activity. We may compare the action of the 
Higher Mind to a composed and steady sunshine, the energy of the 
Illumined Mind beyond it to an outpouring of massive lightnings of 
flaming sun-stuff.

Vasts of Vision

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; 
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The heart glows, an illuminate and seer, 
And sense is kindled into identity. ||146.51||

Truth-Force

Still beyond can be met a yet greater power of the Truth-Force, 
an intimate and exact Truth-vision, Truth-thought, Truth-sense, 
Truth-feeling, Truth-action, to which we can give in a special sense 
the name of Intuition; yet what we actually know as intuition is 
only one special movement of self-existent knowledge. This 
imparts to our intuitions something of its own distinct character 
and is very clearly an intermediary of a greater Truth-Light with 
which our mind cannot directly communicate.

Intuition’s Lightnings

A highest flight climbs to a deepest view: 
In a wide opening of its native sky 
Intuition’s lightnings range in a bright pack 
Hunting all hidden truths out of their lairs, 
Its fiery edge of seeing absolute 
Cleaves into locked unknown retreats of self, 
Rummages the sky-recesses of the brain, 
Lights up the occult chambers of the heart; 
Its spear-point ictus of discovery 
Pressed on the cover of name, the screen of form, 
Strips bare the secret soul of all that is. ||146.52||

Thought there has revelation’s sun-bright eyes; 
The Word, a mighty and inspiring Voice, 
Enters Truth’s inmost cabin of privacy 
And tears away the veil from God and life. ||146.53||

Overmind

At the source of this Intuition we discover a superconscient cosmic 
Mind in direct contact with the supramental Truth-Consciousness, 
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an Overmind that covers as with the wide wings of some creative 
Oversoul this whole lower hemisphere of Knowledge-Ignorance, 
links it with that greater Truth-Consciousness while yet at the 
same time with its brilliant golden Lid it veils the face of the 
greater Truth from our sight. This is the occult link, this the Power 
that at once connects and divides the supreme Knowledge and the 
cosmic Ignorance.

Empire of the Overmind

Then stretches the boundless finite’s last expanse, 
The cosmic empire of the Overmind, 
Time’s buffer state bordering Eternity, 
Too vast for the experience of man’s soul: 
All here gathers beneath one golden sky: 
The Powers that build the cosmos station take 
In its house of infinite possibility; 
Each god from there builds his own nature’s world; 
Ideas are phalanxed like a group of sums; 
Thought crowds in masses seized by one regard; 
All Time is one body, Space a single book: 
There is the Godhead’s universal gaze 
And there the boundaries of immortal Mind: 
The line that parts and joins the hemispheres 
Closes in on the labour of the Gods 
Fencing eternity from the toil of Time. ||146.54||

It is true that the soul can ascend into worlds of a greater 
consciousness beyond the earth, but it is also true that the power 
of these worlds, the power of a greater consciousness has to 
develop itself here; the embodiment of the soul is the means for 
that embodiment. All the higher powers of Consciousness exist 
because they are powers of the Supreme Reality. Our terrestrial 
being has also the same truth; it is a becoming of the One Reality 
which has to embody in itself these greater powers. …Our mortality 
is only justified in the light of our immortality; our earth can know 
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and be all itself only by opening to the heavens; the individual 
can see himself aright and use his world divinely only when he 
has entered into greater planes of being and seen the light of 
the Supreme and lived in the being and power of the Divine and 
Eternal.

[Based on Savitri and The Life Divine]



The seven immortal earths 
were seen sublime

Arisen beneath a triple mystic heaven 
The seven immortal earths were seen sublime: 
Homes of the blest released from death and sleep 
Where grief can never come nor any pang 
Arriving from self-lost and seeking worlds 
Alter Heaven-nature’s changeless quietude 
And mighty posture of eternal calm, 
Its pose of ecstasy immutable. ||148.10||

Eternal mountains ridge on gleaming ridge 
Whose lines were graved as on a sapphire plate 
And etched the borders of heaven’s lustrous noon 
Climbed like piled temple stairs and from their heads 
Of topless meditation heard below 
The approach of a blue pilgrim multitude 
And listened to a great arriving voice 
Of the wide travel hymn of timeless seas. ||148.15||

In those far-lapsing symphonies she could hear 
Breaking through enchantments of the ravished sense, 
The lyric voyage of a divine soul 
Mid spume and laughter tempting with its prow 
The charm of innocent Circean isles, 
Adventures without danger beautiful 
In lands where siren Wonder sings its lures 
From rhythmic rocks in ever-foaming seas. ||148.28||
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Savitri has cut a door through the eternal Void and entered into the 
Transcendent, into the Realm of Sachchidananda, of Satyam-Ritam-
Brihat, the Truth, the Right, the Vast. There is the marvellous sun 
looking down from ecstasy’s sky. Her body quivers with Eternity’s 
touch, her soul stands close to the founts of the Infinite. She observes 
the march of universal Power in Time, sees the harmonic order of 
this wide creation, world rising above gleaming world. Beneath 
this triple mystic heaven, beneath the eye of Sachchidananda rise 
seven immortal earths. Plains are there that are the expanses of 
God’s wide sleep. Earth nature undergoes a change and there is 
the breath of peace blowing through it. The lowest of these seven 
earths is close to our earth, yet it is a heaven. Mountains rise 
ridge on gleaming ridge, a piled temple stairs, like the aspiring soul 
of man, even as from the top is heard a voice, a hymn of some 
far-off remote timeless seas. Around her Savitri sees children 
of God’s day, a glad blissful multitude of eternity. The breeze is 
blowing with immortal fragrance. A great spontaneous utterance 
of immortal harmonies fills the listening ear. For Savitri it is a lyric 
voyage, a voyage of the divine soul surging in the divine sky. She 
sees not a faulty but a brightly perfect Nature in perfection’s form. 
Those lustrous ascending slopes of heaven aspired endlessly, they 
climbing realm upon realm, and soaring beyond the reach of sight. 
It was all joy founded on some deep calm. Into those realms went 
floating up the spirit of Savitri, went floating up like an upsoaring 
bird achieved with the burden of delight.

□□□
Hymn to Seven Earths

Together we conquer the mountain, together we eat the 
newly prepared food; 
Together we hasten and greet the luminous child born in the 
eye of the sun. 
Though we had wrapped our souls in thickening folds of the 
darksome night, 
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There were already those countless stars and planets blown 
by swan-wings; 
In expanses of thought, and in a totality of dream-vision, of 
slumber-blaze, 
Our birth and our death had flowed into spirit’s surge for a 
deathless birth. 
Soon it started raining, not from clouds but as would flowers 
from raintree, 
And flames and ideas burst as if poured the miracle of a 
million seeing; 
We followed the silver moon drifting again through the sky of 
the Self, 
And reached a new country full of unhalted hopes, of the 
eternal waking. 
In cradle-swing of a strange green hour of rapture a 
consciousness rustled, 
And went bearing wondrous parenthood from infinity to 
deeper infinity; 
A cry as in a maiden-laughter of the will-of-creation pierced 
the stiff past, 
And form growing in form gripped all glory in this vast 
passion of being. 
Together we pray to the seven earths dawning now on the 
unseen horizon, 
Together we rejoice the materiality blooming in wild pink of 
our hearts. 
There is a dimension of god in sudden gold-leap of that 
immortality. 
Yet into the point of inflection only rush endless idea-shapes 
of Time 
And all this ecstasy seems only a flutter of the multitudinous 
Name, 
And over the incumbent day broods still the mystery of the 
black bird. 
Oh the burning secret, like a fire breaking through seven 
sheaths of trance, 
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The sight-fused Word as though the seven brides clasped a 
strange lover! 
Together we adore the great child birthing in the womb of the 
Occult, 
Together we chant the loud Hymn of Assertion to the seven 
mothers.

[RY Deshpande]

□□□
Possibly these seven immortal earths are the creations each based 
on the founding quality of Bhuh, Bhuvah, Swah, Mahah, Janah, 
Tapah, and Satyam, the seven planes of Consciousness, Physical, 
Vital, Mental, Supramental, Ananda, Consciousness-Force, and 
Truth-Existence. These are the three lower and three higher with 
the Supermind poised as the transcendental Creator.

□□□
The Evolutionary Scale

We shall see how the thought of God works itself out in Life. The 
material world is first formed with the Sun as centre, the Sun 
being itself only a subordinate star of the great Agni, Mahāvishnu, 
in whom is centred the Bhu. Mahāvishnu is the Virat Purusha who 
as Agni pours Himself out into the forms of sun and star. He is Agni 
Twashtā, Visvakarman, he is also Prajāpati and Mātariswan. These 
are the three primal Purushas of the earth life, Agni Twashtā, 
Prajāpati and Mātariswan, all of them soul bodies of Mahāvishnu. 
Agni Twashta having made the Sun out of the Apas or waters of 
being, Prajapati as Surya Savitri enters into the Sun and takes 
possession of it. He multiplies himself in the Suris or Solar Gods 
who are the souls of the flames of Surya, the Purushas of the 
female solar energies. Then he creates out of this solar body of 
Vishnu the planets each of which successively becomes the Bhumi 
or place of manifestation for Manu, the mental being, who is the 
nodus of manifest life-existence and the link between the life and 



The seven immortal earths were seen sublime 609

the spirit. The present earth in its turn appears as the scene of 
life, Mars being its last theatre. In the Bhumi Agni Twashta is 
again the first principle, Matariswan the second, finally, Prajāpati 
appears in the form of the four Manus, chatvāro manavah. Not in 
the physical world at first, but in the mental world which stands 
behind the earth-life; for earth has seven planes of being, the 
material of which the scenes and events are alone normally visible 
to the material senses, the vital of which man’s prānakosha is built 
and to which it is responsive, the mental to which his manahkosha 
is attached, the ideal governing his vijnānakosha, the beatific 
which supports his ānandakosha, and the dynamic and essential 
to which he has not yet developed corresponding koshas, but only 
unformed nimbuses of concrete being. All the gods throw out their 
linga-rupas into these worlds of earth and through them carry 
on her affairs; for these lingas repeat there in the proper terms 
of life upon earth the conscious movements of the gods in their 
higher existences in the worlds above Bhu. The Manus manifested 
in the Manoloka of Bhu bring pressure to bear upon the earth for 
the manifestation of life and mind. Prajāpati as Rudra then begins 
to form life upon earth, first in vegetable, then in animal forms. 
Man already exists but as a god or demigod in Bhuvarloka of Bhu, 
not as a man upon earth. There he is Deva, Asura, Rakshasa, 
Pramatha, Pisacha, Pashu or as Deva he is either Gandharva, 
Yaksha, Vidyadhara or any of the Karmadevas. For Man is a son 
of the Manu and is assigned his place in Div and Pradiv, in Heaven 
and in the Swargabhumis. Thence he descends to earth and 
thither from earth he returns. All that will be explained afterwards. 
When the human body is ready, then he descends upon earth and 
occupies it. He is not a native of earth, nor does he evolve out of 
the animal. His manifestation in animal form is always a partial 
incarnation, as will be seen hereafter.

[Record of Yoga]

□□□
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When Rama and Sugriva met for the first time on the Malaya 
Peak of Rishyamūkha Mountain, they lit a bright fire with two dry 
twigs, araņis, and worshipped it together, forging thus the bond 
of friendship between each other. Vali the elder brother of Sugriva 
had forced him out of the kingdom and kept his wife with him; 
Ravana had abducted Rama’s wife Sita and carried her to his far 
away city of Lanka. Rama and Sugriva thus had a common cause 
to help each other. But Sugriva knew how strong his brother Vali 
was and, naturally, he wanted to be sure that Rama would be in a 
position to meet him in a battle and vanquish him. He knew that 
Vali could pierce the seven impressive Sāl trees (Shorea Robusta) 
with seven arrows, the trees standing in a row a little beyond 
them. What the Sun is among the bright objects in the sky, what 
the Himalaya is among the imposing mountains, what the bright-
maned lion is among the animals, says Sugriva, is no doubt Rama 
among the heroic men; yet he wants to make certain that he will 
be able to overpower Vali. He tells Rama to put his arrow to the 
bow, pull it full, and release it for it to pierce through one of the 
tall and stately Sāl trees. And lo and behold! Rama’s one single 
arrow with a blazing gold-studded point swarņaparişkŗtah as the 
poet of the Ramayana says, pierced through all the seven Sāl 
trees, pierced through them one after the other. Not only that; it 
cut through all the seven earths, saptabhūmih, and entered the 
deep subterranean regions. It took an hour to accomplish all that, 
and come back to Rama’s quiver.

□□□
So Rama passes Sugriva’s test, with the strong and firm arrow 
piercing the seven trees and the seven earths. It was nice of 
Valmiki, the seer-poet, to have introduced the episode in his 
poem, making the presentation absolutely plausible to our minds. 
But there seems to be something more to it than what might just 
appear as an epic description. It is charged with deep symbolism, 
seven trees and seven earths standing for seven creations in 
their majesty. Is that not a wonderful way of telling us about 
the Avatarhood of Rama? Valmiki was a mahāprajňa, one who 
was in possession of the divine Knowledge. With what mastery 
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and consummate skill has he described the exceptional nature of 
Rama, his divinity in the human form!

□□□
The Fourfold Being

There lightened on Nature the Godhead’s lurking Love. ||149.11||

Spiritually, the beginning of all things is the Turiya Atman, spirit 
in its fourth or transcendental state, intellectually unknowable and 
indefinable, infinite, indivisible, immutable and supraconscious. 
This Turiya Atman may be imaged as the infinite ocean of spirit 
which evolves in itself spiritual manifestations and workings by 
that process of limitation or selection on which all creation or 
manifestation depends. By this Turiya Atman there is conceived 
or there is selected out of its infinite capacity a state of spirit less 
unknowable and therefore less indefinable, in which the conceptions 
of finite and division preexist in a potential state and in which 
consciousness is self-gathered and as yet inoperative. This state 
of Spirit is called variously Avyakta, the unmanifestation, or the 
seed-condition or the condition of absolute Sleep, because as yet 
phenomena and activity are not manifest but preexist gathered-
together and undeveloped, just as all the infinite potentialities of 
organic life upon earth preexist gathered-together and undeveloped 
in the protoplasm; just as leaf and twig, trunk and branches, sap 
and pith and bark, root and flower and fruit preexist, gathered-
together and undeveloped in the seed. The State of Sleep may be 
envisaged as Eternal Will and Wisdom on the brink of creation, with 
the predestined evolution of a million universes, the development 
of sun and star and nebula and the shining constellations and the 
wheeling orbits of satellite and planet, the formation of metals and 
the life of trees, the motions and actions of fish and bird and beast 
and the infinite spiritual, mental and physical stir and activities of 
man already pre-ordained, pre-arranged and pre-existent, before 
Time was or Space existed or Causality began. Spirit in this state 
of Sleep is called Prajna, the Wise One or He who knows and orders 
things beforehand. The next state of Spirit, evolved out of Prajna, 
is the pure psychical or Dream State in which Spirit is in a condition 
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of ceaseless psychical activity imagining, willing, selecting out of 
the matter which Prajna provides, and creating thought-forms to 
clothe the abundant variety of its multitudinous imaginations. The 
Dream-State is the psychical condition of Spirit and operates in a 
world of subtle matter finer and more elastic than gross physical 
matter and therefore not subject to the heavy restrictions and 
slow processes with which the latter is burdened. For this reason 
while physical workings are fixed, slow and confined by walls within 
walls, thought, psychical manifestation and other operations in 
subtle matter are in comparison volatile, rapid and free, reacting 
more elastically against the pressure of Time, Condition and Space. 
This State of Dream may be envisaged as Eternal Will and Energy 
in the process of creation with the whole activity of the Universe 
teeming and fructuating within it; it is that psychical matrix out 
of which physical form and life are evolved and to which in sleep 
it partially returns so that it may recuperate and drink in a fresh 
store of psychical energy to support the heavy strain of physical 
processes in gross matter. Spirit in the middle or Dream-State is 
called Taijasa or Hiranyagarbha, the Shining Embryon. It is Taijasa, 
Energy of Light, and Hiranya the Shining because in psychical 
matter luminous energy is the chief characteristic, colour and light 
predominating over fluid or solid form. It is Garbha, Embryon, 
because out of psychical matter physical life and form are selected 
and evolved into the final or Waking State in which Spirit manifests 
itself as physically visible, audible and sensible form and life, and 
arrives at last at an appearance of firm stability and solidity in 
gross matter. Spirit in the Waking State is called Vaisvanor, the 
Universal Male, He who informs and supports all forms of energy 
in this physical universe; for it is a root idea of Hindu philosophy 
that Spirit is the Male which casts its seed into Matter and Matter 
the female Energy which receives the seed and with it creates and 
operates. Spirit and Matter are not different entities, but simply the 
positive and negative poles in the creative operation of the All-Self 
or Universal which evolves in Itself and out of Itself the endless 
procession of things.

[The Karmayogin—Supplement]

□□□
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After cutting a door through the eternal Void and passing through 
it, Savitri meets the Fourfold Being—Virāt-Hiranyagarbha-
Prajnanaghana-Anandamaya who is also the Being of Love, 
Premamaya. He is one who upholds the seven earths, sapta-
bhūmī. But what is a bhūmī? It is the ground for growth, it is that 
which grows, it is that which expands, becomes rich, all these in 
the luminous spiritual sense, in terms of growth of consciousness, 
in terms of its potentials and possibilities. The Master, the Lord of 
this bhūmī is Bhūmā, celebrated by the Chhandogya Upanishad. 
Savitri meets him, appropriately enough, after entering into the 
Transcendent via the eternal Void. He stands there behind all, 
endowing the riches of immortality. From him she receives the 
Boon of Immortality for the Earth. In it is the fulfilment of the 
mortal creation. It is a fulfilment which marks the beginning of a 
new creation, nava samsāra.

