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THE LYRIC OF LOVE

Editorial Note: Savitri is the mantra of transformation, as the Mother reveals to us. The 

more we dwell in its atmosphere through reading, writing, listening, contemplating, medi-

tating the more we grow into the Light of the Truth and the Beauty of the Future that 

Savitri brings to us. Savitri is the most important work of Sri Aurobindo, that opens for us 

the doors to a  greater consciousness, the doors to Light and Beauty and Truth and Peace 

and Wideness, the doors to the infinite Love and Ananda of the Divine, the doors to the 

rhythms of the higher Harmony.  The present issue is a selection of certain passages from 

Savitri to give us a taste and touch of the supreme revelation. It is an invitation to turn 

to the word-body and sound-body of Sri Aurobindo and the Mother that it embodies and 

enshrines and to be transformed by its living contact. It is a living Presence woven by the 

Master Seer of all times with the work of helping humanity navigate through the difficult 

passage from Man, the creation of yesterday to the divine super humanity of tomorrow.   
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This year is consecrated to Sri Aurobindo.

To understand his teaching better and try to put it into practice, is certainly the best 

way of showing our gratitude to him for all the light, knowledge and force which he has so 

generously brought to the earth.

May his teaching enlighten and guide us, and what we cannot do today, we shall do 

tomorrow.

Let us take the right attitude in all sincerity, and it will truly be a BONNE ANNÉE.

*

Without the Divine we are limited, incompetent and helpless beings; with the Divine, if we 

give ourselves entirely to Him, all is possible and our progress is limitless.

A special help has come upon the earth for Sri Aurobindo’s centenary year; let us take 

advantage of it to overcome the ego and emerge into the light.

CWM 13: 16                                                                                        The Mother

1st January 1972
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The Mother on Savitri

What is Savitri

Savitri is really a condensation, a concentration of the universal Mother—the eternal 

universal Mother, Mother of all universes from all eternity — in an earthly personality for the 

Earth’s salvation. And Satyavan is the soul of the Earth, the Earth’s jiva. So when the Lord 

says, ‘he whom you love and whom you have chosen,’ it means the earth. All the details 

are there! When she comes back down, when Death has yielded at last, when all has been 

settled and the Supreme tells her, ‘Go, go with him, the one you have chosen,’ how does 

Sri Aurobindo describe it? He says that she very carefully takes the soul of Satyavan into 

her arms, like a little child, to pass through all the realms and come back down to earth. 

Everything is there! He hasn’t forgotten a single detail to make it easy to understand — for 

someone who knows how to understand. And it is when Savitri reaches the earth that 

Satyavan regains his full human stature.

The Mother: Conversation with a Disciple, January 22, 1961

You know, Savitri is an exact description — not literature, not poetry (although the form 

is very poetical) — an exact description, step by step, paragraph by paragraph, page by 

page; as I read, I relived it all. Besides, many of my own experiences that I recounted to Sri 

Aurobindo seem to have been incorporated into Savitri. He has included many of them — 

Nolini says so; he was familiar with the first version Sri Aurobindo wrote long ago, and he 

said that an enormous number of experiences were added when it was taken up again. This 

explained to me why … suddenly, as I read it, I live the experience — line by line, page by 

page. The realism of it is astounding.

The Mother: Conversation with a Disciple, July 4, 1961

The importance of Savitri

One reads Savitri to develop one’s intelligence and to understand deeper things. One 

concentrates at the Samadhi to grow in devotion and to put oneself in contact with Sri 

Aurobindo in order to receive his help. If these things have any value for you, you must do 

them regularly, because it is the laziness of unconsciousness that keeps you from doing 

them. You are born for a spiritual and conscious life — but perhaps you are still too young 

to have the will to realise it.  Blessings.

CWM 16: 397

Read Savitri Always

It does not matter if you do not understand it — Savitri, read it always. You will see that 

every time you read it, there will be something new experience; things which were not here, 

things you did not understand arise and suddenly become clear. Always an unexpected vi-

sion comes up through the words and lines. Every time you try to read and understand, you 
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will see that something which was hidden behind is revealed clearly and vividly. I tell you 

the very verses you have read once before, will appear to you in a different light each time 

you re-read them.

This is what happens invariably. Always your experience is enriched, it is revelation at 

each step.

But you must not read it as you read other books or newspapers. You must read with 

an empty head, a blank and vacant mind, without there being any other thought; you must 

concentrate much, remain empty, calm and open; then the words, rhythms, vibrations will 

penetrate directly to this white page, will put their stamp upon the brain, will explain them-

selves without your making any effort.