□□□
The Fourfold Being

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. ||149.12||

An oceanic spirit dwelt within; 
Intolerant and invincible in joy 
A flood of freedom and transcendent bliss 
Into immortal lines of beauty rose. ||149.13||

In him the fourfold Being bore its crown 
That wears the mystery of a nameless Name, 
The universe writing its tremendous sense 
In the inexhaustible meaning of a word. ||149.14||

Virāt

In him the architect of the visible world, 
At once the art and artist of his works, 
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Spirit and seer and thinker of things seen, 
Virāt, who lights his camp-fires in the suns 
And the star-entangled ether is his hold, 
Expressed himself with Matter for his speech: 
Objects are his letters, forces are his words, 
Events are the crowded history of his life, 
And sea and land are the pages of his tale, 
Matter is his means and his spiritual sign; 
He hangs the thought upon a lash’s lift, 
In the current of the blood makes flow the soul. ||149.15||

His is the dumb will of atom and of clod; 
A Will that without sense or motive acts, 
An Intelligence needing not to think or plan, 
The world creates itself invincibly; 
For its body is the body of the Lord 
And in its heart stands Virât, King of kings. ||149.16||

Hiranyagarbha

In him shadows his form the Golden Child 
Who in the Sun-capped Vast cradles his birth: 
Hiranyagarbha, author of thoughts and dream, 
Who sees the invisible and hears the sounds 
That never visited a mortal ear, 
Discoverer of unthought realities, 
Truer to Truth than all we have ever known, 
He is the leader on the inner roads; 
A seer, he has entered the forbidden realms; 
A magician with the omnipotent wand of thought, 
He builds the secret uncreated worlds. ||149.17||

Armed with the golden speech, the diamond eye, 
His is the vision and the prophecy: 
Imagist casting the formless into shape, 
Traveller and hewer of the unseen paths, 
He is the carrier of the hidden fire, 
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He is the voice of the Ineffable, 
He is the invisible hunter of the light, 
The Angel of mysterious ecstasies, 
The conqueror of the kingdoms of the soul. ||149.18||

Prajnanghana

A third spirit stood behind, their hidden cause, 
A mass of superconscience closed in light, 
Creator of things in his all-knowing sleep. ||149.19||

All from his stillness came as grows a tree; 
He is our seed and core, our head and base. ||149.20||

All light is but a flash from his closed eyes: 
An all-wise Truth is mystic in his heart, 
The omniscient Ray is shut behind his lids: 
He is the Wisdom that comes not by thought, 
His wordless silence brings the immortal word. ||149.21||

He sleeps in the atom and the burning star, 
He sleeps in man and god and beast and stone: 
Because he is there the Inconscient does its work, 
Because he is there the world forgets to die, 
He is the centre of the circle of God, 
He is the circumference of Nature’s run. ||149.22||

His slumber is an Almightiness in things, 
Awake, he is the Eternal and Supreme. ||149.23||

Anandamaya

Above was the brooding bliss of the Infinite, 
Its omniscient and omnipotent repose, 
Its immobile silence absolute and alone. ||149.24||

All powers were woven in countless concords here. ||149.25||

The bliss that made the world in his body lived. ||149.26||
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Love and delight were the head of the sweet form, 
In the alluring meshes of their snare 
Recaptured the proud blissful members held 
All joys outrunners of the panting heart 
And fugitive from life’s outstripped desire. ||149.27||

Whatever vision has escaped the eye, 
Whatever happiness comes in dream and trance, 
The nectar spilled by love with trembling hands, 
The joy the cup of Nature cannot hold, 
Had crowded to the beauty of his face, 
Were waiting in the honey of his laugh. ||149.28||

Things hidden by the silence of the hours, 
The ideas that find no voice on living lips, 
The soul’s pregnant meeting with infinity 
Had come to birth in him and taken fire: 
The secret whisper of the flower and star 
Revealed its meaning in his fathomless look. ||149.29||

His lips curved eloquent like a rose of dawn; 
His smile that played with the wonder of the mind 
And stayed in the heart when it had left his mouth 
Glimmered with the radiance of the morning star 
Gemming the wide discovery of heaven. ||149.30||

His gaze was the regard of eternity; 
The spirit of its sweet and calm intent 
Was a wise home of gladness and divulged 
The light of the ages in the mirth of the hours, 
A sun of wisdom in a miracled grove. ||149.31||

In the orchestral largeness of his mind 
All contrary seekings their close kinship knew, 
Rich-hearted, wonderful to each other met 
In the mutual marvelling of their myriad notes 
And dwelt like brothers of one family 
Who had found their common and mysterious home. ||149.32||
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As from the harp of some ecstatic god 
There springs a harmony of lyric bliss 
Striving to leave no heavenly joy unsung, 
Such was the life in that embodied Light. ||149.33||

He seemed the wideness of a boundless sky, 
He seemed the passion of a sorrowless earth, 
He seemed the burning of a world-wide sun. ||149.34||

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. ||149.12||

An oceanic spirit dwelt within; 
Intolerant and invincible in joy 
A flood of freedom and transcendent bliss 
Into immortal lines of beauty rose. ||149.13||

In him the fourfold Being bore its crown 
That wears the mystery of a nameless Name, 
The universe writing its tremendous sense 
In the inexhaustible meaning of a word. ||149.14||

In him the architect of the visible world, 
At once the art and artist of his works, 
Spirit and seer and thinker of things seen, 
Virât, who lights his camp-fires in the suns 
And the star-entangled ether is his hold, 
Expressed himself with Matter for his speech: 
Objects are his letters, forces are his words, 
Events are the crowded history of his life, 
And sea and land are the pages of his tale, 
Matter is his means and his spiritual sign; 
He hangs the thought upon a lash’s lift, 
In the current of the blood makes flow the soul. ||149.15||
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His is the dumb will of atom and of clod; 
A Will that without sense or motive acts, 
An Intelligence needing not to think or plan, 
The world creates itself invincibly; 
For its body is the body of the Lord 
And in its heart stands Virât, King of kings. ||149.16||

In him shadows his form the Golden Child 
Who in the Sun-capped Vast cradles his birth: 
Hiranyagarbha, author of thoughts and dream, 
Who sees the invisible and hears the sounds 
That never visited a mortal ear, 
Discoverer of unthought realities, 
Truer to Truth than all we have ever known, 
He is the leader on the inner roads; 
A seer, he has entered the forbidden realms; 
A magician with the omnipotent wand of thought, 
He builds the secret uncreated worlds. ||149.17||

Armed with the golden speech, the diamond eye, 
His is the vision and the prophecy: 
Imagist casting the formless into shape, 
Traveller and hewer of the unseen paths, 
He is the carrier of the hidden fire, 
He is the voice of the Ineffable, 
He is the invisible hunter of the light, 
The Angel of mysterious ecstasies, 
The conqueror of the kingdoms of the soul. ||149.18||

A third spirit stood behind, their hidden cause, 
A mass of superconscience closed in light, 
Creator of things in his all-knowing sleep. ||149.19||

All from his stillness came as grows a tree; 
He is our seed and core, our head and base. ||149.20||
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All light is but a flash from his closed eyes: 
An all-wise Truth is mystic in his heart, 
The omniscient Ray is shut behind his lids: 
He is the Wisdom that comes not by thought, 
His wordless silence brings the immortal word. ||149.21||

He sleeps in the atom and the burning star, 
He sleeps in man and god and beast and stone: 
Because he is there the Inconscient does its work, 
Because he is there the world forgets to die, 
He is the centre of the circle of God, 
He is the circumference of Nature’s run. ||149.22||

His slumber is an Almightiness in things, 
Awake, he is the Eternal and Supreme. ||149.23||

Above was the brooding bliss of the Infinite, 
Its omniscient and omnipotent repose, 
Its immobile silence absolute and alone. ||149.24||

All powers were woven in countless concords here. ||149.25||

The bliss that made the world in his body lived. ||149.26||

Love and delight were the head of the sweet form, 
In the alluring meshes of their snare 
Recaptured the proud blissful members held 
All joys outrunners of the panting heart 
And fugitive from life’s outstripped desire. ||149.27||

Whatever vision has escaped the eye, 
Whatever happiness comes in dream and trance, 
The nectar spilled by love with trembling hands, 
The joy the cup of Nature cannot hold, 
Had crowded to the beauty of his face, 
Were waiting in the honey of his laugh. ||149.28||
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Things hidden by the silence of the hours, 
The ideas that find no voice on living lips, 
The soul’s pregnant meeting with infinity 
Had come to birth in him and taken fire: 
The secret whisper of the flower and star 
Revealed its meaning in his fathomless look. ||149.29||

His lips curved eloquent like a rose of dawn; 
His smile that played with the wonder of the mind 
And stayed in the heart when it had left his mouth 
Glimmered with the radiance of the morning star 
Gemming the wide discovery of heaven. ||149.30||

His gaze was the regard of eternity; 
The spirit of its sweet and calm intent 
Was a wise home of gladness and divulged 
The light of the ages in the mirth of the hours, 
A sun of wisdom in a miracled grove. ||149.31||

In the orchestral largeness of his mind 
All contrary seekings their close kinship knew, 
Rich-hearted, wonderful to each other met 
In the mutual marvelling of their myriad notes 
And dwelt like brothers of one family 
Who had found their common and mysterious home. ||149.32||

As from the harp of some ecstatic god 
There springs a harmony of lyric bliss 
Striving to leave no heavenly joy unsung, 
Such was the life in that embodied Light. ||149.33||

He seemed the wideness of a boundless sky, 
He seemed the passion of a sorrowless earth, 
He seemed the burning of a world-wide sun. ||149.34||

□□□
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The cosmology of early Taoism

From this comes the cosmology of early Taoism. According to this, 
the transcendent Absolute or wu-wei, is distinguished from the 
immanent Absolute, or yu-wei. From the original state of chaos, 
the t’ai-chi or hun-tun, identified with the Tao in its primordial 
condition, comes yang through movement, and yin through 
quiescence.

The Mother speaks of wu-wei as the key that opens the last door. 
The divine Will―and the Grace which manifests it―is all-powerful 
and nothing can exist which is not the expression of this divine 
Will and this Grace which manifests it. The divine Grace has 
always been all-powerful. What Lao Tse calls spontaneous, wu-
wei, is this: instead of being moved by a personal will—mental, 
vital or physical—one ought to stop all outer effort and let oneself 
be guided and moved by what the Chinese call Tao which they 
identify with the Godhead—or God or the Supreme Principle or 
the Origin of all things or the creative Truth, indeed all possible 
human notions of the Divine and the goal to be attained. And if 
one carries this a little further, one should never think and plan 
beforehand what one ought to say or write. One should simply 
be able to silence one’s mind, to turn it like a receptacle towards 
the higher Consciousness and express as it receives it, in mental 
silence, what comes from above. That would be true spontaneity.

□□□
Of course, all these things are lights, so you can’t reproduce them. 
But still, it must be a violet that is not dull and not dark (the 
Mother starts from the most material Nature). … Then after violet 
there is blue, which must be truly blue, not too light, but it must 
be a bright blue. Not too light because there are three consecutive 
blues: there is the blue of the Mind, and then comes the Higher 
Mind, which is paler, and then the Illumined Mind, which is the 
colour of the flag [the Mother’s flag], a silver blue, but naturally 
paler than that. And after this comes yellow, a yellow that is the 
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yellow of the Intuitive Mind; it must not be golden, it must be the 
colour of cadmium. Then after this yellow, which is pale, we have 
the Overmind with all the colours—they must all be bright colours, 
not dark: blue, red, green, violet, purple, yellow, all of them, 
all the colours. And after that, we then have all the golds of the 
Supermind, with its three layers. And then, after that, there is one 
layer of golden white—it is white, but a golden white. After this 
golden white, there is silver white—silver white: how can I explain 
that? If you put silver, silver gray (the Mother shows a silver box 
nearby shining brilliantly in the sun), silver gray together with 
white ... that is, it is white, but if you put the four whites together 
you see the difference. There is a white white, then there is a 
white with a touch of pink, then a silvery white and a golden white. 
It makes four worlds.

[18 May 1963]

□□□
A graduality of Ascent

… we perceive a graduality of ascent, a communication with a 
more and more deep and immense light and power from above, 
a scale of intensities which can be regarded as so many stairs in 
the ascension of Mind or in a descent into Mind from That which 
is beyond it. We are aware of a sealike downpour of masses of a 
spontaneous knowledge which assumes the nature of Thought but 
has a different character from the process of thought to which we 
are accustomed; for there is nothing here of seeking, no trace of 
mental construction, no labour of speculation or difficult discovery; 
it is an automatic and spontaneous knowledge from a Higher 
Mind that seems to be in possession of Truth and not in search 
of hidden and withheld realities. One observes that this Thought 
is much more capable than the mind of including at once a mass 
of knowledge in a single view; it has a cosmic character, not the 
stamp of an individual thinking. Beyond this Truth-Thought we can 
distinguish a greater illumination instinct with an increased power 
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and intensity and driving force, a luminosity of the nature of Truth-
Sight with thought formulation as a minor and dependent activity. If 
we accept the Vedic image of the Sun of Truth,—an image which in 
this experience becomes a reality,—we may compare the action of 
the Higher Mind to a composed and steady sunshine, the energy of 
the Illumined Mind beyond it to an outpouring of massive lightnings 
of flaming sun-stuff. Still beyond can be met a yet greater power 
of the Truth-Force, an intimate and exact Truth-vision, Truth-
thought, Truth-sense, Truth-feeling, Truth-action, to which we can 
give in a special sense the name of Intuition; for though we have 
applied that word for want of a better to any supra-intellectual 
direct way of knowing, yet what we actually know as intuition is 
only one special movement of self-existent knowledge. This new 
range is its origin; it imparts to our intuitions something of its own 
distinct character and is very clearly an intermediary of a greater 
Truth-Light with which our mind cannot directly communicate. At 
the source of this Intuition we discover a superconscient cosmic 
Mind in direct contact with the supramental Truth-Consciousness, 
an original intensity determinant of all movements below it and 
all mental energies,—not Mind as we know it, but an Overmind 
that covers as with the wide wings of some creative Oversoul this 
whole lower hemisphere of Knowledge-Ignorance, links it with 
that greater Truth-Consciousness while yet at the same time with 
its brilliant golden Lid it veils the face of the greater Truth from our 
sight, intervening with its flood of infinite possibilities as at once 
an obstacle and a passage in our seeking of the spiritual law of our 
existence, its highest aim, its secret Reality. This then is the occult 
link we were looking for; this is the Power that at once connects 
and divides the supreme Knowledge and the cosmic Ignorance.

[The Life Divine]

□□□
Savitri has cut a door through the eternal Void and entered into 
the Transcendent. Not through the Door of the Sun, sūryasya-
dwārah, but through the Door of eternal Void, shunyasya-dwārah, 



Running through Savitri 624

has Savitri passed and accomplished the formidable conquering 
miracle by which she can see the meaning and significance that 
exists behind mortal world governed by Death the Denier and the 
Annihilator. There she meets him, he transformed, he who still in 
fact always has a role to play in the work of Savitri, her work for 
the soul of the Earth. Rising in his secret splendour he becomes 
a Tempter. She is greeted by the Smile of the Eternal himself, the 
Smile which is the substance and source of everything. Il est le 
sourire qui changera le monde. She at once notices seven immortal 
earths arising beneath the triple mystic heaven, Sachchidananda. 
Each of these immortal earths holds in her causal elements the 
corresponding aspects of the evolutionary consciousness-force,—
Matter-Life-Mind-Knowledge-Existence-Consciousness-Bliss,—
Bhur-Bhuvar-Swar-Mahar-Satya-Tapa-Jana. The lowest and 
closest to us is still a heaven of joy and beauty and truth. Savitri 
could hear far symphonies filling the divine soul, and see all Nature 
that is faultless; what could be suffering here was bliss there. 
Yet above lived a high illumined perfected sense. Savitri’s spirit 
went up to those wonderful heights where Time and Eternity were 
one. Here was no more that daunting shape of the Nothing with 
his sad and destroying Power. The vague infinity born of the Void 
was slain, the Emptiness from the divine soul had vanished. Here 
is Vishnu the Virāt who kindles all the suns and who expresses 
himself with Matter for speech. From him emerge the forms, these 
countless universes, what was left behind the oceanic Spirit, the 
Womb of the Creation, Garbhodaka, he the Hiranyagarbha, the 
Golden Womb. Next of the Fourfold Being appears the Being of 
Wisdom, Prajnanaghana, mass of Superconscience in Light, 
beyond whom is the Blissful, Anandamaya. In this brooding Bliss 
or the embodied Light is the wideness of a boundless sky, and 
the burning of the world-wide sun. Savitri and this transcendental 
Fourfold Being look into each other, the Soul into Soul. A Voice 
soars up and tells that it is beauty and ecstasy in which Savitri can 
live, casting off the myth of earth’s desire. She could rise to the 
immortal felicity. This is a temptation, and Savitri is immediate in 
response by rejecting it. She would shun his eternal Day as she 
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had shunned the eternal Night. Those heavens which are being 
offered to her are not new to her, she herself being their native 
denizen. They are too far for her from suffering men for whom 
she had come here. There are still a million fights to wage and 
they, Satyavan and Savitri, are there to battle out the issue. The 
hidden decree with which she had come has yet to be executed, 
and there is a mandate for her, of the secret love. Yet there seems 
to be a dilemma as to how earth-nature and man’s nature can 
arise to the celestial levels. They are so different from each other 
that there coming together will be an incongruity. There is the 
All-Truth and the timeless bliss but here fragments of star-lost 
gleams, and only a few from here can climb to the imperishable 
sun. To be the common creature and not like gods is the best. If 
he were not there and only them, then the universal order would 
have tumbled. Man is the link and he should stay where he is. 
He is needed to read the Inconscient. The race is bound by its 
own kind but Savitri can withdraw into her self, the way the wave 
clasps the ocean and disappears into it. Where she began there 
she should cease to be. Savitri does not fall prey to the enticement 
of the radiant God. She would not sacrifice the earth for the sake 
of heaven. To raise the world to God in deathless Light, to bring 
God down, to make the earthly life the life divine—that is her 
soul’s will and mission and she would not give it up. She would not 
be allured or persuaded by any such boons. She has felt the secret 
spirit’s stir in things carrying the body of the growing God. She 
would follow that feeling, that path. She has this knowledge. With 
this knowledge in her possession Savitri could easily claim peace, 
oneness, energy, and joy and sweetness; but she would not want 
these for herself which she does not need, she wants these for the 
soul of the earth. Then arises a blissful cry and Savitri is hailed 
as the beautiful embodiment of the incarnate Word. The oneness 
of her will with the Will of the Supreme puts the seal of sanction 
on her work. She is granted what she wishes to have, wishes for 
the soul of the earth and of the mortal. Delight shall drop down 
from his nectarous moon. He will now do his works through her, 
he will pour delight from her limbs as from ajar of ecstasy, he will 
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whirl her as a chariot through the ways, he will win battles with 
her as his sword, he will play music with she his lyre. She will be 
for ever his slave, the slave of God. But then Satyavan and Savitri 
were sent forth, of old, that God may be brought down to the 
insentient globe, that the earth-beings be lifted to immortality. 
He is the godhead growing in human lives and the body of the 
earth-being’s forms, and she the spirit’s Power, the force of Truth 
upon the roads of Time. They will reveal the hidden eternities. By 
human lives of Savitri the Mighty Mother shall take birth in Time 
and the Truth supreme given to men. The earth shall be touched 
by the Supreme, and Supermind shall be the Nature’s fount. A 
mightier race shall inhabit the mortal world. When the high Truth 
walks upon the earth then there will no more Death, there sill be 
no more Ignorance. The birth of superman shall effectuate the 
transfiguration of Matter. The earth shall open to divinity; the 
reason for which she is here, Nature shall live to manifest secret 
God; this earthly life become the life divine. Savitri with the soul 
of Satyavan held close to the bosom returns to the earth. Even 
as she descends follow in her fall Krishna and Kali as the Being of 
Bliss and the Being of Dynamism. The Spirit gazes upon destiny 
and sees the ages pass; a greater harmony surprises the soul of 
the earth. A crimson seed of God’s felicity is cast in the heart of 
hurrying Time. Over wide earth broods infinite bliss.

□□□
O human image of the deathless word, 
How hast thou seen beyond the topaz walls 
The gleaming sisters of the divine gate, 
Summoned the genii of their wakeful sleep, 
And under revelation’s arches forced 
The carved thought-shrouded doors to swing apart, 
Unlocked the avenues of spiritual sight 
And taught the entries of a heavenlier state 
To thy rapt soul that bore the golden key? ||150.1||
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In thee the secret sight man’s blindness missed 
Has opened its view past Time, my chariot course, 
And death, my tunnel which I drive through life 
To reach my unseen distances of bliss. ||150.2||

□□□
The wall was built of jasper, while the city was pure gold, clear as 
glass. The foundations of the wall of the city were adorned with 
every kind of jewel. The first was jasper, the second sapphire, the 
third agate, the fourth emerald, the fifth onyx, the sixth carnelian, 
the seventh chrysolite, the eighth beryl, the ninth topaz, the tenth 
chrysoprase, the eleventh jacinth, the twelfth amethyst. And the 
twelve gates were twelve pearls, each of the gates made of a 
single pearl, and the street of the city was pure gold, transparent 
as glass.

[Revelation 21:18-21]

□□□
Job is blessed by God with ten children and many possessions. 
But appears Satan, and said Job would end up cursing God if he is 
robbed of his possessions.  But Job stood up the test even when 
he lost everything, including his children; he did not curse God. 
“So the LORD blessed Job. He had also seven sons and three 
daughters. And he called the name of the first, Jemima; and the 
name of the second, Kezia; and the name of the third, Keren-
happuch. And in all the land were no women found so fair as the 
daughters of Job: and their father gave them inheritance among 
their brethren. After this lived Job an hundred and forty years, and 
died, being old and full of days.”



The universe and its  
agony seemed worth while

As when before the eye that wakes in sleep 
Is opened the sombre binding of a book, 
Illumined letterings are seen which kept 
A golden blaze of thought inscribed within, 
A marvellous form responded to her gaze 
Whose sweetness justified life’s blindest pain; 
All Nature’s struggle was its easy price, 
The universe and its agony seemed worth while. ||149.7||

“The universe and its agony seemed worth while”—this seems more 
daring, certainly more dense and realistic than Milton justifying 
the ways of God to Man. According to Milton the appearance of 
death was a grave result of mortal taste of the forbidden tree, and 
with it came in its sequel the woe to us. But it had to come. It 
was meant to be so. Death himself was a mask and by removing 
it Savitri showed him he as none other than one who has all the 
sweetness gathered into his limbs, a secret splendour, a wonderful 
face in place of the darkness, and the destroying might. The 
obscure disastrous figure of a shadow-god fled, and the dreadful 
voice that had arisen out of complete nothingness fell silent. It was 
as though illumined letterings were seen in a book that is bound 
with sombre covers, but the gold-and-blaze inside narrated the 
authentic story of the creation. Even life’s blindest pain assumed 
significance, that it had a role to play, role to promote life’s 
prospects. Death had been the instrument and Death shall still 
remain for a while a necessary instrument for a certain purpose. 
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In his single form appeared all grace and glory and divinity, he 
holding in his greatness all godheads. In him arose the fourfold 
transcendental being: Virāt-Hiranyagarbha-Prajnānaghana-
Anandmaya, The Cosmic Being, the Golden Seed of things, the 
Being of apprehending and comprehending Knowledge, and the 
Being of the absolute Bliss.

□□□
The Truth Supreme

In her glorious kingdom of eternal light 
All-ruler, ruled by none, the Truth supreme, 
Omnipotent, omniscient and alone, 
In a golden country keeps her measureless house; 
In its corridor she hears the tread that comes 
Out of the Unmanifest never to return 
Till the Unknown is known and seen by men. ||146.55||

The Mighty Mother

Above the stretch and blaze of cosmic Sight, 
Above the silence of the wordless Thought, 
Formless creator of immortal forms, 
Nameless, investitured with the name divine, 
Transcending Time’s hours, transcending Timelessness, 
The Mighty Mother sits in lucent calm 
And holds the eternal Child upon her knees, 
Attending the day when he shall speak to Fate. ||146.56||

The Truth of God

There is the image of our future’s hope; 
There is the sun for which all darkness waits, 
There is the imperishable harmony; 
The world’s contradictions climb to her and are one: 
There is the Truth of which the world’s truths are shreds, 
The Light of which the world’s ignorance is the shade 
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Till Truth draws back the shade that it has cast, 
The Love our hearts call down to heal all strife, 
The Bliss for which the world’s derelict sorrows yearn: 
Thence comes the glory sometimes seen on earth, 
The visits of Godhead to the human soul, 
The Beauty and the dream on Nature’s face. ||146.57||

There the perfection born from eternity 
Calls to it the perfection born in Time, 
The truth of God surprising human life, 
The image of God overtaking finite shapes. ||146.58||

The Immortal Supermind

There is a world of everlasting Light, 
In the realms of the immortal Supermind 
Truth who hides here her head in mystery, 
Her riddle deemed by reason impossible 
In the stark structure of material form, 
Unenigmaed lives, unmasked her face and there 
Is Nature and the common law of things. ||146.59||

There in a body made of spirit stuff, 
The hearth-stone of the everlasting Fire, 
Action translates the movements of the soul, 
Thought steps infallible and absolute 
And life is a continual worship’s rite, 
A sacrifice of rapture to the One. ||146.60||

A cosmic vision, a spiritual sense 
Feels all the Infinite lodged in finite form 
And seen through a quivering ecstasy of light 
Discovers the bright face of the Bodiless, 
In the truth of a moment, in the moment’s soul 
Can sip the honey-wine of Eternity. ||146.61||
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The All-Wonderful

A Spirit who is no one and innumerable, 
The one mystic infinite Person of his world 
Multiplies his myriad personality, 
On all his bodies seals his divinity’s stamp 
And sits in each immortal and unique. ||146.62||

The Immobile stands behind each daily act, 
A background of the movement and the scene, 
Upholding creation on its might and calm 
And change on the Immutable’s deathless poise. ||146.63||

The Timeless looks out from the travelling hours; 
The Ineffable puts on a robe of speech 
Where all its words are woven like magic threads 
Moving with beauty, inspiring with their gleam, 
And every thought takes up its destined place 
Recorded in the memory of the world. ||146.64||

The Truth supreme, vast and impersonal 
Fits faultlessly the hour and circumstance, 
Its substance a pure gold ever the same 
But shaped into vessels for the spirit’s use, 
Its gold becomes the wine jar and the vase. ||146.65||

All there is a supreme epiphany: 
The All-Wonderful makes a marvel of each event, 
The All-Beautiful is a miracle in each shape; 
The All-Blissful smites with rapture the heart’s throbs, 
A pure celestial joy is the use of sense. ||146.66||

Each being there is a member of the Self, 
A portion of the million-thoughted All, 
A claimant to the timeless Unity, 
The many’s sweetness, the joy of difference 
Edged with the intimacy of the One. ||146.67||

□□□
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The prevailing conditions were such that I told Sri Aurobindo I 
would leave this body and melt into him with no regret or difficulty; 
I told him this in words, not just in thought. And he also replied 
to me in words: Your body is indispensable for the Work. Without 
your body the Work cannot be done. After that, I said no more. It 
was no longer my concern, and that was the end of it.

This was said in ... 1949, just a little more than a year before he 
left. And that’s really how it is. But now I am set face-to-face with 
the fact ... the immensity, or the ... something.... This work is so 
formidable! In the final analysis, everything obviously depends 
upon the Supreme’s Will because, if one looks deeply enough into 
the question, even physical laws and resistances are nothing for 
Him. But this kind of direct intervention takes place only at the 
extreme limit; if His Will is to be expressed in opposition, as it 
were, to the whole set of laws governing the Manifestation—well, 
that only comes ... at the very last second. Sri Aurobindo has 
expressed this so well in Savitri, so well! At least three times in the 
book he has expressed this Will that abolishes all established laws, 
all of them, and all the consequences of these laws, the whole 
formidable colossus of the Manifestation, so that in the face of it 
all, That can express itself—and this takes place at the very last 
‘second,’ so to speak, at the extreme limit of possibility.

I must say that there was a time when, as Sri Aurobindo had 
entrusted his work to me, there was a kind of tension to do it (it 
can’t be called an anxiety); a tension in the will. This too has now 
ended (Mother stretches her arms into the Infinite). It’s finished. 
But there MAY still be something tense lurking somewhere in the 
subconscient or the inconscient—I don’t know, it’s possible. Why? 
I don’t know.

[15 July 1961]



In me the spirit of immortal love

There where the gods and demons battle in night 
Or wrestle on the borders of the Sun, 
Taught by the sweetness and the pain of life 
To bear the uneven strenuous beat that throbs 
Against the edge of some divinest hope, 
To dare the impossible with these pangs of search, 
In me the spirit of immortal love 
Stretches its arms out to embrace mankind. ||151.8||

Savitri was advised to cast off the ambiguous myth of earth’s 
desire and live for ever in immortality of the immortal worlds, in 
their endless felicity and joy. But this is the Voice of the Besetter 
and the sweetness of a temptation to deviate her from her given 
task. Not that it was altogether misconceived, but a choice was 
present in it. At once Savitri refuses the offer, telling him that 
she would ignore him as she had also ignored earlier the dark 
Antagonist. She had shunned the eternal Night; she would climb 
not the everlasting Day. She cannot abandon the terrestrial Way, 
and she must have her Satyavan back for the sake of the earth. 
Earth is the chosen place and the heroic battles have to be fought 
for the sake of the earth. Heavens are not new to Savitri, nor to 
Satyavan, and no attraction can have appeal to her that she should 
give up her heaven-assigned task. It is the immortal spirit of love 
that makes the earth more endearing to her than all those celestial 
glories and smooth happinesses. If that joy cannot be shared by 
all then it remains an imperfect joy, and Savitri has no use of it.
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There is One and It unmoving is swifter than thought; the gods 
could not reach It moving in front; standing still It passes others 
as they run; ‘tis in This that Matariswan setteth the waters. It 
moves, It moveth not; It is far, the same It is near; It is within 
everyone, the same It is also outside everyone.

[Isha Upanishad]

□□□
There is only One existence, one Reality in apparent multiplicity. 
The unimaginable Presence which is manifest in the infinite variety 
of the Universe, is alone and alone Is. The variety of things is 
in fact merely the variety of forms which the play or energy of 
the Will only seems, by its rapidity of motion, to create; so when 
the blades of an electric fan go whirling with full velocity, round 
and round, there seem to be not four blades or two, but a whole 
score; so, also, when Shiva in His mood begins His wild dance and 
tosses His arms abroad, He seems to have not two arms but a 
million. It is the motion of the play of Will, it is the velocity of His 
Energy vibrating on the surface of His own existence which seems 
to create multiplicity. All creation is motion, all activity is motion. 
All this apparently stable universe is really in a state of multifold 
motion; everything is whirling with inconceivable rapidity in its 
own orbit, and even thought which is the swiftest thing we know, 
cannot keep pace with the velocity of the cosmic stir. And all this 
motion, all this ever evolving cosmos and universe is Brahman 
the Eternal. The Gods in their swiftest movements, the lords of 
the mind and senses cannot reach Him, for He rushes far in front. 
The eye, the ear, the mind, nothing material can reach or conceive 
the inconceivable creative activity of this Will which is Brahman. 
... All the time He who outstrips all others, is not running but 
standing. It is the others, the forms and things His Energy has 
evolved, who are running and because He outstrips them, they 
think that He too moves. While we are toiling after Him, He is all 
the time here, at our side, before us, behind us, with us, in us, His 
presence pervading us like the ether, clothing us like a garment. 
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“Standing still, He outstrips others as they run.” It is our mind and 
senses that are running and this universal motion is the result of 
the Avidya to which they are subject; for Avidya by persuading 
us to imagine ourselves limited, creates the conditions of Time, 
Space and Causality and confines us in them as in a prisoning 
wall beyond which our thoughts cannot escape. Brahman in all His 
creative activity is really standing still in His own being outside 
and inside Time and Space. He is at the same time in the Sun 
and here, because neither here nor the Sun are outside Himself; 
He has not therefore to move any more than a man has to move 
in order to pass from one thought to another. But we in order to 
realise His creative activity have to follow Him from the Sun to the 
Earth and from the Earth to the Sun; and this motion of our limited 
consciousness, this sensitory impression of a space covered and a 
time spent, we cannot dissociate from Brahman and must needs 
attribute the limitations of our own thought to Him; just as a man 
in a railway-train has a sensitory impression that everything is 
rushing past him and the train is still. The stir of the Cosmos 
is really the stir of our own minds, and yet even that is a mere 
phenomenon. What we call mind is simply one play of the Will 
sporting with the idea of multiplicity which is, in form, the idea of 
motion. The Purusha, the Real Man in us and in the world, is really 
unmoving; He is the motionless and silent spectator of a drama of 
which He himself is the stage, the theatre, the scenery, the actors 
and the acting. ... This is the mystery of the world and its paradox 
and yet its plain and easy truth.

[The Upanishads]



In the one task for which 
our lives were born

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. ||153.1||

The diamond-bright flame of Savitri could have withdrawn into its 
Source and lived in the infinity of its Power, Savitri could have for 
ever lived in the celestial world along with her dear Satyavan. She 
could have discarded her mortal mould and broken into frozen 
eternity, the wave of joy merged into the calm still permanent 
ocean of Joy. This is the offer made by the radiant God to Savitri, 
but Savitri remains alert to the work of her soul, the assigned 
work she is to carry out. She would not sacrifice earth for the sake 
of happier worlds. It was a vain temptation of bliss for her and, 
had she fallen to it, it would have been more calamitous than the 
opposition of the God whom she had vanquished in the grim occult 
battle of the cosmos, subjugated the embodied Nothingness. Her 
soul’s desire is to lift this creation, lift it in deathless Light, raise 
it to God for God to dwell in it. Her cherished optimism, her will is 
to change the earthly life to life divine. Else would the creation be 
vain and this great world prove a failure. But she feels the secret 
spirit vibrating in all things, even in insentient objects, and the 
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hope to change them is always the winning concern in her idea 
and thought and action and perception. She lives by that, she lives 
for that, she works for that.

□□□
The relics of asamata persisted in a fragmentary occasional fashion 
so long as the defect of mentality in the Shakti has persisted in the 
physical consciousness; it did not belong to the system, but was 
imposed on it, so long as the outer mind could shoot in its arrows of 
suggestion or break in for a time and possess the surface. There is 
still a persistence of vague relics which are being steadily idealised 
out of existence. This is due to persistence of tamas element in 
the physical being and is part of laxity or physical depression. 
It is disappearing in proportion as the ideal Shakti fixes itself in 
the true vijnana. The chief defect is in insufficient force of hasya 
and ananda, although the sukham is strong and the hasyam and 
ananda can always be brought to the surface, but often there is a 
cloud not of duhkha, but of apravritti of positive ananda, especially 
of hāsyamaya ānanda, occasionally an excess of udāsinatā.

Shakti after fixing its base of intuitive mental power in the body, 
often replaced by ideal forms, is now fixed in a shell of revelatory 
or representative vijnana filled sometimes with intuition, 
sometimes with lower revelatory representative, representative-
interpretative or interpretative content. Occasionally the higher 
revelatory drashta Shakti takes momentary possession: there is 
always now a tendency to its manifestation in the other figures. 
Virya, shakti (except laghuta sometimes in the physical fatigue 
or heaviness) are full and sufficient, but depend for their tejas, 
pravritti etc on the state of the Devibhava. Devibhava has been 
established in all its parts, but is not always in the full overt action, 
because of apravritti of hasya and ishwarabhava. This siddhi awaits 
the full sraddha and vijnana. Sraddha in the Master of the being 
is fixed and complete, but sraddha in the Swashakti has been 
often diminished or overpowered by laxity and failure of siddhi. 
There is now full faith in the eventual perfection of the three first 
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chatusthayas and the sixth, but incertitude as to physical siddhi, 
extent of karma and kama, completeness of the mission. This is 
only occasionally touched by a shadow of positive asraddha and 
even that now takes the shape of a strong incertitude.

Vijnana is based in the total ideality, but still besieged by the 
outer mind. All suggestions from the outer mind are now of the 
nature of intuitive mentality turned in entrance or almost turned 
into ideality, full at least of the vijnana stuff and manner, which 
seems like an incomplete vijnana. The play of the higher third 
vijnana is now occupying the system: revelatory intuition has 
taken the place of other intuitions and is already being turned 
into the representative, ie the highest intuitive revelatory reason; 
inspiration losing its over-stress and defect of discrimination is 
almost wholly turned into interpretative ideality, ie the highest 
inspired revelatory ideal reason, while the full drashta luminous 
reason has emerged in all its three forms, ie revelation with 
interpretation but the front representative, the front interpretative 
with intuition involved in the drishti, the whole drishti with the two 
other powers taken into the drishti. There are various combinations 
and permutations. This is completest in lipi, script and thought-
speech; thought-perception is a little weighted down towards the 
intuitive, revelatory intuitive, or representative forms, but the 
others occur and take the field when there is full action of the 
vijnana Shakti. T2 is now able to act with certitude, but this is not 
yet complete; the old telepathic form still labours to predominate. 
Telepathy of thought is developing, but chiefly of thought impulse, 
feeling, intention, not of pure thought; the whole mind of animals 
can be seen, but only partially the mind of men. Here there is still 
a wall of obstruction through which there is a forcing of prākamya 
vyāpti. Concentration is necessary for this siddhi.