Savitri alone is sufficient

Savitri alone is sufficient to make you climb to the highest peaks. If truly one knows how 

to meditate upon Savitri, one will receive all the help one needs. For him who wishes to fol-

low this path, it is a concrete help as though the Lord himself were taking you by the hand 

and leading you to the destined goal. And then, every question, however personal it may 

be, has its answer here, every difficulty finds its solution herein; indeed there is necessary 

for doing the Yoga.

“He has crammed the whole universe in a single book.” It is a marvellous work, magnifi-

cent and of an incomparable perfection.

You know, before writing Savitri Sri Aurobindo said to me, “I am impelled to launch on a 

new adventure; I was hesitant in the beginning, but now I decided. Still I do not know how 

far I shall succeed. I pray for help.” And you know what it was? It was—before beginning, I 

warm you in advance—it was his way of speaking, so full of humility and divine modesty. 

He never... asserted himself. And the day he actually began it, he told me: “I have launched 

myself in a rudderless boat upon the vastness of the Infinite.” And once having started, he 

wrote page after page without intermission, as though it were a thing already complete up 

there and he had only to transcribe it in ink down here on these pages.

Highest Mantra

In truth, the entire form of Savitri has descended “en masse” from the highest region 

and Sri Aurobindo with his genius only arranged the lines—in a superb and magnificent 

style. Sometimes entire lines were revealed and he has left them intact; he worked hard, 

untiringly, so that the inspiration could come from the highest possible summit. And what 

a work he has created! yes, it is a true creation in itself. It is an unequalled work. Everything 

is there, and it is put in such a simple, such a clear form; verses perfectly harmonious, lim-

pid and eternally true. My child, I have read so many things, but I studied the best works 

in Greek, Latin, English and of course in French literature, also in German and all the great 

creation of the West and East, including the great epics; but I repeat it, I have not found 

anywhere anything comparable with Savitri. All these literary works seem to me empty, flat, 

Q
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hollow, without any deep reality — apart from a few rare exceptions, and these too repre-

sent only a small fraction of the Savitri is. What grandeur, what amplitude, what reality: it 

is something immortal and eternal he has created. I tell you once again there is nothing like 

it in the whole world. Even if one puts aside the vision of the reality, that is, the essential 

substance which is the heart of the inspiration, and considers only the verses in themselves, 

one will find them unique, of the highest classical kind. What he has created is something 

man cannot imagine. For, everything is there, everything.

It may then be said that Savitri is a revelation, it is a meditation, it is a quest of the 

Infinite, the Eternal. If it is read with this aspiration for Immortality, the reading itself will 

serve as a guide to Immortality. To read Savitri is indeed to realise the Divine. Each step of 

Yoga is noted here, including the secret of all other Yogas. Surely, if one sincerely follows 

what is always what is revealed here in each verse one will reach finally the transformation 

of supramental Yoga. It is truly the infallible guide who never abandons you; his support 

is always there for him who wants to follow the path. Each verse of Savitri is like a Mantra 

which surpasses all that man possessed by way of knowledge, and I repeat this, the words 

are expressed and arranged in such a way that the sonority of the rhythm leads you to the 

origin of sound, which is OM.

Everything is there

My child, yes, everything is there: mysticism, occultism, philosophy, the history of evo-

lution, the history of man, of the Gods, of creation, of Nature. How the universe was cre-

ated, 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 re-

quired 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 igno-

rance 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 — read-

ing 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. ...

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 incon-

science, even in the neighbourhood of death, endured the sufferings of perdition, and 
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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. He has made the work easy for us. 

Savitri is his whole Yoga of Transformation, and this Yoga appears now for the first time in 

the earth-consciousness.

Beyond comparison

And I think that man is not yet ready to receive it. It is too high and too vast for him. He 

cannot understand it, grasp it, for it is not by the mind that one can understand Savitri. One 

needs spiritual experiences in order to understand and assimilate it. The more one advances 

on the path of Yoga, the more one assimilates and the better. No, it is something which will 

be appreciated only in the future, it is the poetry of tomorrow of which he has spoken in 

The Future Poetry. It is too subtle, too refined,—it is not in the mind or through the mind, it 

is in meditation that Savitri is revealed.