[The foundation of Savitri’s realisations can be traced to these 
early yogic siddhis of the Master-Yogi, siddhis he had during the 
1910s: Record of Yoga]

□□□
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HOW many different levels there are in consciousness! This word 
should be reserved for what is illumined in a being by Thy Presence, 
is identified with Thee and partakes of Thy absolute Consciousness, 
for that which has knowledge, that which is “perfectly awakened”, 
as the Buddha says.

Outside this state there are infinite grades of consciousness, going 
right down to complete darkness, the veritable inconscience which 
may be a domain yet untouched by the light of Thy divine Love 
(but this seems improbable in physical substance), or which is, for 
some kind of reason of ignorance, outside our individual range of 
perception. … This is the conquest that is to be made; for to be 
conscious in the true sense of the word is to be Thyself integrally; 
and is not this the very definition of the work to be accomplished, 
the mission to be fulfilled upon earth?

Deliver us, O Lord, from darkness; grant that we may become 
perfectly awake. . . .

Sweet Master of Love, grant that all my consciousness may be 
concentrated in Thee so that I may live only by love and light and 
that love and light may radiate through me and awaken in all on 
our journey; may this physical journey be like a symbol of our 
action and may we leave everywhere a trace of Thee like a trail of 
light and love.

O divine Master, eternal Teacher, Thou livest in all things, in all 
beings, and Thy love bursts upon the sight of even the most 
ignorant. Grant that all may become aware of it in the depths 
of their being and that hatred may disappear for ever from their 
hearts.

My ardent gratitude rises to Thee like a tireless chant.

[13 March 1914]

□□□
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O MY sweet Lord, those who are in Thy head, that is, to speak 
more intellectually, those who have identified their consciousness 
with the absolute Consciousness, those who have become Thy 
supreme Knowledge, can no longer have any love for Thee, since 
they are Thyself. They enjoy that infinite bliss characteristic of 
all awareness of Thy supreme Essence, but the devotion of the 
adorer who turns with ecstasy to that which is higher and above 
him can no longer exist. So, to him whose mission upon earth is 
to manifest Thy love, Thou teachest to have this pure and infinite 
love for all the manifested universe; the love which at first was 
made of adoration and admiration is transformed into a love all 
made of compassion and devotedness.

Oh, the divine splendour of Thy eternal Unity! Oh, the infinite 
sweetness of Thy Beatitude!

Oh, the sovereign majesty of Thy Knowledge! Thou art the 
Inconceivable, the Marvellous One!

[29 May 1914]

□□□
488 – If there are things that absolutely refuse to be transformed 
or remedied into God’s more perfect image, they may be destroyed 
with tenderness in the heart, but ruthlessness in the smiting. But 
make sure first that God has given thee thy sword and thy mission.

[Thoughts and Aphorisms]

□□□
My Lord, what Thou hast wanted me to do I have done. The gates 
of the Supramental have been thrown open and the Supramental 
Consciousness, Light and Force are flooding the earth.

But as yet those who are around me are little aware of it—no 
radical change has taken place in their consciousness and it is only 
because they trust my word that they do not say that nothing has 
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truly happened. In addition the exterior circumstances are still 
harder than they were and the difficulties seem to be cropping up 
more insurmountable than ever.

Now that the supramental is there for of that I am absolutely 
certain even if I am the only one upon earth to be aware of it is it 
that the mission of this form is ended and that another form is to 
take up the work in its place? I am putting the question to Thee 
and ask for an answer—a sign by which I shall know for certain 
that it is still my work and I must continue in spite of all the 
contradictions, of all the denials.

□□□
169 – Christ came into the world to purify, not to fulfill. He himself 
foreknew the failure of his mission, and the necessity of his return 
with the sword of God into a world that had rejected him.

I was asked what’s “the sword of God” (!) I said it was the 
irresistible Power.

[11 October 1969]



Thy sweetness give to me 
for earth and men

Solemn and distant like a seraph’s lyre 
A last great time the warning sound was heard: 
“I open the wide eye of solitude 
To uncover the voiceless rapture of my bliss, 
Where in a pure and exquisite hush it lies 
Motionless in its slumber of ecstasy, 
Resting from the sweet madness of the dance 
Out of whose beat the throb of hearts was borne.” ||153.50||

Breaking the silence with appeal and cry 
A hymn of adoration tireless climbed, 
A music beat of winged uniting souls, 
Then all the woman yearningly replied: 
“Thy embrace which rends the living knot of pain, 
Thy joy, O Lord, in which all creatures breathe, 
Thy magic flowing waters of deep love, 
Thy sweetness give to me for earth and men.” ||153.51||

Savitri is meeting with the radiant God, and tells him that if they, the 
radiant God and Savitri, are true then the world too must be true. 
She would not abandon the human creature and live elsewhere, 
in the happiness of heaven howsoever bright and attractive that 
heaven might be. She is not going to wait for Time and God to 
take their sweet time to remove suffering from the soul of man, 
remove the yoke of Death and Ignorance he has been carrying 
on his shoulder since his birth. Today Spirit and Matter do not see 
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each other eye to eye, and the worldly wise course could be to 
forget one and live in the certainty of the other. To Savitri such 
a line of thinking is not acceptable. If there are possibilities lying 
dormant in Matter, these can be kindled to life only by the Spirit; 
if there are unfolding prospects of the Spirit waiting for expression 
these must enter into the depths of Matter. Thus would both grow 
and expand into each other. She sees such as the intention behind 
the creation. Savitri is concerned with it. Four essentials for this 
to happen are: peace, oneness, force, and joy. Savitri prays to the 
supreme Lord for these boons, prays for the soul of the earth and 
the soul of man. But, eventually, that prayer also turns out to be 
the wish of the Lord himself. The human will becomes one with 
the supreme Will.

□□□
He sang of the glory and marvel still to be born, 
Of the 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. ||106.11||

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. ||106.12||

□□□
THOU hast passed, O Lord, like a great wave of love over my life, 
and when I was immersed in it I knew integrally and intensely that 
I had offered to Thee—when? I do not know, at no precise moment 
and most probably always—my thought, my heart, my body in a 
living holocaust.
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And in that great love which enveloped me and that consciousness 
of perfect renunciation there was an immense serenity vaster than 
the universe and a sweetness so intense and so full of infinite 
compassion that tears began to flow slowly from my eyes. Nothing 
could have been more remote from both suffering and happiness, 
it was unutterable peace.

O sublime Love, centre of our life, Marvel of marvels, at last I find 
Thee again and live anew in Thee, but how much more powerfully, 
how much more consciously than before! How much better I 
know Thee, understand Thee! Each time I find Thee anew, my 
communion with Thee grows more integral, more complete, more 
definitive.

O Presence of ineffable beauty, thought of supreme redemption, 
sovereign power of salvation, with what joy all my being feels 
Thee living within it, sole principle of its life and of all life, 
wonderful builder of all thought, all will, all consciousness. On this 
world of illusion, this sombre nightmare, Thou hast bestowed Thy 
divine reality, and each atom of matter contains something of Thy 
Absolute.

Thou art, Thou livest, Thou radiatest, Thou reignest.

[13 January 1914]

□□□
23 October 1937: A Prayer to Serve the Divine

Glory to Thee, O Lord, who triumphest over every obstacle.

Grant that nothing in us shall be an obstacle in Thy work.

Grant that nothing may retard Thy manifestation.

Grant that Thy will may be done in all things and at every moment.
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We stand here before Thee that Thy will may be fulfilled in us, in 
every element, in every activity of our being, from our supreme 
heights to the smallest cells of the body.

Grant that we may be faithful to Thee utterly and for ever.

We would be completely under Thy influence to the exclusion of 
every other.

Grant that we may never forget to own towards Thee a deep, an 
intense gratitude.

Grant that we may never squander any of the marvellous things 
that are Thy gifts to us at every instant.

Grant that everything in us may collaborate in Thy work and all be 
ready for Thy realisation.

Glory to Thee, O Lord, Supreme Master of all realisation.

Give us a faith active and ardent, absolute and unshakable in Thy 
Victory.

□□□
The story of divine manifestation starts with the Absolute-the 
Perfect-the Alone who in his will to grow calls out of the Silence 
his mute Force. She lay there in the featureless and formless hush, 
but now in her action he enters into space; he fashions countless 
persons of one self; He lives in all, and Space is himself and Time is 
only he. Though in them, yet he remains the Immune, unaffected 
by the phenomenal. That makes him possible to live in a tenement 
of flesh. He casts his image in the human measure that to his divine 
measure we might rise. It is in this way a possibility is opened out 
to take our finite mind to his infinite Mind, that the time in which 
we live touch eternity. This transfiguration is earth’s expected due 
to heaven, even as a mutual debt binds man to the Supreme. His 
human portion, we must grow divine. Our life is a paradox but 
there is a key to it, and that key is God himself, the key to grow 
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divine. All this is because the Absolute-the Perfect-the Alone has 
set into motion his luminous dynamic Force into action. In lending 
ourselves to her is the real glory and greatness of our soul.

The Absolute, the Perfect, the Alone

The Absolute, the Perfect, the Alone 
Has called out of the Silence his mute Force 
Where she lay in the featureless and formless hush 
Guarding from Time by her immobile sleep 
The ineffable puissance of his solitude. ||15.7||

The Absolute, the Perfect, the Alone 
Has entered with his silence into space: 
He has fashioned these countless persons of one self; 
He lives in all, who lived in his Vast alone; 
Space is himself and Time is only he. ||15.8||

The Absolute, the Perfect, the Immune, 
One who is in us as our secret self, 
Our mask of imperfection has assumed, 
He has made this tenement of flesh his own, 
His image in the human measure cast 
That to his divine measure we might rise; 
Then in a figure of divinity 
The Maker shall recast us and impose 
A plan of godhead on the mortal’s mould 
Lifting our finite minds to his infinite, 
Touching the moment with eternity. ||15.9||

This transfiguration is earth’s due to heaven: 
A mutual debt binds man to the Supreme: 
His nature we must put on as he put ours; 
We are sons of God and must be even as he: 
His human portion, we must grow divine. ||15.10||

Our life is a paradox with God for key. ||15.11||

□□□
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Smile that will change the world—le sourire qui 
changera le monde

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. ||148.1||

God’s everlasting day surrounded her, 
Domains appeared of sempiternal light 
Invading all Nature with the Absolute’s joy. ||148.2||

Her body quivered with eternity’s touch, 
Her soul stood close to the founts of the infinite. ||148.3||

Infinity’s finite fronts she lived in, new 
For ever to an everlasting sight. ||148.4||

Eternity multiplied its vast self-look 
Translating its endless mightiness and joy 
Into delight souls playing with Time could share 
In grandeurs ever new-born from the unknown depths, 
In powers that leaped immortal from unknown heights, 
In passionate heart-beats of an undying love, 
In scenes of a sweetness that can never fade. ||148.5||



O beautiful body of the  
incarnate Word

Then after silence a still blissful cry 
Began, such as arose from the Infinite 
When the first whisperings of a strange delight 
Imagined in its deep the joy to seek, 
The passion to discover and to touch, 
The enamoured laugh which rhymed the chanting worlds: 
“O beautiful body of the incarnate Word, 
Thy thoughts are mine, I have spoken with thy voice. ||154.1||

Assailed by my infinitudes above, 
And quivering in immensities below, 
Pursued by me through my mind’s wall-less vast, 
Oceanic with the surges of my life, 
A swimmer lost between two leaping seas 
By my outer pains and inner sweetnesses 
Finding my joy in my opposite mysteries 
Thou shalt respond to me from every nerve. ||154.19||

Hearts touched by thy love shall answer to my call, 
Discover the ancient music of the spheres 
In the revealing accents of thy voice, 
And nearer draw to me because thou art: 
Enamoured of thy spirit’s loveliness 
They shall embrace my body in thy soul, 
Hear in thy life the beauty of my laugh, 
Know the thrilled bliss with which I made the worlds." ||154.35||
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Not the boons Savitri was offered by the Supreme, by the Radiant 
God, but peace and oneness and energy and joy she wanted 
for the soul of man, for the soul of the earth which is her single 
concern. And the beautiful thing has happened. Here he is with all 
the bounties to shower on the parched land of mortality. Savitri 
thought in her depths and thought in her actions what the God 
would be thinking, what he would be wishing to happen in this 
mortal creation, and she got it. She has become the power of his 
expression, the manifesting power, one who had taken the human 
birth, and through it established his will in it, she the incarnate 
Word. She is the Sun-Word, the Daughter of the Sun-God, Sāvitri, 
who alone can bring down God into the lives of men. When all his 
work in human time is done then the mind of earth shall be the 
home of light, the life of earth a tree growing towards heaven, 
the body of earth a tabernacle of God, here in body and body 
shall burn the deathless flame. She shall bear all things that all 
things may change, she shall fill all with his splendour and with 
his bliss, she shall respond to him from every place, near or far, 
all in her identity with the One who is all. Music shall ring in the 
clangour of the swords, beauty shall pursue through the heart of 
the flame. When touched by her love hearts shall answer the call 
of the Supreme, the song that was born at the beginning of things 
shall be rediscovered, and new-created, the bliss out of which 
were born the worlds shall be heard again, the harmony that got 
dulled and subdued, distorted, spoilt, had become disharmonious 
shall find its orchestral composition of everlasting joy. Savitri 
shall be the Divine’s Jar to pour Delight on the hearts of men and 
things. She shall be the Word to cry out the immortal litany, she 
shall cry out from the golden tower, the new Azaan, the call of the 
tomorrow asserting that a day will come, announcing the birth of 
the flame-child, of Agni-Balak, Agni-Putra, Agni the builder of the 
Immortal’s forms in the world of mortality. When this shall happen 
then there will be the life divine upon earth.

□□□



Running through Savitri 650

What Thou Willest, What Thou Willest

 “What Thou Willest, What Thou Willest”—that had been the single 
Mantra for the Mother throughout her life. She made it in oneness 
with the Will of the Lord. She was born in it. She worked in it. She 
withdrew in it. She withdrew into it. She withdrew, but not to go 
away. She withdrew to fulfil the Lord’s Will in another way. She 
was here to carry out that Will. She is there to carry out that Will. 
The Birth of the New World, Manifestation of the Divine upon the 
Earth—that is the Lord’s Will. The Lord wills. She executes. His is 
the samkalpa. Hers is the kārya. Both together form the divine 
action or daivī kārya. In that action is the glory of this evolutionary 
earth.

When the Mother was young she already knew what she had come 
here to do. She grew in its splendour. When she was engaged 
in a thousand activities of the day she founded them all in its 
efficacy. When she was facing the dark forces in this creation, 
more profound became her will one with the Will of the Supreme. 
More powerful became the Mantra. For her it was the Conqueror’s 
Sword and nothing could come in the way of its victory. No 
weapon could cleave it, can cleave it, no enemy destroy it. That 
is the nature of the soul, particularly her Soul bright in the blaze 
of the Will of the Supreme. Be it the darkness of the night with 
her ghastly powers of destruction, or be it the occult world with 
its dubious beings, or be it the bright heaven with unconcerned 
gods reluctant as yet to participate in the work of transformation, 
she walked through them all in the ardency of “What Thou Willest, 
What Thou Willest.” The sunlight of her soul was “What Thou 
Willest, Lord, What Thou Willest; Ce Que Tu Veux, Seigneur, Ce 
Que Tu Veux.” And therefore there was no fear in her. Her spirit 
had the power to change Nature’s doom. Her mind could contain 
the world. Her heart was moved by the passions of the gods. She 
was celestial beauty walking on the earth. When had arrived the 
death’s tremendous hour she sowed the heavenly seeds.
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But to make the Mantra dynamically operative the Mother had 
to do triple sādhanā, follow the triple discipline. She had to do 
intense and ardent Tapasyā. She had to kindle the yogic fire and 
make the flame-bright in the Sacrifice offered to the Supreme. 
She had to acquire mastery in the occult world. She had to carry in 
her psychic being the psychic being of the earth. She had to make 
her spirit ready to be one with the transcendental Spirit, ready for 
the work of transformation. The Lord had given her the work of 
Supramental Descent and Transformation. She spared no effort 
towards that, even if it meant pain and suffering of the acutest 
cruelest kind.

But to do this difficult work she had to gather the Divine Force in her 
soul. Whatever had to be done was to be done in it. This involved 
her acquiring the occult powers, and the gains of surrender, and 
of the spirit’s oneness with the supreme Spirit. The glory and the 
marvel to come are in it.

The occult, the psychic, and the spiritual disciplines practised by 
the Mother are integrally fulfilled in one Mantra, the Mantra of 
Transformation: “What Thou Willest, What Thou Willest.” Indeed, 
the Mother comes down in order to bring the Supramental which 
in turn makes her manifestation complete. When it happens the 
powers of the full Mahashakti can become operative here. In 
their free and progressive operation is the birth of the new world, 
the beginning of a new creation, the appearance of the divine 
superman. The Mother attended to it and achieved what she was 
to achieve.

The Mother was in Algeria in 1905 first and again in 1907. There 
she met Théon and his wife Alma who herself was a great occultist. 
This was in the autumn of 1905. A new phase began in her life. 
Théon used to say: “The righteous will shine like stars, but those 
who have guided others towards the truth will shine like suns 
forever.” The Cosmic Tradition sees the present creation as the 
seventh and the last. It is based on the qualities of equilibrium and 
progress. Six times the creation was dissolved earlier. There were 
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six pralayas. But it will not happen now. With the descent of the 
Supermind the universe will continue to progress. This is what Sri 
Aurobindo told her.

Théon had a remarkable intuition about the coming down of the 
Supermind and about the new race of supermen. But he knew that 
he was not meant to succeed, that he had come only to prepare 
the way to a certain extent. The Mother learned under him to 
exteriorise herself. She could go out of the body and move to 
different places in the occult world. In fact she would successively 
leave body after body 12 times and reach the limit of manifestation. 
She had absolutely no fear to carry out those explorations.

On one occasion the Mother found the Mantra of Life. Théon was 
watching her during the process. The Mantra was sealed in a case 
with the Mother’s name in Sanskrit written on it. She started 
describing its character to Théon. Théon got interested in it and 
wanted her to break the seal. But she refused. She was prompted 
by something in her not to do that. Théon became violent and 
cut her life cord malevolently. But she returned by exercising her 
will and with the help of the power within her. She said that she 
had something on earth to do and hence she would not go away 
in such a manner. She always had the Divine’s Protection in all 
the circumstances. We all know how Sri Aurobindo protected her 
against a hostile attack in 1938, resulting in his own accident. 
When the Mother found the Mantra of Life again she gave it to Sri 
Aurobindo, obviously. It is said that Théon was the Asura of Death—
the Mother says it to that effect—and therefore his interest in the 
Mantra of Life is perfectly understandable. It seems he wanted to 
marry the Mother which, of course, she promptly refused. Just 
imagine the calamity that would have befallen in the eventuality 
of her consent! What she had to learn from living Death that she 
learnt,—and that’s all. There was no further necessity to live with 
him but she always showed her admiration and gratitude to him, 
and on a number of occasions contextually spoke glowingly about 
him.
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For the Mother another phase of life began in 1912. Her prayers 
to the Lord and her deep meditative communions with him in 
fact usher in a new era in the spiritual history. She calls these 
as her confessions to the sublime Master. But they are not only a 
revelation of her intimate relationship with him; they are as well 
meant for those who aspire for an utter consecration to the Divine. 
Knowledge to the extent required comes when necessary.

When the Mother first met Sri Aurobindo on 29 March 1914 she 
was in deep prayerful concentration. In it she saw things in the 
Supermind; she was seeing things that were to be but somehow 
were not manifesting. She told Sri Aurobindo what she saw and 
asked him if they would manifest. He simply said, “Yes.” And 
immediately she saw that the Supramental had touched the earth 
and was beginning to be realised! This was the first time, she says, 
she had witnessed the power to make real what is true, the power 
of that “Yes”. The Supermind had touched the earth on 29 March 
1914. The yogic pursuit was now directed to fix it permanently in 
the earth’s physical. The Mother’s total surrender to the Lord is 
the only means to achieve the glorious miracle. The change has 
already occurred.

A resplendent change has taken place in the Mother. It was the 
direct physical contact with Sri Aurobindo which had brought about 
this change. If Sri Aurobindo went by the Spiritual or Vedantic 
path the Mother by the Occult-Psychic or Tantric. In the fulfilment 
of the two is done the work of Krishna and Kali. The great thing 
that had happened just within six months of the momentous 
29-March meeting can be perceived from what the Mother wrote 
on 25 September 1914:

A new Light shall break upon the earth, 
A new world shall be born, 
And the things that were promised shall be fulfilled.

Forty-two years later the promise was fulfilled, on Wednesday 29 
February 1956:
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A new Light breaks upon the earth, 
A new world is born 
The things that were promised are fulfilled.

The Supermind descended making the earth’s subtle-physical its 
permanent operating station. This was not just the descent; it 
was a manifestation. She even said that the work Sri Aurobindo 
had given to her at the time of his passing away was completed. 
The seed was already cast on 5 December 1950 at 1.26 am on 
Tuesday, in the Death’s “tremendous hour” fixed divinely. It is 
entirely beyond us to be au fait with the occult mystery of Sri 
Aurobindo’s leaving the body. Sri Aurobindo had done his job. 
The Mother must attend to her task. And she did it. What was 
promised got fulfilled: “A new Light breaks upon the earth, a new 
world is born,”—she declared on 24 April 1956. The Mother says:

As I looked at the door, I knew and willed, in a single movement 
of consciousness, that the time has come, and lifting with both 
hands a mighty golden hammer I struck one blow, one single 
blow on the door and the door was shattered to pieces.

Then the Supramental Light and Force and Conscious-ness 
rushed down upon earth in an uninterrupted flow.

She is vishvadravyāvati embracing and containing all these gods 
and goddesses. She is urūvyachā, the matrix from which all 
have taken birth, the widely expanded. She is dhārayatkshitim, 
coextensive with all that is manifest. She is devi, the luminous 
divine Goddess as the giver of the Boons. And she toils to receive 
the boons from the Supreme, the Boon for the Soul of the Earth. 
Her work goes on, as has been since the beginning of the earth, 
the Work of Divine Manifestation here on Earth. Pause she cannot 
and there is no terminal point. Progress, and Progress, and more 
Progress in the Possibilities of the Infinite. The Supramental 
manifestation has taken place and now more and more of it shall 
be in its great sequel. And, at the same time, she is a spiritual 
pragmatist, a pragmatist par excellence.
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The Mother’s prayer to Sri Aurobindo on 7 December 1950 was: 
“Thou hast promised that all of Thyself would remain here and 
not leave the earth-atmosphere until earth is transformed. Grant 
that we may be worthy of this marvellous Presence.” To make us 
worthy of that marvellous Presence was the thing the Mother was 
occupied with.

If there is to be a divine Destiny for earth, it must be because 
of its free choice. Not pressure or impulsion from above or just 
solicitude, but a glad spontaneous urge from within has to be 
there to get ready to receive that Destiny. The Mother was at 
it. Her occult and yogic sadhana got focused to make the mind 
of the physical, the mind of the body’s cells ready for that. The 
divine Will must be awakened even in the physical. Presently, it is 
actually the question of manifestation in the physical.

It looks paradoxical that in the last years of her physical existence 
here upon earth, the Mother should say that “the more we 
advance on the way, the more the need of the Divine Presence 
becomes imperative and indispensable.” It is not that she realized 
this imperative on 21 February 1973. It is the very physical that 
realized it on this day. It means, the physical was making a direct 
response for the Divine Presence in it. Marvellous, indeed! On her 
last birthday! Glory to the Physical!

If we have to mark a few important stages in the process of 
physical transformation, here are these: Sri Aurobindo’s descent 
into death, 1950; supramental manifestation in the earth’s subtle 
physical, 1956; realization of the surhomme consciousness, 1958; 
consent for collaboration from the material Nature, 1958; the 
descent of the surhomme consciousness in 1969; the psychic 
being itself getting materialized, 1970; supramental body, 1972. 
It is the psychic being which will materialize itself and become 
the supramental being, she told on 1 July 1970. That is the birth 
of the Flame-Child, Agni-Balak. It is precisely the psychic being 
which survives death. So, if it materializes itself, it means the 
abolition of death. That is the central importance of the psychic 
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being. Whatever is not in accordance with the Truth thus just 
disappears. Materialization of the psychic being gives continuity 
to evolution. In the material world immortality therefore means 
the materialization of the psychic being. The New Body makes 
it possible. Perhaps that is the process. Now it is the New Body 
which will do whatever is to be done. It is not an inert lump of 
matter, but is charged with the luminous dynamism of the Divine. 
It is going to exert pressure upon the material in the evolutionary 
process.

The Supramental Presence is a sufficient, a necessary and 
sufficient basis for that to happen. That surely is a greater gain 
than perhaps the transformation itself—the working of the Will of 
the Supreme in this Creation.

□□□
The one original transcendent Shakti, the Mother stands above all 
the worlds and bears in her eternal consciousness the Supreme 
Divine. [The Mother]

Similarly, can one say that the Supreme Divine carries the Mother 
in his eternal consciousness? The Mother answers:

Beyond all question. They are ONE in essence and manifestation.

[5 December 1968]

□□□
THE entire consciousness immersed in divine contemplation, the 
whole being enjoyed a supreme and vast felicity.

Then was the physical body seized, first in its lower members and 
next the whole of it, by a sacred trembling which made all personal 
limits fall away little by little even in the most material sensation. 
The being grew in greatness progressively, methodically, breaking 
down every barrier, shattering every obstacle, that it might contain 
and manifest a force and a power which increased ceaselessly in 
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immensity and intensity. It was as a progressive dilatation of the 
cells until there was a complete identification with the earth: the 
body of the awakened conscious- ness was the terrestrial globe 
moving harmoniously in ethereal space. And the consciousness 
knew that its global body was thus moving in the arms of the 
universal Being, and it gave itself, it abandoned itself to It in an 
ecstasy of peaceful bliss. Then it felt that its body was absorbed 
in the body of the universe and one with it; the consciousness 
became the consciousness of the universe, immobile in its totality, 
moving infinitely in its internal complexity. The consciousness of 
the universe sprang towards the Divine in an ardent aspiration, a 
perfect surrender, and it saw in the splendour of the immaculate 
Light the radiant Being standing on a many-headed serpent whose 
body coiled infinitely around the universe. The Being in an eternal 
gesture of triumph mastered and created at one and the same 
time the serpent and the universe that issued from him; erect on 
the serpent he dominated it with all his victorious might, and the 
same gesture that crushed the hydra enveloping the universe gave 
it eternal birth. Then the consciousness became this Being and 
perceived that its form was changing once more; it was absorbed 
into something which was no longer a form and yet contained all 
forms, something which, immutable, sees,—the Eye, the Witness. 
And what It sees, is. Then this last vestige of form disappeared 
and the consciousness itself was absorbed into the Unutterable, 
the Ineffable.

The return towards the consciousness of the individual body took 
place very slowly in a constant and invariable splendour of Light 
and Power and Felicity and Adoration, by successive gradations, 
but directly, without passing again through the universal and 
terrestrial forms. And it was as if the modest corporeal form 
had become the direct and immediate vesture, without any 
intermediary, of the supreme and eternal Witness.*

[26 November 1915]
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*This is a letter which the Mother sent to Sri Aurobindo and to 
which he answered on 31-12-1915 as follows:

The experience you have described is Vedic in the real sense, 
though not one which would easily be recognised by the 
modern systems of Yoga which call themselves Vedic. It is the 
union of the “Earth” of the Veda and Purana with the divine 
Principle, an earth which is said to be above our earth, that 
is to say, the physical being and consciousness of which the 
world and the body are only images. But the modern Yogas 
hardly recognise the possibility of a material union with the 
Divine.

The Mother later added [23 September 1953]: “It is an experience 
that I had and I wrote about it to Sri Aurobindo. He answered me 
saying that it was an experience of Vedic times, an experience that 
happened in the luminous double of the earth.... That will come 
out somewhere one day.”



You are my Force at work 
to uplift earth’s fate

In the world of my knowledge and my ignorance 
Where God is unseen and only is heard a Name 
And knowledge is trapped in the boundaries of mind 
And life is hauled in the drag-net of desire 
And Matter hides the soul from its own sight, 
You are my Force at work to uplift earth’s fate, 
My self that moves up the immense incline 
Between the extremes of the spirit’s night and day. ||155.3||

Descend to life with him thy heart desires—that is the self-
actualization of Savitri’s wish. She was offered the boons of peace 
and oneness and energy and joy to stay in the heavens of the 
marvellous, but she had refused them; she wanted to be a part 
of the earth’s process, her unchangeable concern being the earth, 
the soul of the earth holding God’s truth and light and love and 
wonder in the growing-widening possibilities of the spirit. In that 
command indeed the Supreme was fulfilling himself, he who had 
sent at the beginning of things the dual power, Satyavan and 
Savitri, in order to establish the order of the immortal world in the 
mortal creation. She is his Force at work to uplift earth’s fate in the 
eminence of the climbing greatnesses of life, and he is the godhead 
increasing in human lives, in Nature’s surge rising in the body of 
earth-being’s forms. All those comelinesses that are concealed in 
God’s Beyond shall be the aspects of life and love here. Certainly, 
when the hour of the Divine draws near the Mighty Mother shall 
take birth in Time and God be born into the human clay in forms 
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made ready by her human lives. Then shall the Truth supreme be 
given to men. That is the work Savitri is bidden to carry out upon 
earth, Savitri the Force of the Supreme.

□□□
The greatest embodiment of Darkness is seen in the person of 
Death, the Denier, the incoercible power that opposes any effort 
towards the transformation of life upon earth, the mind of Night 
standing across the path of the divine Event. Savitri argued 
extensively with  Death, but he blindly and insensitively obeying 
obstinately the law of his nature, the law derived from the 
Inconscience, remained unconvinced and stone-firm, he continued 
to oppose the mighty Truth she was presenting to him,

The two opposed each other face to face. ||147.28||

His being like a huge fort of darkness towered; 
Around it her life grew, an ocean’s siege. ||147.29||

Awhile the Shade survived defying heaven: 
Assailing in front, oppressing from above 
A concrete mass of conscious power, he bore 
The tyranny of her divine desire. ||147.30||

Ultimately

A pressure of intolerable force 
Weighed on his unbowed head and stubborn breast; 
Light like a burning tongue licked up his thoughts, 
Light was a luminous torture in his heart, 
Light coursed, a splendid agony, through his nerves; 
His darkness muttered perishing in her blaze. ||147.31||

The strength which Death had drawn from the Inconscience failed 
him, failed him at the moment of his truth. The towering figure 
became a meaningful shadow in the blaze of her Power, soon to 
become a light that casts no shadow. She wielded the conqueror’s 
sword but still Death yielded not, did not surrender. He ran away, 
vanquished by the immortal Might.
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Her mastering Word commanded every limb 
And left no room for his enormous will 
That seemed pushed out into some helpless space 
And could no more re-enter but left him void. ||147.32||

He called to Night but she fell shuddering back, 
He called to Hell but sullenly it retired: 
He turned to the Inconscient for support, 
From which he was born, his vast sustaining self: 
It drew him back towards boundless vacancy 
As if by himself to swallow up himself: 
He called to his strength, but it refused his call. ||147.33||

His body was eaten by light, his spirit devoured. ||147.34||

At last he knew defeat inevitable 
And left crumbling the shape that he had worn, 
Abandoning hope to make man’s soul his prey 
And force to be mortal the immortal spirit. ||147.35||

Afar he fled shunning her dreaded touch 
And refuge took in the retreating Night. ||147.36||

In the dream twilight of that symbol world 
The dire universal Shadow disappeared 
Vanishing into the Void from which it came. ||147.37||

Instead of consenting to work for the transformation Savitri had 
offered to him, Death the embodied Nothingness went back to the 
Nothingness from which he had risen:

He turned to the Inconscient for support, 
From which he was born, his vast sustaining self: ||147.33||

Afar he fled shunning her dreaded touch 
And refuge took in the retreating Night. ||147.36||

The dire universal Shadow disappeared 
Vanishing into the Void from which it came. ||147.37||
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This cannot be a moment of joy for him to take refuge in the 
bosom of Night. Death the universal Shadow was born from the 
Inconscient and what we see here is that it took him back, as if 
vacancy swallowed vacancy. He had come from the eternal Void 
and into the eternal Void he disappeared: the embodied eternal 
Void as a figure of Death got disembodied. This surely does not 
amount to “return to the One from whom he came”, unless we 
equate this “One” with the eternal Void, the Inconscience. But as 
he crumbled, as his strength failed him at his moment of truth, 
as he was eaten by Light, as he shuddered and fell, it was not a 
happy sequel which is connoted by the phrase “the demons wept 
with joy”. It was a shadow that sprang up from the eternal Void 
and it is simply that shadow which disappeared into it. At this 
stage Death would prefer rather to get dissolved than be born in 
the Divine Person: which means, as until now he has not actually 
returned to the One. Perhaps in the present phenomenality of 
existence he continues to serve, by that action, the purpose of 
a higher supramental harmonisation in this earthly mortal world. 
Yet the true supramental harmonisation in this earthly mortal 
world can occur only with his participation in a dynamic positive 
manner—he must get transformed. Disappearing into the eternal 
Void out of which he had arisen is the first part of the lap and the 
second begins with his transformation, his returning to the One 
from whom he had really come at the beginning of the process. 
Savitri has won a great victory, a necessary victory, but as yet it 
is not a sufficient victory for his return to the One, for the glory 
and marvel of the new birth. She has yet to wage another occult-
spiritual battle, a tremendous luminous battle. The transfigured 
Death is still present as an enticer and allurer and his return to 
the One can become entire only when this aspect also disappears.

One whom her soul had faced as Death and Night 
A sum of all sweetness gathered into his limbs 
And blinded her heart to the beauty of the suns. ||149.2||

Transfigured was the formidable shape. ||149.3||
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His darkness and his sad destroying might 
Abolishing for ever and disclosing 
The mystery of his high and violent deeds, 
A secret splendour rose revealed to sight 
Where once the vast embodied Void had stood. ||149.4||

Night the dim mask had grown a wonderful face. ||149.5||

The vague infinity was slain whose gloom 
Had outlined from the terrible Unknown 
The obscure disastrous figure of a god, 
Fled was the error that arms the hands of grief, 
And lighted the ignorant gulf whose hollow deeps 
Had given to nothingness a dreadful voice. ||149.6||

Death is still a tempter and Savitri has some more work to do; 
when it will be done, then only will her victory be comprehensive. 
She does this by identifying her will with the Divine’s Will; complete 
surrender to the supreme Lord is her way to do it. In it indeed lives 
the real greatness of Savitri. In that utter surrender, the return of 
Death to the One from whom he truly came gets accomplished. 
This she did. The new and true transfiguration of Death was so 
absolute that “he bore all godheads in his grandiose limbs”. He had 
come here to do “high and violent deeds” and its mystery is what 
now gets fully revealed.

But, in general, as far as the demons or the agents of darkness 
are concerned, the question of their opting for transformation 
does not always arise. If they are Daityas or Asuras, Rakshasas, 
Pishaschas belonging to the cosmic forces, dashing up from the 
“annexe”, appearing unexpectedly somewhere at the intermediate 
stage of Life and Mind-in-Life, their dissolution and not return to 
that “annexe” is imperative. The World-Force, Jagat Shakti, has to 
conquer and subdue if not dissolve them. Had they consented for 
transformation, the earthly evolution would have taken another 
course. This vast cosmic working is full of possibilities in the 
infinity of freedom, even possibilities clashing against each other, 
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a force against a force, and each one of them has to be worked out 
independently. The Daityas do not weep or go to the One, but they 
prefer to get destroyed or dissolved. “Ravana chose to disappear 
into the Supreme, and was completely dissolved in Him, that is, 
he lost his individuality, he was no longer a separate being, he 
returned to the Origin, he was dissolved in the Supreme.” He had 
opted to go out of manifestation. But to remain in manifestation as 
a luminous being and participate in its truth-dynamics is another 
glory, another magical delight in consonance with the Urge that 
has brought out this creation.