And men have the audacity to compare it with the work of Virgil or Homer and to find 

it inferior. They do not understand, they cannot understand. What do they know? Nothing 

at all. And it is useless to try to make them understand. Men will know what it is, but in a 

distant future. It is only the new race with a new consciousness which will be able to under-

stand. I assure you there is nothing under the blue sky to compare with Savitri. It is the mys-

tery of mysteries. It is the super-epic, it is super-literature, super-poetry, super-vision, it is a 

super-work even if one considers the number of lines he has written. No these human words 

are not adequate to describe Savitri. Yes, one needs superlatives, hyperbolas to describe it. 

It is a hyper-epic. No, words express nothing of what Savitri is; at least I do not find them. 

It is of immense value — spiritual value and all other values; it is eternal in the subject, and 

infinite in its appeal, miraculous in its mode and power of execution; it is a unique thing, the 

more you come in contact with this, the higher will you be uplifted. Ah, truly it is something! 

It is most beautiful thing he has left for man, the highest possible. What is it? When will 

man know it? When is he going to lead a life of truth? When is he going to accept this in his 

life? This yet remains to be known.

Guru and guide of Yoga

My child, everyday you are going to read Savitri; read properly, with the right attitude, 

concentrating a little before opening the pages and trying to keep the mind as empty as 

possible, absolutely without a thought. The direct road is by ‘the heart’. I tell you, if you try 

to concentrate really with this aspiration in a very short time, perhaps in a few days. What 

you cannot do normally, you can do with the help of Savitri. Try and you will see how very 
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different it is, how new, if you read with this attitude, with this something at the back of 

your consciousness; as throughout it were an offering to Sri Aurobindo. You know it is 

charged, fully charged with consciousness; as though Savitri were a being, a real guide. I tell 

you, whoever, wishing to practise Yoga, tries sincerely and feels the necessity for it, will be 

able to climb with the help of Savitri to the highest step of the ladder of Yoga, will be able 

to find the secret that Savitri represents. And this without the help of a Guru. And he will 

be able to practise it anywhere. For him Savitri alone will be the guide, for all, that he needs 

he will find in Savitri. If he remains very quiet when before a difficulty, or when he does not 

know where to turn to go forward and how to overcome obstacles, for all these hesitations 

and these incertitudes which overwhelm us at every moment, he will have the necessary 

indications, and the necessary concrete help. If he remains very calm, open, if he aspires 

sincerely, always he will be as if led by the hand. If he has faith, the will to give himself and 

essential sincerity he will reach the final goal.

Indeed, Savitri is something concrete, living, it is all replete, packed with consciousness, 

it is the supreme knowledge above all human philosophies and religions. It is the spiritual 

path, it is Yoga, tapasya, sadhana, everything, in its single body. Savitri has an extraordi-

nary power, it gives out vibrations for him who can receive them, the true vibrations of 

each stage of consciousness. It is incomparable, it is truth in its plenitude, the truth Sri 

Aurobindo brought down on the earth. My child, one must try to find the secret that 

Savitri represents, the prophetic message Sri  Aurobindo reveals there for us. This is the work 

before you, it is hard but it is worth the trouble.

 The Mother: Conversation with a Disciple, 5 November 1967

The tale of Satyavan and Savitri

The tale of Satyavan and Savitri is recited in the Mahabharata  as a story of con-

jugal love conquering death. But this legend is, as shown by many features of the 

human tale, one of the many symbolic myths of the Vedic cycle. Satyavan is the soul 

carrying the divine truth of being within itself but descended into the grip of death 

and ignorance; Savitri is the Divine Word, daughter of the Sun, goddess of the su-

preme Truth who comes down and is born to save; Aswapati, the Lord of the Horse, 

her human father, is the Lord of Tapasya, the concentrated energy of spiritual en-

deavour that helps us to rise from the mortal to the immortal planes; Dyumatsena, 

Lord of the Shining Hosts, father of Satyavan, is the Divine Mind here fallen blind, 

losing its celestial kingdom of vision, and through that loss its kingdom of glory. 

Still this is not a mere allegory, the characters are not personified qualities, but in-

carnations or emanations of living and conscious Forces with whom we can enter 

into concrete touch and they take human bodies in order to help man and show 

him the way from his mortal state to a divine consciousness and immortal life.                 

Sri Aurobindo on Himelf, p. 265                                                            Sri Aurobindo
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Savitri and Satyavan

Let’s take Savitri, which is very explicit on this: the universal Mother is universally pres-

ent 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 ex-

pressed 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.

The Mother: Conversation with a Disciple, July 28, 1961

The importance of Savitri is immense.

Its subject is universal. Its revelation is prophetic.

The time spent in its atmosphere is not wasted.

*

This Savitri is wonderful, he foresaw everything, saw everything, everything, absolutely ev-

erything, there isn’t one point he left unexplored!

The Mother: Conversation with a Disciple, April 20, 1963

Savitri comes from somewhere else altogether.

And I think that Savitri is the most important thing to speak about.

*

It’s captivating, Savitri!

I believe it’s his Message — all the rest is preparation, while Savitri is the Message.

The Mother: Conversation with a Disciple, September 23, 1961
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Selected Passages from Savitri

Omnipotent Goddess

A Form from far beatitudes seemed to near.

Ambassadress twixt eternity and change,

The omniscient Goddess leaned across the breadths

That wrap the fated journeyings of the stars

And saw the spaces ready for her feet.

Savitri: 4

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.

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.

Savitri: 7

Overflew the ways of Thought to unborn things.

Ardent was her self-poised unstumbling will;

Her mind, a sea of white sincerity,

Passionate in flow, had not one turbid wave.

As in a mystic and dynamic dance

A priestess of immaculate ecstasies

Inspired and ruled from Truth’s revealing vault

Moves in some prophet cavern of the gods,

A heart of silence in the hands of joy

Inhabited with rich creative beats

A body like a parable of dawn

That seemed a niche for veiled divinity

Or golden temple-door to things beyond.
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Immortal rhythms swayed in her time-born steps;

Her look, her smile awoke celestial sense

Even in earth-stuff, and their intense delight

Poured a supernal beauty on men’s lives.

A wide self-giving was her native act;

A magnanimity as of sea or sky

Enveloped with its greatness all that came

And gave a sense as of a greatened world:

Her kindly care was a sweet temperate sun,

Her high passion a blue heaven’s equipoise.

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 ambience,

And preen joy in her warmth and colour’s rule.

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.

Savitri: 14-15

A magic leverage within us

A magic leverage suddenly is caught

That moves the veiled Ineffable’s timeless will:

A prayer, a master act, a king idea

Can link man’s strength to a transcendent Force.

Then miracle is made the common rule,

One mighty deed can change the course of things;

A lonely thought becomes omnipotent.

All now seems Nature’s massed machinery;

An endless servitude to material rule

And long determination’s rigid chain,

Her firm and changeless habits aping Law,

Her empire of unconscious deft device

Annul the claim of man’s free human will.

He too is a machine amid machines;

A piston brain pumps out the shapes of thought,
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A beating heart cuts out emotion’s modes;

An insentient energy fabricates a soul.

Or the figure of the world reveals the signs

Of a tied Chance repeating her old steps

In circles around Matter’s binding-posts.

A random series of inept events

To which reason lends illusive sense, is here,

Or the empiric Life’s instinctive search,

Or a vast ignorant mind’s colossal work.

But wisdom comes, and vision grows within:

Then Nature’s instrument crowns himself her king;

He feels his witnessing self and conscious power;

His soul steps back and sees the Light supreme.

A Godhead stands behind the brute machine.                                                    Savitri: 20-21

This bodily appearance is not all

This bodily appearance is not all;

The form deceives, the person is a mask;

Hid deep in man celestial powers can dwell.

His fragile ship conveys through the sea of years

An incognito of the Imperishable.

A spirit that is a flame of God abides,

A fiery portion of the Wonderful,

Artist of his own beauty and delight,

Immortal in our mortal poverty.

This sculptor of the forms of the Infinite,

This screened unrecognised Inhabitant,

Initiate of his own veiled mysteries,

Hides in a small dumb seed his cosmic thought.

In the mute strength of the occult Idea

Determining predestined shape and act,

Passenger from life to life, from scale to scale,

Changing his imaged self from form to form,

He regards the icon growing by his gaze

And in the worm foresees the coming god.

At last the traveller in the paths of Time

Arrives on the frontiers of eternity.

In the transient symbol of humanity draped,

He feels his substance of undying self

And loses his kinship to mortality.                                Savitri: 22-23
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A long dim preparation

A long dim preparation is man’s life,

A circle of toil and hope and war and peace

Tracked out by Life on Matter’s obscure ground.

In his climb to a peak no feet have ever trod,

He seeks through a penumbra shot with flame

A veiled reality half-known, ever missed,

A search for something or someone never found,

Cult of an ideal never made real here,

An endless spiral of ascent and fall

Until at last is reached the giant point

Through which his Glory shines for whom we were made

And we break into the infinity of God.