In fact a distinction has to be made between the tough antagonist 
powers, like Death and Falsehood, and the demon hordes we meet 
in the Puranas or the Scriptures:

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. ||106.12||

In this “wept with joy” and “return into the One from whom 
they came” we will have to understand that these are not the 
133,306,668 fallen angels or the demons, those “millions and 
millions and millions” of emanations of the “four persons” who 
got separated from the Source. The Mother speaks about them: 
“There were four great Asuras. Out of the four, two are converted. 
They are taking part in the divine work. The other two are holding 
out well... they have a choice between being converted, that 
is, taking their place, poised, in the whole totality or else being 
dissolved, that is, being re-absorbed by their origin. There is one 
of them who has almost attempted conversion and not succeeded. 
When it had to be done, it seemed to him quite unpleasant. So 
he has put it off till another time. As for the other, he refuses to 
try.” There are those who want to be transformed; there are also 
others who opt to be dissolved. But then “even in the Asuras, even 
in the Adversaries, even in the monsters, there is something.” 
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That they should weep with joy at the approach of the moment of 
their return to the One from whom they came is indicative of that 
“something”. Gods also have a choice, to remain what they are or 
get transformed. The Mother tells of the surrender of Durga, but 
there are gods who are not yet ready.



The end of Death, the 
death of Ignorance

For in the march of all-fulfilling Time 
The hour must come of the Transcendent’s will: 
All turns and winds towards his predestined ends 
In Nature’s fixed inevitable course 
Decreed since the beginning of the worlds 
In the deep essence of created things: 
Even there shall come as a high crown of all 
The end of Death, the death of Ignorance. ||155.51||

The superman shall wake in mortal man. This has to happen. That 
is the promise, that is the boon. The mortal earth shall be touched 
by the Supreme. The hidden demigod shall manifest, or else the 
mortal man grow into God-Light and God-Force. The decree of 
death and pain will be annulled. It has to go, and that has been 
firmly willed, authoritatively proclaimed. All shall change and there 
shall be the magic order, on the tops of Nature, on the grounds of 
the Spirit superman shall be the king of life, divine harmony and 
beauty and joy shall find a house in the physical body. Supermind 
shall claim the world for Light. Even if man should refuse his high 
spiritual fate yet shall the secret Truth in things prevail. Everything 
is moving in that positive direction, towards its predestined end, 
and as a crown of all these changes there shall come the end of 
Death, the death of Ignorance. But for such a mighty change to 
take place high Truth must establish herself here, and the soul of 
man aspire to the Eternal’s light, and he must obey the inner Force 
working in him. When superman is born as the Lord of Nature his 
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presence will transform Matter’s world. That is the triumph and 
glory of the mortal world, Mrityu Loka.

□□□
Our greater self of knowledge waits for us, 
A supreme light in the truth-conscious Vast: 
It sees from summits beyond thinking mind, 
It moves in a splendid air transcending life. ||117.71||

It shall descend and make earth’s life divine. ||117.72||

Truth made the world, not a blind Nature-Force. ||117.73||

Evolution—The Spiritual-Gnostic Possibilities

“As a seer working out the occult truths and their discoveries of 
knowledge, he brought into being the seven Craftsmen of heaven 
and in the light of day they spoke and wrought the things of their 
wisdom.”

“A theory of spiritual evolution,” writes Sri Aurobindo, “is not 
identical with a scientific theory of form-evolution and physical 
life-evolution; it must stand on its own inherent justification: it 
may accept the scientific account of physical evolution as a support 
or an element, but the support is not indispensable. … Once the 
evolutionary hypothesis is put forward and the facts supporting it 
are marshalled, this aspect of the terrestrial existence becomes 
so striking as to appear indisputable. … Another self-evident 
conclusion is that there is a graduated necessary succession in the 
evolution, first the evolution of Matter, next the evolution of Life in 
Matter, then the evolution of Mind in living Matter, and in this last 
stage an animal evolution followed by a human evolution. The first 
three terms of the succession are too evident to be disputable. 
It may be debated whether there was a succession of man to 
animal or a simultaneous initial development, man outstripping 
the animal in Mind-evolution; a theory has even been put forward 
that man was not the last, but the first and eldest of the animal 
species. This priority of man is an ancient conception, but it was 
not universal.”
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To understand the nature of evolution of the spiritual man and the 
prospects opening out to him it will be appropriate, and rewarding, 
to summarise what Sri Aurobindo has written about it in the last 
few chapters of his great opus The Life Divine.

The chapter dealing with the evolution of the spiritual man begins 
with the following: “In the earliest stages of evolutionary Nature 
we are met by the dumb secrecy of her inconscience; there is 
no revelation of any significance or purpose in her works, no 
hint of any other principles of being than that first formulation 
which is her immediate preoccupation and seems to be for ever 
her only business: for in her primal works Matter alone appears, 
the sole dumb and stark cosmic reality. A Witness of creation… 
would only have seen appearing out of a vast abyss of an apparent 
non-existence an Energy busy with the creation of Matter, a 
material world and material objects, organising the infinity of the 
Inconscient into the scheme of a boundless universe or a system of 
countless universes that stretched around him into Space without 
any certain end or limit, a tireless creation… without a sense in 
it, empty of cause or purpose... . He would have seen no sign of 
an indwelling Spirit, no being for whose delight it was made. A 
creation of this kind could only be the outcome of an inconscient 
Energy or an illusion-cinema, a shadow-play or puppet-play of 
forms reflected on a superconscient indifferent Absolute. He would 
have seen no evidence of a soul and no hint of Mind or Life in 
this immeasurable and interminable display of Matter. It would 
not have seemed to him possible or imaginable that there could 
at all be in this desert universe for ever inanimate and insensible 
an outbreak of teeming life, a first vibration of something occult 
and incalculable, alive and conscious, a secret spiritual entity... .”

It continues as follows.

After a passage of long time appears the phenomenon of living 
Matter, of Life living for itself with no significance in it, with the 
least notion of thinking mind stepping into it, of consciousness 
awaking in the Inconscient. If so, then, there is also a possibility 
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of the hidden Spirit establishing himself as the self-knower and 
world-knower.

There are however questions related to the exact nature of the 
transition from mental to spiritual being and of the process and 
method of his appearance. When a spiritual being emerges in a 
Mind embodied in Life-in-Matter, then precisely because of that 
very circumstance he also gets limited by the conditions of its 
existence here. If this is all that is going to happen then the 
spiritual evolution cannot have an independent emergence, nor a 
supramental future: it cannot be called evolution of the spiritual 
man proper; there is at best an evolution of a finer element in a 
mental being. Howsoever developed it be, it is difficult for man’s 
mind to distinguish entirely the soul or self or any spiritual element 
in him. He essentially remains mental.

But it is possible to go farther; the spiritual being, once inwardly 
liberated, can develop in mind the higher states of being that 
are its own natural atmosphere and bring down a supramental 
energy and action which are proper to the Truth-Consciousness. 
Spirituality is in its essence an awakening to the inner reality of 
our being, to a spirit, self, soul which is other than our mind, life 
and body; there is an inner aspiration to know, to feel, to be that; 
it is to enter into contact with the greater Reality beyond and 
pervading the universe which inhabits also our own being; to be in 
communion with It and union with It, and a turning, a conversion, 
a transformation of our whole being as a result of the aspiration, 
the contact, the union, a growth or waking into a new becoming 
or new being, a new self, a new nature.

The task of the creative Consciousness-Force is to lead a double 
evolution: the evolution of our outward nature and the evolution 
of our inner being, our occult subliminal and spiritual nature. The 
evolution of mind to its greatest possible range, height, subtlety 
has to be the preoccupation for a long time. This is a preparation 
for the unveiling of an entirely intuitive intelligence, of Overmind, 
of Supermind, the difficult passage to a higher instrumentation 
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of the Spirit. There are limitations and obstacles, of the mind, 
life and body. These can make the spiritual urge impatient, to 
the extent to reject the life, to mortify the body, to silence the 
mind and achieve its own separate salvation. If Nature refuses 
submission to the emerging spirit, then the soul must withdraw 
himself from her.

An intellectual approach to the highest knowledge, the mind’s 
possession of it, is an indispensable aid to this early movement of 
Nature in the human being. Ordinarily, on our surface, man’s chief 
instrument of thought and action is the reason, the observing, 
understanding and arranging intellect. In any total advance or 
evolution of the Spirit, not only the intuition, insight, inner sense, 
the heart’s devotion, a deep and direct life-experience of the things 
of the Spirit have to be developed, but the intellect also must be 
enlightened and satisfied. Spiritual realisation and experience, an 
intuitive and direct knowledge, a growth of inner consciousness, a 
growth of the soul and of an intimate soul-perception, soul-vision 
and a soul-sense, are indeed the proper means of this evolution: 
but the support of the reflective and critical reason is also of great 
importance, in the whole movement indispensable.

But it is only by an inner realisation of what these approaches 
are seeking after, by an overwhelming experience or by many 
experiences building up an inner change, by a transmutation of 
the consciousness, by a liberation of the spirit from its present veil 
of mind, life and body that there can emerge the spiritual being. 
That is the final line of the soul’s progress. It is only after spiritual 
experience through the heart and mind we see arise the saint, 
the prophet, the Rishi, the Yogi, the seer, the spiritual sage and 
the mystic, and it is the religions in which these types of spiritual 
manhood came into being that have endured, covered the globe 
and given mankind all its spiritual aspiration and culture.

Spiritual truth is a truth of the spirit, not a truth of the intellect. It is a 
truth of the Infinite and it can assume an infinite variety of aspects 
and formations: in the spiritual evolution it is inevitable that there 
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should be a many-sided passage and reaching to the one Truth, a 
many-sided seizing of it. There is a farther intention,—not only a 
revelation of the Spirit, but a radical and integral transformation of 
Nature. There is a will in her to effectuate a true manifestation of 
the embodied life of the Spirit, to complete what she has begun by 
a passage from the Ignorance to the Knowledge, to throw off her 
mask and to reveal herself as the luminous Consciousness-Force 
carrying in her the eternal Existence and its universal Delight of 
being. Which means, much has still to be done, bhūri aspaşţa 
kartvam. What the evolutionary Power has done so far was to 
make a few individuals aware of their souls, conscious of their 
selves, aware of the eternal being that they are: a certain change 
of nature prepares, accompanies or follows upon this illumination, 
but it is not the complete and radical change. When this is done 
the spiritual man would have evolved, but not the supramental 
being who shall thenceforward be the leader of that Nature.

As the evolution proceeds, Nature begins slowly and tentatively to 
manifest our occult parts. The soul in us, the psychic principle, has 
already begun to take secret form; it puts forward and develops 
a soul-personality, a distinct psychic being to represent it. This 
psychic being remains still behind the veil in our subliminal part, 
like the true mental, the true vital or the true or subtle physical 
being within us: but, like them, it acts on the surface life by the 
influences and intimations it throws up upon that surface. On this 
ignorant surface we become dimly aware of something that can 
be called a soul as distinct from mind, life or body. The psychic 
being, the soul-personality in us, does not emerge full-grown 
and luminous; it evolves, passes through a slow development 
and formation. Its appearance is the sign of a soul-emergence in 
Nature, and if that emergence is as yet small and defective, the 
psychic personality also will be stunted or feeble.

A first condition of the soul’s complete emergence is a direct 
contact in the surface being with the spiritual Reality. Because it 
comes from that, the psychic element in us turns always towards 
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whatever in phenomenal Nature seems to belong to a higher 
Reality and can be accepted as its sign and character. But, for this 
change to arrive at its widest totality and profound completeness, 
the consciousness has to shift its centre and its static and dynamic 
position from the surface to the inner being; it is there that we 
must find the foundation for our thought, life and action.

Even before the outer nature has been effected or before it is 
sufficient, one can still break down the wall screening our 
inner being from our outer awareness by a strong force of call 
and aspiration, a vehement will or violent effort or an effective 
discipline or process; but this may be a premature movement and 
is not without its serious dangers. The dangers will be there and 
can only be surmounted if there is or there grows up a complete 
sincerity, a will for purity, a readiness for obedience to the Truth, 
for surrender to the Highest, a readiness to lose or to subject to a 
divine yoke the limiting and self-affirming ego.

A highest spiritual transformation must intervene on the psychic 
or psycho-spiritual change; the psychic movement inward to the 
inner being, the Self or Divinity within us, must be completed 
by an opening upward to a supreme spiritual status or a higher 
existence. This can be done by our opening into what is above 
us, by an ascent of consciousness into the ranges of overmind 
and supramental nature in which the sense of Self and Spirit is 
ever unveiled and permanent and in which the instrumentation 
of the Self and Spirit is not restricted or divided as in our mind-
nature, life-nature, body-nature. The psychic change also makes 
this possible; it opens us to the cosmic consciousness, also to 
what is now superconscient to our normality.

If the spirit could from the first dwell securely on the superior 
heights, a complete spiritual transformation might be rapid. When 
the psychic change is complete, this can happen by a painless 
process. Otherwise a premature pulling down of the higher Forces 
may be too strong for the flawed and impure material of Nature 
and its immediate fate may be that of the unbaked jar of the Veda 
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which could not hold the divine Soma Wine; or the descending 
influence may withdraw or be spilt because the nature cannot 
contain or keep it. There might even be some undivine Force trying 
to seize it and use it for the purposes of the Adversary. If the work 
were done from above, from some spiritual height, there might 
be a sublimation or uplifting or the creation of a new Structure 
compelled by the sheer force of the influence from above: but 
this change might not be accepted as native to itself by the lower 
being; it would not be a total growth, an integral evolution. A light 
and power of the Overmind working in its own full right and in its 
own sphere is one thing, the same light working in the obscurity of 
the physical consciousness and under its conditions is something 
quite different and, owing to dilution and mixture, far inferior in its 
knowledge and force and results.

This is indeed the reason of the slow and difficult emergence 
of the Consciousness-Force in Nature: for Mind and Life have 
to descend into Matter and suit themselves to its conditions; 
changed and diminished by the obscurity and reluctant inertia of 
the substance and force in which they work, they are not able 
to make a complete transformation of their material into a fit 
instrument and a changed substance revelatory of their real and 
native power. The Life-consciousness is unable to effectuate the 
greatness and felicity of its mighty or beautiful impulses in the 
material existence; its impetus fails it, its force of effectuation is 
inferior to the truth of its conceptions, the form betrays the Life-
intuition within it which it tries to render into terms of Life-being. 
The Mind is unable to achieve its high ideas in the medium of 
Life or Matter without deductions and compromises which deprive 
them of their divinity; its clarities of knowledge and will are not 
matched by its force to mould this inferior substance to obey and 
express it: on the contrary, its own powers get affected, its will 
is divided, its knowledge confused and clouded by the turbidities 
of life and the incomprehensiveness of Matter. Neither Life nor 
Mind succeeds in converting or perfecting the material existence. 
But the higher spiritual-mental powers also undergo the same 
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disability when they descend into Life and Matter; they can do 
much more, achieve much luminous change, but the result is a 
diminished creation.

Only the Supermind can descend without losing its full power 
of action, its action always intrinsic and automatic, its will and 
knowledge identical and the result commensurate: its nature is a 
self-achieving Truth-Consciousness and, if it limits itself or limits 
its working, it is by choice and intention, not by compulsion; in 
the limits it chooses its action and the results of its action are 
harmonious and inevitable. As the psychic change has to call in the 
spiritual to complete it, so the first spiritual change has to call in 
the supramental transformation to complete it. The whole radical 
change in the evolution from a basis of Ignorance to a basis of 
Knowledge can only come by the intervention of the supramental 
Power and its direct action in earth-existence.

The path moves on and the worthwhile transitional state has to 
lead to the coming of the superman or the gnostic being. Man is 
a mental being incarnate in a living body. His original form first 
appears in the world of Mind; the mental Purusha prepares in that 
world his body to house Mind. Then, as the Upanishad says, “by 
breaking open a door in Matter” he enters into it: the Manomaya 
Purusha’s body takes the physical body. Prakriti in the terrestrial 
process ultimately gives a form prepared by this Purusha. 
Similarly too came about the Pranamaya Purusha’s appearance 
in the physical mould. But a radical transformation takes place in 
the Vijnanamaya Purusha’s preparing his body first in his world on 
the basis of the Truth-conscient Substance and then being born on 
earth. This does not happen easily. “I purify earth and heaven by 
the Truth,”—says boldly the Vedic Rishi. Even the great heavens 
have to be purified for this eventuality to materialise. The spiritual 
mind going all the way up to the overmental has to open itself 
to the supramental possibilities. Sri Aurobindo’s own work was 
to prepare for the Vijnanamaya Purusha his body in that world, 
the golden body of Agni as the Vedic Rishi would say. That he 
achieved.
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Sri Aurobindo writes: “The transition to Supermind through 
Overmind is a passage from Nature as we know it into 
Supernature. It is by that very fact impossible for any effort of 
the mere Mind to achieve; our unaided personal aspiration and 
endeavour cannot reach it. All the previous ascensions have 
been effectuated by a secret Consciousness-Force operating 
first in Inconscience and then in the Ignorance: it has worked 
by an emergence of its involved powers to the surface, powers 
concealed behind the veil and superior to the past formulations 
of Nature. Overmind and Supermind are also involved and occult 
in earth-Nature, but they have no formations on the accessible 
levels of our subliminal inner consciousness; there is as yet no 
overmind being or organised overmind nature, no supramental 
being or organised supermind nature acting either on our surface 
or in our normal subliminal parts: for these greater powers of 
consciousness are superconscient to the level of our ignorance. 
In order that the involved principles of Overmind and Supermind 
should emerge from their veiled secrecy, the being and powers 
of the Superconscience must descend into us and uplift us and 
formulate themselves in our being and powers; this descent is a 
sine qua non of the transition and transformation.” The Yoga of the 
Supreme alone can cause the Supermind to emerge.

The gnostic individual would be the consummation of the spiritual 
man. He would feel the presence of the Divine in every centre of 
his consciousness, in every vibration of his life-force, in every cell 
of his body. The gnostic individual would be in the world and of the 
world, yet would exceed it in his consciousness and live in his Self 
of transcendence above it; he would be universal but free in the 
universe, individual but not limited by a separative individuality. 
The gnostic being will take up the world of Life and Matter, but he 
will turn and adapt it to his own truth and purpose of existence; 
he will mould life itself into his own spiritual image. The will of the 
Spirit will directly control and determine the movements and law 
of the body. In the supramental being it is the consciousness with 
the Real-Idea in it which will govern everything. This Real-Idea is 
a truth-perception which is self-effective.
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The character of the dynamis of the gnostic Supernature is an 
entire freedom of the Spirit, an entire self-existent order self-
creating, self-effectuating, self-secure in its own natural and 
inevitable movement. Only if we live in that deeper and greater 
way in our dynamic parts, can there be a force for creating a 
greater life.