Across our nature’s border line we escape

Into Supernature’s arc of living light.

Savitri: 24

Soul’s freedom from Ignorance

A vast unanimity ended life’s debate.

The war of thoughts that fathers the universe,

The clash of forces struggling to prevail

In the tremendous shock that lights a star

As in the building of a grain of dust,

The grooves that turn their dumb ellipse in space

Ploughed by the seeking of the world’s desire,

The long regurgitations of Time’s flood,

The torment edging the dire force of lust

That wakes kinetic in earth’s dullard slime

And carves a personality out of mud,

The sorrow by which Nature’s hunger is fed,

The oestrus which creates with fire of pain,

The fate that punishes virtue with defeat,

The tragedy that destroys long happiness,

The weeping of Love, the quarrel of the Gods,

Ceased in a truth which lives in its own light.

His soul stood free, a witness and a king.

Savitri:32-33
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The supreme Diplomat

Only awhile at first these heavenlier states,

These large wide-poised upliftings could endure.

The high and luminous tension breaks too soon,

The body’s stone stillness and the life’s hushed trance,

The breathless might and calm of silent mind;

Or slowly they fail as sets a golden day.

The restless nether members tire of peace;

A nostalgia of old little works and joys,

A need to call back small familiar selves,

To tread the accustomed and inferior way,

The need to rest in a natural pose of fall,

As a child who learns to walk can walk not long,

Replace the titan will for ever to climb,

On the heart’s altar dim the sacred fire.

An old pull of subconscious cords renews;

It draws the unwilling spirit from the heights,

Or a dull gravitation drags us down

To the blind driven inertia of our base.

This too the supreme Diplomat can use,

He makes our fall a means for greater rise.

Savitri:34

The chosen human vessel

In the unfolding process of the Self

Sometimes the inexpressible Mystery

Elects a human vessel of descent.

A breath comes down from a supernal air,

A Presence is born, a guiding Light awakes,

A stillness falls upon the instruments:

Fixed, motionless like a marble monument,

Stone-calm, the body is a pedestal

Supporting a figure of eternal Peace.

Or a revealing Force sweeps blazing in;

Out of some vast superior continent

Knowledge breaks through trailing its radiant seas,

And Nature trembles with the power, the flame.

A greater Personality sometimes

Possesses us which yet we know is ours:

Or we adore the Master of our souls.
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Then the small bodily ego thins and falls;

No more insisting on its separate self,

Losing the punctilio of its separate birth,

It leaves us one with Nature and with God.

In moments when the inner lamps are lit

And the life’s cherished guests are left outside,

Our spirit sits alone and speaks to its gulfs.

A wider consciousness opens then its doors;

Invading from spiritual silences

A ray of the timeless Glory stoops awhile

To commune with our seized illumined clay

And leaves its huge white stamp upon our lives.

Savitri:47-48

Man, still a child 

The outward and the immediate are our field,

The dead past is our background and support;

Mind keeps the soul prisoner, we are slaves to our acts;

We cannot free our gaze to reach wisdom’s sun.

Inheritor of the brief animal mind,

Man, still a child in Nature’s mighty hands,

In the succession of the moments lives;

To a changing present is his narrow right;

His memory stares back at a phantom past,

The future flees before him as he moves;

He sees imagined garments, not a face.

Armed with a limited precarious strength,

He saves his fruits of work from adverse chance.

A struggling ignorance is his wisdom’s mate:

He waits to see the consequence of his acts,

He waits to weigh the certitude of his thoughts,

He knows not what he shall achieve or when;

He knows not whether at last he shall survive,

Or end like the mastodon and the sloth

And perish from the earth where he was king.

He is ignorant of the meaning of his life,

He is ignorant of his high and splendid fate.                          

Savitri:53
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Master Clue

It is the origin and the master-clue,

A silence overhead, an inner voice,

A living image seated in the heart,

An unwalled wideness and a fathomless point,

The truth of all these cryptic shows in Space,

The Real towards which our strivings move,

The secret grandiose meaning of our lives.

A treasure of honey in the combs of God,

A Splendour burning in a tenebrous cloak,

It is our glory of the flame of God,

Our golden fountain of the world’s delight,

An immortality cowled in the cape of death,

The shape of our unborn divinity.

It guards for us our fate in depths within

Where sleeps the eternal seed of transient things.