At present mankind is undergoing an evolutionary crisis in which 
is concealed a choice of its destiny. A structure of the external 
life has been raised up by man’s ever-active mind and life-will, a 
structure of an unmanageable hugeness and complexity, for the 
service of his mental, vital, physical claims and urges, a complex 
political, social, administrative, economic, cultural machinery, 
an organised collective means for his intellectual, sensational, 
aesthetic and material satisfaction. The evolution of human mind 
and life must necessarily lead towards an increasing universality.

If the gnostic consciousness is established in the earth-life, the 
power and knowledge at its disposal would be much greater than 
the power and knowledge of mental man. This knowledge and 
the very principle of the gnostic nature would ensure a luminous 
unity in the common life of gnostic beings. The influence of 
the supramental principle on earth would fall upon the life of 
the Ignorance and impose harmony on it within its limits. It is 
conceivable that the gnostic life would be separate, but it would 
surely admit within its borders as much of human life as was 
turned towards spirituality and in progress towards the heights.

The supramental gnosis will itself bring down its own truth. The 
forms with what is real and abiding in them will be a part of it. 
The one rule of the gnostic life would be the self-expression of the 
Spirit, the will of the Divine Being; that will, that self-expression 
could manifest through extreme simplicity or through extreme 
complexity and opulence or in their natural balance,—for beauty 
and plenitude, a hidden sweetness and laughter in things, a 
sunshine and gladness of life are also powers and expressions of 
the Spirit. In all there would be the same plastic principle.
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A life of gnostic beings, a life of a spiritual divine light and power 
and joy manifested in material Nature, might be characterised as a 
divine life. What has to emerge is a self-realised being, a building 
of the spiritual self, an intensity and urge of the soul and the 
deliverance and sovereignty of its light and power and beauty, the 
sovereignty of the Spirit over its own instruments, its possession 
of itself and its possession of life in the power of the spirit. This is 
the true supermanhood and the one real possibility of evolutionary 
Nature. The Self, the Spirit, the Reality that is disclosing itself 
out of the first inconscience of life and matter, would evolve its 
complete truth of being and consciousness in that life and matter. 
Our evolution must lead inevitably towards an evolution in the 
Knowledge, a self-finding and self-unfolding of the Spirit, a self-
revelation of the Divinity in things in that true power of itself in 
Nature which is to us still a Supernature.

□□□
All earth shall be the Spirit’s manifest home, 
Hidden no more by the body and the life, 
Hidden no more by the mind’s ignorance; 
An unerring Hand shall shape event and act. ||155.45||

The Spirit’s eyes shall look through Nature’s eyes, 
The Spirit’s force shall occupy Nature’s force. ||155.46||

When superman is born as Nature’s king 
His presence shall transfigure Matter’s world: 
He shall light up Truth’s fire in Nature’s night, 
He shall lay upon the earth Truth’s greater law; 
Man too shall turn towards the Spirit’s call. ||155.54||

The truth above shall wake a nether truth; 
Even the dumb earth become a sentient force. ||155.58||

The Spirit’s tops and Nature’s base shall draw 
Near to the secret of their separate truth 
And know each other as one deity. ||155.59||
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The Spirit shall look out through Matter’s gaze 
And Matter shall reveal the Spirit’s face. ||155.60||

Then man and superman shall be at one 
And all the earth become a single life. ||155.61||

Intuitive beams shall touch the nature’s peaks, 
A revelation stir the nature’s depths: 
The Truth shall be the leader of their lives, 
Truth shall dictate their thought and speech and act, 
They shall feel themselves lifted nearer to the sky, 
As if a little lower than the gods. ||155.65||

A divine force shall flow through tissue and cell 
And take the charge of breath and speech and act 
And all the thoughts shall be a glow of suns 
And every feeling a celestial thrill. ||155.68||

Often a lustrous inner dawn shall come 
Lighting the chambers of the slumbering mind; 
A sudden bliss shall run through every limb 
And Nature with a mightier Presence fill. ||155.69||

Thus shall the earth open to divinity 
And common natures feel the wide uplift, 
Illumine common acts with the Spirit’s ray 
And meet the deity in common things. ||155.70||

Nature shall live to manifest secret God, 
The Spirit shall take up the human play, 
This earthly life become the life divine. ||155.71||

□□□
Down with a hurried swimming floating lapse 
Through unseen worlds and bottomless spaces forced 
Sank like a star the soul of Savitri. ||156.2||

Amidst a laughter of unearthly lyres 
She heard around her nameless voices cry 
Triumphing, an innumerable sound. ||156.3||
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A choir of laughing winds to meet her came. ||156.4||

She bore the burden of infinity 
And felt the stir of all ethereal space. ||156.5||

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. ||156.6||

Changed in its shape, yet rapturously the same, 
It grew a woman’s dark and beautiful 
Like a mooned night with drifting star-gemmed clouds, 
A shadowy glory and a stormy depth, 
Turbulent in will and terrible in love. ||156.7||

Eyes in which Nature’s blind ecstatic life 
Sprang from some spirit’s passionate content, 
Missioned her to the whirling dance of earth. ||156.8||

Amidst the headlong rapture of her fall 
Held like a bird in a child’s satisfied hands, 
In an enamoured grasp her spirit strove 
Admitting no release till Time should end, 
And, as the fruit of the mysterious joy, 
She kept within her strong embosoming soul 
Like a flower hidden in the heart of spring 
The soul of Satyavan drawn down by her 
Inextricably in that mighty lapse. ||156.9||

Invisible heavens in a thronging flight 
Soared past her as she fell. Then all the blind 
And near attraction of the earth compelled 
Fearful rapidities of downward bliss. ||156.10||
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Lost in the giddy proneness of that speed, 
Whirled, sinking, overcome she disappeared 
Like a leaf spinning from the tree of heaven, 
In broad unconsciousness as in a pool; 
A hospitable softness drew her in 
Into a wonder of miraculous depths, 
Above her closed a darkness of great wings 
And she was buried in a mother’s breast. ||156.11||

Then from a timeless plane that watches Time, 
A Spirit gazed out upon destiny, 
In its endless moment saw the ages pass. ||156.12||

All still was in a silence of the gods. ||156.13||

The prophet moment covered limitless space 
And cast into the heart of hurrying Time 
A diamond light of the Eternal’s peace, 
A crimson seed of God’s felicity; 
A glance from the gaze fell of undying Love. ||156.14||

A wonderful face looked out with deathless eyes; 
A hand was seen drawing the golden bars 
That guard the imperishable secrecies. ||156.15||

A key turned in a mystic lock of Time. ||156.16||

But where the silence of the gods had passed, 
A greater harmony from the stillness born 
Surprised with joy and sweetness yearning hearts, 
An ecstasy and a laughter and a cry. ||156.17||

A power leaned down, a happiness found its home. ||156.18||

Over wide earth brooded the infinite bliss. ||156.19||

□□□
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OM, supreme Lord,

God of kindness and mercy, OM, supreme Lord,

God of love and beatitude ...

When it came to “beatitude” ... all the cells seemed to be swollen:

... I am tired of our infirmity. But it is not to rest that this body 
aspires, it aspires to the plenitude of Your Consciousness, 
it aspires to the splendour of Your Light, it aspires to the 
magnificence of Your Power; above all, it aspires to the glory 
of Your all-powerful and eternal Love.

There is a sort of concrete content in the words, which has nothing 
to do with the mind. It is something lived—not just felt: lived.

It was the sense of a nobility. “... The supreme Lord alone can 
satisfy me.”

And then, there was suddenly such a clear vision that the 
supremely perfect alone can give this body plenitude. I found that 
interesting.

It’s the beginning of something.

[21 July 1965]

□□□
And the body is increasingly conscious: it has a very acute 
perception of the vibrations coming from the old habits, from the 
old ways of being and from the opposition, and of the presence 
of the True Vibration. So it’s a question of dose and proportion, 
and when the sum total of the old vibrations, the old habits, the 
old responses, is too great, that creates a disorder which takes 
stillness and concentration in order to be overcome, and which 
gives such a clear and intense perception of how precarious the 
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equilibrium and existence are. And then, behind: a Glory. The 
Glory of the divine Light, the divine Will, the divine Consciousness, 
the eternal Motive.

[8 June 1966]

□□□
It was the vision of the creation: the vision, the understanding, 
the why, the how, the whither, everything was there, everything 
together, and clear, clear, clear .... I tell you, I was in a golden 
glory—luminous, dazzling. You see, there was the earth as 
representative centre of the creation, and there was the identity of 
the inertia of the stone (of what’s most inert) and ... it was really 
a Glory in which I lived for hours this morning.

[19 November 1969]

□□□
It’s the descent of the superman consciousness. I had the assurance 
of it afterwards. It was on the Ist of January after midnight. I woke 
up at 2 in the morning, surrounded by a consciousness, but so 
concrete, and NEW, in the sense that I had never experienced 
that. It lasted, quite concrete and present, for two or three hours, 
and then it spread out and went to find all those who could receive 
it. And at the same time I knew it was the consciousness of 
the superman, that is, the intermediary between man and the 
supramental being. It has given the body a sort of assurance, a 
sort of trust. That experience has made it steady, as it were, and if 
it keeps the true attitude, all the support is there to help it.

[8 January 1969]



Into a wonder of miraculous depths

Lost in the giddy proneness of that speed, 
Whirled, sinking, overcome she disappeared 
Like a leaf spinning from the tree of heaven, 
In broad unconsciousness as in a pool; 
A hospitable softness drew her in 
Into a wonder of miraculous depths, 
Above her closed a darkness of great wings 
And she was buried in a mother’s breast. ||156.11||

Nature shall live to manifest secret God, Spirit shall take up human 
play, there shall be the life divine upon earth. This is the promise 
Savitri has received from the Supreme himself. But indeed it is a 
materialising assurance, the Word of Truth. If Nature and the Spirit 
are two extreme poises of the creative Being and Consciousness-
Force in the Bliss of manifestation then they have to come 
together and bring about the great transformative change. On 
earlier occasions Nature had to disappear or be dissolved and the 
Spirit withdraw into the Non-Manifest Void; but now this shall not 
happen. There shall be no more pralaya. What is going to happen 
is the triumphing of cheerfulness in all the worlds. Savitri is 
coming back to the earth, burdened with the greatness of Krishna 
and Kali, the Being of Bliss and the Force of divine Dynamism in 
creative play of the evolutionary Time. The way a leaf would spin 
and fall from the tree of heaven, did Savitri rush down to her dear 
Mother Earth, rushed down holding in her joyous hands the soul 
of Satyavan. There was all around diamond light of the Eternal’s 
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peace, and in that light a crimson seed of ecstasy was cast. A 
power leaned down, a happiness found its home. The things that 
were promised long ago have been fulfilled.

□□□
The divine Dawn

Dawn, richly stored with substance, conscious cleave to the 
affirmation of him who expresses thee, O thou of the plenitudes. 
Goddess, ancient, yet ever young thou movest many-thoughted 
following the law of thy activities, O bearer of every boon.

Dawn divine, shine out immortal in thy car of happy light sending 
forth the pleasant voices of the Truth. May steeds well-guided bear 
thee here who are golden brilliant of hue and wide their might.

Dawn, confronting all the worlds thou standest high-uplifted and 
art their perception of Immortality; do thou move over them like 
a wheel, O new Day, travelling over an equal field.

Dawn in her plenitude like one that lets fall from her a sewn 
robe moves, the bride of the Bliss; creating Swar, perfect in her 
working, perfect in her enjoying, she widens from the extremity of 
Heaven over the earth.

Meet ye the Dawn as she shines wide towards you and with 
surrender bring forward your complete energy. Exalted in heaven 
is the force to which she rises establishing the sweetness; she 
makes the luminous worlds to shine forth and is a vision of felicity.

By heaven’s illuminings one perceives her a bearer of the Truth and 
rapturous she comes with its varied light into the two firmaments. 
From Dawn as she approaches shining out on thee, O Agni, thou 
seekest and attainest to the substance of delight.

Putting forth his impulsions in the foundation of the Truth, in the 
foundation of the Dawns, their Lord enters the Vastness of the 
firmaments. Vast the wisdom of Varuna, of Mitra, as in a happy 
brightness, orders multitudinously the Light.
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This dawn moves in her progression always according to the rule of 
a divine action; many are the thoughts she brings in that motion, 
but her steps are sure and all desirable things, all supreme boons, 
the boons of the Ananda, the blessings of the divine existence,—
are in her hands. She is ancient and eternal, the dawn of the Light 
that was from the beginning, purāņī, but in her coming she is 
ever young and fresh to the soul that receives her. She is to shine 
wide, she that is the divine Dawn, as the light of the immortal 
existence bringing out in man the powers or the voices of Truth 
and Joy, (sūnŗtāh,—a word which expresses at once both the true 
and the pleasant); for is not the chariot of her movement a car 
at once of light and of happiness? For again, the word chandra in 
chandraratha,—signifying also the lunar deity Soma, lord of the 
delight of immortality pouring into man, ānanda and amŗta,—
means both luminous and blissful. And the horses that bring her, 
figure of the nervous forces that support and carry forward all our 
action, must be perfectly controlled; golden, bright in hue, their 
nature (for in this ancient symbolism colour is the sign of quality, 
of character, of temperament) must be a dynamism of ideal 
knowledge in its concentrated luminousness; wide in its extension 
must be the mass of that concentrated force,—pŗthupājaso ye.

The supramental world in us, foundation of the Truth, is the 
foundation of the Dawns. They are the descent upon mortal nature 
of the light of that immortal Truth, ŗtam jyotis. The Lord of the 
Dawns, Master of Truth, Illuminer, Creator, Organiser, putting 
forth in the foundation of Truth, above mind, the impulsion of 
his activities, enters with them by this goddess into a bodily and 
mental existence no longer obscured but released from their limits 
and capable of vastness, mahī rodasī. The Lord of Truth is the sole 
lord of things. He is Varuna, soul of vastness and purity; he is 
Mitra, source of love and light and harmony. His creative Wisdom, 
mahī mitrasya varuņasya māyā, unlimited in its scope,—for he is 
Varuna,—appearing, chandréva, as a light of bliss and joy,—for he 
is Mitra,—arranges, perfectly organises, in multitudinous forms, 
in the wideness of the liberated nature, the luminous expansions, 
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the serene expressions of the Truth. He combines the various 
brilliancies with which his Dawn has entered our firmaments; he 
blends into one harmony her true and happy voices. Dawn divine 
is the coming of the Godhead. She is the light of the Truth and the 
Felicity pouring on us from the Lord of Wisdom and Bliss, amŗtasya 
kétu,h, svasarasya patnī.

[The Secret of the Veda]

□□□
55 – Be wide in me, O Varuna; be mighty in me, O Indra; O 
Sun, be very bright and luminous; O Moon, be full of charm and 
sweetness. Be fierce and terrible, O Rudra; be impetuous and 
swift, O Maruts; be strong and bold, O Aryama; be voluptuous 
and pleasurable, O Bhaga; be tender and kind and loving and 
passionate, O Mitra. Be bright and revealing, O Dawn; O Night, be 
solemn and pregnant. O Life, be full, ready and buoyant; O Death, 
lead my steps from mansion to mansion. Harmonise all these, O 
Brahmanaspati. Let me not be subject to these gods, O Kali.

He invokes all these Vedic gods and tells each one to take 
possession of him; and THEN he tells Kali to free him from their 
influence!

[11 February 1961]

□□□
Night, splendid with the moon dreaming in heaven 
In silver peace, possessed her luminous reign. ||159.5||

She brooded through her stillness on a thought 
Deep-guarded by her mystic folds of light, 
And in her bosom nursed a greater dawn. ||159.6||

It heralds the Supermind.—The Mother

[13 March 1963]



Whence hast thou brought me 
captive back, love-chained... ?

With his arms’ encircling hold around her locked, 
A living knot to make possession close, 
He murmured with hesitating lips her name, 
And vaguely recollecting wonder cried, 
“Whence hast thou brought me captive back, love-chained, 
To thee and sun-light’s walls, O golden beam 
And casket of all sweetness, Savitri, 
Godhead and woman, moonlight of my soul?” ||157.21||

“Look round thee and behold, glad and unchanged 
Our home, this forest, with its thousand cries 
And the whisper of the wind among the leaves 
And, through rifts in emerald scene, the evening sky, 
God’s canopy of blue sheltering our lives, 
And the birds crying for heart’s happiness, 
Winged poets of our solitary reign, 
Our friends on earth where we are king and queen.” ||157.25||

Savitri is back to the earth, back bringing with her the soul of 
Satyavan. In the deep forest he seemed to be waking from some 
deep sleep, yet carrying a vague impression of what had happened 
to him a little while ago, a strange and long journey. Some dreadful 
spirit was dragging him through the darkness of his kingdom, 
he denying God and Soul, he claiming the world for Death and 
Nothingness, he the Spirit of the Void. Savitri brought Satyavan 
love-chained back, he seeing her in an altogether different form of 
greatness. She had been always sweet to him, but presently she 
seemed to be more than that, Godhead and Woman. Would she 
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accept him, with all the frailty of the human in him? Savitri assures 
him that their parting was a dream, and that they had been always 
together. They are back to the familiar earth, they are listening 
to the songs of the familiar birds; if something has changed it is 
in their leaving Death’s night behind. Yet Satyavan wonders at 
Savitri. He wants her to make his life a song of joy.

□□□
Savitri had promised the Madonna of light, Mother of joy and 
peace that one day she will return with His hands in hers:

One day I shall return, His hands in mine 
And thou shalt see the face of the Absolute. ||124.71||

Then shall the holy marriage be achieved, 
Then shall the divine family be born. ||124.72||

There shall be light and peace in all the worlds. ||124.73||

She is here back now with his hands in hers, and Satyavan needs 
have least anxiety whether the godhead and the woman would 
disdain her. The marriage that will not see death anywhere will 
begin and the divine family be born.

□□□
The interweaving of human Savitri’s awaking on the fated day and 
the incarnate Savitri’s awaking to the cosmic task she has come 
here to do are beautifully, pleasingly, impeccably presented, as if 
they were a single event. In fact they are a single event, but taking 
place in the transcendent. And when we see the whole description 
from the point of view of the poet as an artist, what we most 
admire is his elaborate inventiveness-creativeness! It is something 
unique also, uniqueness that does not come from any faculty of 
imagination howsoever powerful and lucid and perceptive that 
imaginative faculty might be, howsoever original too it might be. 
The presentation has actually no parallel in the world-literature, 
this opening of the epic Savitri, this introduction to Savitri the 
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Daughter of the Sun in her triple poise. The poet-creator’s design is 
vibrant and vast, amazingly vast with the quality of depth plunging 
below depth; the plan equally vast is cosmic-transcendental which 
is being executed through the action of an individual. Every strand 
is carefully worked out, one shining strand vibrantly running into 
another vibrant, shining and awe-inspiring strand, every element 
purposefully and meaningfully placed in the completeness of 
its eminence, each note struck flawlessly to build one luminous 
harmony around another luminous harmony, as if from the womb 
of hush arose the gleaming word. Essentially, it does come as the 
perfect Word in its integrality, pure and gleaming. It comes from 
“silence, the nurse of the Almighty’s power, the omniscient hush.”

Incarnate Savitri is waking up from the forgetfulness of millennia. 
The seas of her sleep are ebbing; a new dawn in the east is breaking 
on the distant horizon. She is recognising the deep angst, she is 
marking-seeing the “fatal seed sown in life’s false start”. She is 
feeling the pain in the chest. A slow faint remembrance is fleeting 
shadowlike across her vision. Her mind is becoming aware of it. 
At first nothing seemed to take place, nothing seemed to happen. 
Not even did the grief spring up in her heart. The purpose of this 
pain, when it came, she could not understand, she could not 
grasp, could not plumb its significance. But now she receives the 
summons, she is now getting ready to carry the yoke of ignorance 
and fate, she is prepared to put in the labour and stress of mortal 
days. This was the pain that existed even when the incarnate had 
not yet awakened to the universal reality of this world.

In parallel is the other movement. Contrast this to the pain and 
anguish human Savitri was experiencing with her mind alert to the 
fast-approaching event of Satyavan’s death. She had forgotten the 
prophecy that was made by Narad. All that was out of her mind. 
In her conjugal relationship with the husband her spirit possessed 
him and clung to his body, clasped the lover like a sea of living fire. 
But it was a divided life she was living. Swaying in strong gusts of 
happiness and swimming in foreboding’s sombre waves, her eyes 
stared blind into the future’s night.
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Divine Savitri’s human plight has become a part of the cosmic 
plight, as much as the other way around also. Such is the complete 
identification of the two. In that identification “all came back to 
her”—to the human as well as the incarnate Savitri. All came back 
to her—Earth and Doom and Love.

□□□
O LORD, Thou of whom I would be constantly conscious and whom 
I would realise in the smallest cells of my being, Thou whom I would 
know as myself and see manifested in all things, Thou who art the 
sole reality, the sole cause and aim of existence, grant that my love 
for Thee may grow ever greater so that I may be all love, Thy love 
itself, and that, being Thy love, I may unite integrally with Thee. 
May this love grow more and more intense, complete, luminous, 
powerful; may this love become an irresistible urge towards Thee, 
the invincible means of manifesting Thee. May everything in this 
being become pure, profound, disinterested, divine love—from the 
unfathomable depths to the outermost substance. May the God 
with form who manifests in this aggregate be entirely moulded 
from Thy complete and sublime love, the love which is at once 
the source and the realisation of all knowledge; may thought be 
clarified, organised, enlightened, transformed by Thy love; may all 
the life-forces, solely impregnated by Thy love and moulded from 
it, draw from it irresistible purity and constant energy, power and 
rectitude. May this weakened intermediary being, take advantage 
of its weakness to reconstitute itself with elements entirely moulded 
from Thy love, and may this body, now a burning brazier, radiate 
Thy divine, impersonal, sublime and calm love from every pore. 
. . . May the brain be reconstituted by Thy love. Lastly, may Thy 
love overflow, flood, penetrate, transfigure, regenerate, animate 
all things, with the power, the splendour, the sweetness and force 
which are its very own. In Thy love is peace, in Thy love is joy, in 
Thy love is Thy servitor’s sovereign lever of work.

Thy love is vaster than the universe and more lasting than all the 
ages; it is infinite, eternal, it is Thyself. And it is Thyself I want to 
be and that I am, for such is Thy law, such is Thy will.

[23 May 1914]



And the birds came back 
winging to their nests

Then hand in hand they left that solemn place 
Full now of mute unusual memories, 
To the green distance of their sylvan home 
Returning slowly through the forest’s heart: 
Round them the afternoon to evening changed; 
Light slipped down to the brightly sleeping verge, 
And the birds came back winging to their nests, 
And day and night leaned to each other’s arms. ||157.55||

And the birds come back winging to their nests, and Satyavan 
and Savitri are on their way back to the hermitage. The death of 
Satyavan had taken place at the noon, and the journey through 
the darkness of Death’s kingdom had lasted for a few occult hours 
and the afternoon turned into evening. So the sequence of the 
events on the fated day could be as follows: Savitri gets up early 
in the morning much before the sunrise, gets ready and worships 
Goddess Durga; maybe around eight o’clock the young couple sets 
to go to the forest where Satyavan has to do his daily labour. 
After the exhausting work he feels fatigued and distressed, in fact 
he experiences extreme pain and soon collapses. Death occurs 
at noon. From noon to afternoon, for about four hours, is the 
occult journey including the coming back of Satyavan to life; then 
the next two hours from afternoon till evening mark the duration 
when Satyavan recovers and wonders at the strange things he 
had experienced. Savitri speaks to him in an assuring voice and 
tells him briefly all that had happened during those few hours; she 
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also tells him that all that was to lead the soul of man towards 
Truth and God. They are now again human and they embrace each 
other, stand entwined for a while, their kiss putting the seal of joy 
on the coming time. Satyavan feels confident to walk back to their 
home, and soon they meet the elders in the eager hermitages.

□□□
Satyavan said: O Savitri, O fair and beautiful lady, we shall now 
return eager as I am, and impatient, to meet my parents. Moreover, 
I should see the revered ones, dear to me as they are. And, O 
timid woman, have no fear; by frequenting this region I have 
become quite familiar with the several paths here. Simply looking 
at the stars through the branches of the trees I can identify them 
easily. Indeed, this is the same path by which we came and along 
which we gathered fruit; O pretty and bright, follow it and proceed 
without worrying about the path. Near the group of palāsh-trees 
the path bifurcates and moves in two different directions; take the 
one which leads to the north, but now speed up. I am in a good 
state of health and I have strength and I am anxiously desirous of 
seeing my parents and the elderly sages.

[Vyasa’s Savitri]



The fortunate gods have 
looked on me today

But at the vision of the beautiful twain 
The air awoke perturbed with scaling cries, 
And the swift parents hurrying to their child,— 
Their cause of life now who had given him breath,— 
Possessed him with their arms. Then tenderly 
Cried Dyumathsena chiding Satyavan: 
“The fortunate gods have looked on me today, 
A kingdom seeking came and heaven’s rays. ||158.11||

Hand in hand Satyavan and Savitri are on their way back to the 
hermitage. But it has already become dark and Satyavan’s parents 
are worried that the young couple has not yet returned. They are 
also puzzled that their life has suddenly changed. A great company 
of soldiers and warriors, and calm white-clad priests, arrives only 
to see Satyavan’s father King Dyumatsena no more blind but 
walking majestically with firm monarch steps; his mother also no 
more pale and pensive at the loss of the eyesight and kingdom of 
her husband but living in the prophecy of the dawn is joyous at the 
appearance of the beautiful twain, her son and her daughter-in-
law. Swift parents hurry to meet their son, and Dyumatsena asks 
Satyavan about the cause of their returning back home so late 
in the evening. The kingdom had come to him but there was the 
anguish in his heart, with ominous thoughts haunting him about 
the delay of the young souls not yet arriving. Satyavan speaks in 
an assured manner and tells the parents that whatever big change 
had taken place it was due to Savitri, that every bit, everything 
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must be laid on her; she is the cause of all the marvellous change. 
Savitri’s reply is sweeter yet that, what matters is to feel love and 
oneness with all; that indeed is the full meaning of life and it is in 
it that she was living. That is Savitri’s fulfilment.

Awakened to the meaning of my heart 
That to feel love and oneness is to live 
And this the magic of our golden change 
Is all the truth I know or seek, O sage. ||158.24||

□□□
We can look at the Avatarhood of Satyavan, Aswapati, Savitri as 
follows.

Satyavan: his presence makes the supramental manifestation 
possible.

Aswapati: to work out that possibility he brings down the 
divine Shakti.

Savitri: she removes the obstacle that stands in the way of the 
manifestation and wins the boon of Krishna-Kali entering into 
the Earth-process.

□□□
There are other great Personalities of the Divine Mother, but 
they were more difficult to bring down and have not stood out 
in front with so much prominence in the evolution of the earth-
spirit. There are among them Presences indispensable for the 
supramental realisation,—most of all one who is her Personality of 
that mysterious and powerful ecstasy and Ananda which flows from 
a supreme divine Love, the Ananda that alone can heal the gulf 
between the highest heights of the supramental spirit and lowest 
abysses of Matter, the Ananda that holds the key of a wonderful 
divine Life and even now supports from its secrecies the work of 
all the other Powers of the universe. ... when her Personalities 
are all gathered in her and manifested and their separate working 
has been turned into a harmonious unity and they rise in her to 
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the supramental godheads, then is the Mother revealed as the 
supramental Mahashakti and brings pouring down her luminous 
transcendences from their ineffable ether. ...

The supramental change is the thing decreed and inevitable in the 
evolution of the earth-consciousness; for its upward ascent is not 
ended and mind is not its last summit. But the change may arrive, 
take form and endure, there is needed the call from below with a 
will to recognise and not deny the Light when it comes, and there 
is needed the sanction of the Supreme from above. The power 
that mediates between the sanction and the call is the presence 
and power of the Divine Mother. The Mother’s power and not any 
human endeavour and tapasyā can alone rend the lid and tear the 
covering and shape the vessel and bring down into this world of 
obscurity and falsehood and death and suffering Truth and Light 
and Life divine and the immortal’s Ananda.

□□□
We have love for a boy who is dark and resplendent, 
 A woman is lord of us, naked and fierce. 
We have seen Him a-muse on the snow of the mountains, 
 We have watched Him at work in the heart of the spheres.

We will tell the whole world of His ways and His cunning: 
 He has rapture of torture and passion and pain; 
He delights in our sorrow and drives us to weeping, 
 Then lures with His joy and His beauty again.

We have “love for a boy who is dark and resplendent and a woman 
who is lord of us, naked and fierce”—that was as early as 1908, 
in the Alipore Jail. That is what is diamondised in the Krishna-Kali 
coming in the wake of Savitri’s return to the earth.



Appendix One 
Statistics pertaining to Octaves

Here are the statistics pertaining to the octaves or eight-line 
sentences in Savitri.

I: Book-wise number of Octaves

Book One 33

Book Two 69

Book Three 11

Book Four 7

Book Five  8

Book Six 14

Book Seven 19

Book Eight  2

Book Nine 3

Book Ten 13

Book Eleven 13

Book Twelve 4

Total   Twelve Books: Number of Octaves: 196
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Canto-wise number of Octaves

Book One 3 — 5 — 9 — 12 — 4

Book Two 3 — 4 — 5 — 6 — 14 — 6 — 10 — 5 — 2 — 5 
— 3 — 2 — 1 — 3 — 0

Book Three 0 — 3 — 4 — 4

Book Four 2 — 2 — 0 — 3 

Book Five 0 — 2 — 6

Book Six 9 — 5

Book Seven 2 — 3 — 3 — 5 — 2 — 3 — 1

Book Eight  2

Book Nine 3 — 0

Book Ten 3 — 1 — 4 — 5 

Book Eleven 13

Book Twelve 4

Example: Book Six 9 — 5 

The numbers are put canto-wise. Thus in Canto One of Book Six 
there are 9 octaves and in Canto Two 5.

Octaves with their sentence numbers as present 
in the digital-friendly edition of Savitri

Book One

Canto One: 1.16— 1.36 — 2.11

Canto Two: 3.4 — 3.6 — 3.14 — 3.36 — 4.2



Running through Savitri 698

Canto Three: 5.36 — 5.40 — 6.5 — 7.3 — 8.9 — 8.14 — 
8.17 — 8.24 — 8.30

Canto Four: 10.21 — 11.6 — 11.10 — 11.19 —12.14 — 
13.11 — 14.4  — 14.8 — 14.19 — 16.11 — 
17.8 — 17.29

Canto Five: 19.14 — 19.18 — 21.2 — 24.22

Book Two

Canto One: 25.15 — 25.19 — 26.29

Canto Two: 28.9 — 28.26 — 30.6 — 30.31

Canto Three: 35.8 — 35.23 — 35.35 — 35.48 — 35.50

Canto Four:  40.16 — 41.6 — 41.10 — 41.13 — 41.24 — 
41.36

Canto Five: 43.3 — 43.12 — 44.1 — 44.10 — 44.22 — 
44.28 — 44.37 — 45.14 — 45.25 — 45.27 — 
46.2 — 46.21 — 47.23 — 47.25

Canto Six: 50.8 — 50.44 — 51.30 — 52.19 — 52.21 — 
54.42

Canto Seven: 55.21 — 56.24 — 57.17 — 58.8 — 58.11 — 
58.15 — 59.2 — 59.9 — 59.15 — 59.17

Canto Eight: 61.5 — 62.15 — 62.22 — 64.13 — 64.16

Canto Nine: 65.9 — 65.12

Canto Ten: 66.16 — 66.38 — 68.27 — 68.47 — 69.1

Canto Eleven: 70.15 — 71.34 — 71.57

Canto Twelve: 73.16 — 73.18

Canto Thirteen: 74.32
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Canto Fourteen:  76.3 — 76.5 — 77.5

Canto Fifteen: 0

Book Three

Canto One: 0

Canto Two:  81.4 — 81.6 — 81.23

Canto Three: 84.3 — 85.6 — 85.11 — 88.11

Canto Four:  89.31 — 90.29 — 90.36 — 92.6

Book Four

Canto One:  93.7 — 94.50

Canto Two:  95.3 — 95.21

Canto Three:  0

Canto Four:  99.4 — 99.14 — 99.21

Book Five

Canto One:  0

Canto Two:  102.15 — 102.52

Canto Three: 103.24 — 103.36 — 103.51 — 103.76 — 
104.19 — 105.8

Book Six

Canto One: 106.2 — 106.9 — 106.24 — 106.28 — 106.56 
— 106.94 — 106.109 —106.141 — 106.167

Canto Two: 108.48 — 108.58 — 111.11 — 112.37 — 
112.51
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Book Seven

Canto One: 115.29 — 115.35

Canto Two: 117.32 — 117.74 — 117.84

Canto Three: 118.30 — 119.8 — 120.26

Canto Four: 122.3 — 122.26 — 123.37 — 124.47 — 
124.70

Canto Five: 126.4 — 126.6

Canto Six: 128.11 — 128.48 — 130.30

Canto Seven: 131.16

Book Eight

Canto Three: 133.15 — 133.26

Book Nine

Canto One: 134.22 — 135.25 — 136.6

Canto Two: 0

Book Ten

Canto One: 138.12 — 139.13 — 139.27

Canto Two: 140.49

Canto Three: 141.2 — 141.17 — 142.17 — 142.19

Canto Four: 144.9 — 146.8 — 146.11 — 146.39 — 146.56
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Book Eleven

Canto One: 148.10 — 148.15 — 148.28 — 149.7 — 151.8 
— 153.1 — 153.51 — 154.1 — 154.19 — 
154.35 — 155.3 — 155.51 — 156.11

Book Twelve

Canto One: 157.21 — 157.25 — 157.55 — 158.11

NB: Out of the total number of 159 Sections in Savitri the following 
57 Sections do not have any octave in them at all; that is about 
36 per cent:

9—15—18—20—22—23—27—29—31—32—33—34—36—37—
38—39—40—42—48—49—53—60—63—67—72—75—78—79—
80—82—83—86—87—91—96—97—98—100—101—107—109—
110—113—114—116—121—125—127—129—132—137—143—
145—147—150—152—159



Appendix Two 
The Mother on Numbers

1— The One

2— Decision for Creation

3— Beginning of Creation

4— Manifestation

5— Power

6— Creation

7— Realisation

8— Occult Formation

9— Power of Static Fulfilment

10— Power of Expression

11— Progress

12— Perfect Manifestation Stabilised



703Appendix Two

1— The Origin

2— Appearance of the Creative Consciousness

3— Sachchidananda

4— Manifestation

5— Power

6— New Creation

7— Realisation

8— Double Enclosure (protection from inner and outer enemies)

9— New Birth

10— Perfection

11— Progress

12— Double Perfection (spiritual and material)

14— Transformation



Appendix Three 
Significance of 18

What is the significance of 18?

It depends on how it is read.

It can be read as 10+8; it can be read as 9+9; it can be read 
as 12+6. And each of these readings has a different meaning.

If we take 10+8, it can indicate something quite immobile: 
because 10 indicates a static perfection, something which 
has reached its perfection and stops there; and 8 is a double 
enclosure, that is, something which is framed in, surrounded, 
demarcated, and which naturally stops there. So if we put 
10 and 8 together it truly makes something which can be an 
accomplishment but one that is terminated.

On the other hand, if we take 9+9: 9 is the process of creation—
not the creation itself but its process—and 9+9 is a process 
of creation which continues and follows another process of 
creation, that is, a creation which is dual and implies the idea 
that it continues indefinitely. This gives us two meanings which 
are almost contradictory.

And if we take 12 and 6, then it becomes something very 
good. 12, you know what it is, don’t you? It is the number of 
perfection in conception and creation; and 6 is the number of 
the new creation. So if you put 12 and 6 together, you truly have 
something absolutely remarkable.
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Now we can have other combinations. But it becomes a little 
more complicated.

18 itself—as 18—was the number of the consciousness in its 
effort for material realisation: the consciousness trying to realise 
itself materially, express itself materially.

So now you have something...

From the social point of view it is the first number for attaining 
majority, the first majority; that is, from eighteen onwards one 
has one’s own will, one has the right to have one’s own will, 
from the social point of view. It is clearly a very interesting 
starting-point.

There, then.

[16 November 1955]