Always we bear in us a magic key

Concealed in life’s hermetic envelope.

A burning Witness in the sanctuary

Regards through Time and the blind walls of Form;

A timeless Light is in his hidden eyes;

He sees the secret things no words can speak

And knows the goal of the unconscious world

And the heart of the mystery of the journeying years.

Savitri 49

God shall grow up

Thus will the masked Transcendent mount his throne.

When darkness deepens strangling the earth’s breast

And man’s corporeal mind is the only lamp,

As a thief’s in the night shall be the covert tread

Of one who steps unseen into his house.

A Voice ill-heard shall speak, the soul obey,

A Power into mind’s inner chamber steal,

A charm and sweetness open life’s closed doors

And beauty conquer the resisting world,

The Truth-Light capture Nature by surprise,

A stealth of God compel the heart to bliss

And earth grow unexpectedly divine.

In Matter shall be lit the spirit’s glow,

In body and body kindled the sacred birth;
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Night shall awake to the anthem of the stars,

The days become a happy pilgrim march,

Our will a force of the Eternal’s power,

And thought the rays of a spiritual sun.

A few shall see what none yet understands;

God shall grow up while the wise men talk and sleep;

For man shall not know the coming till its hour

And belief shall be not till the work is done.

Savitri:55

The outstretched Hand 

Alive in a dead rotating universe

We whirl not here upon a casual globe

Abandoned to a task beyond our force;

Even through the tangled anarchy called Fate

And through the bitterness of death and fall

An outstretched Hand is felt upon our lives.

It is near us in unnumbered bodies and births;

In its unslackening grasp it keeps for us safe

The one inevitable supreme result

No will can take away and no doom change,

The crown of conscious Immortality,

The godhead promised to our struggling souls

When first man’s heart dared death and suffered life.

One who has shaped this world is ever its lord:

Our errors are his steps upon the way;

He works through the fierce vicissitudes of our lives,

He works through the hard breath of battle and toil,

He works through our sins and sorrows and our tears,

His knowledge overrules our nescience;

Whatever the appearance we must bear,

Whatever our strong ills and present fate,

When nothing we can see but drift and bale,

A mighty Guidance leads us still through all.

After we have served this great divided world

God’s bliss and oneness are our inborn right.

A date is fixed in the calendar of the Unknown,

An anniversary of the Birth sublime:

Our soul shall justify its chequered walk,

All will come near that now is naught or far.

 Savitri:59
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The Two who are one

He is the Maker and the world he made,

He is the vision and he is the Seer;

He is himself the actor and the act,

He is himself the knower and the known,

He is himself the dreamer and the dream.

There are Two who are One and play in many worlds;

In Knowledge and Ignorance they have spoken and met

And light and darkness are their eyes’ interchange;

Our pleasure and pain are their wrestle and embrace,

Our deeds, our hopes are intimate to their tale;

They are married secretly in our thought and life.

The universe is an endless masquerade:

For nothing here is utterly what it seems;

It is a dream-fact vision of a truth

Which but for the dream would not be wholly true,

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.

Thus have they made their play with us for roles:

Author and actor with himself as scene,

He moves there as the Soul, as Nature she.

Savitri:61

His human portion

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.

The Absolute, the Perfect, the Alone

Has entered with his silence into space:

He has fashioned these countless persons of one self;

He has built a million figures of his power;

He lives in all, who lived in his Vast alone;

Space is himself and Time is only he.

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,
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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.

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.

Our life is a paradox with God for key.

Savitri:67

Her play is real

There is a truth to know, a work to do;

Her play is real; a Mystery he fulfils:

There is a plan in the Mother’s deep world-whim,

A purpose in her vast and random game.

This ever she meant since the first dawn of life,

This constant will she covered with her sport,

To evoke a Person in the impersonal Void,

With the Truth-Light strike earth’s massive roots of trance,

Wake a dumb self in the inconscient depths

And raise a lost Power from its python sleep

That the eyes of the Timeless might look out from Time

And the world manifest the unveiled Divine.

Savitri:73

The vast majority of humanity is unconscious (what I call unconscious, that is, with-

out contact with the Consciousness, not CONSCIOUSLY in contact with Conscious-

ness), the vast majority; but for one who is capable of being above circumstances 

with a clear and precise vision of the why and the how… it’s wonderful.

There. It’s what Sri Aurobindo wrote in Savitri: God grows up on earth — God 

grows — but man… (laughing), the wise man talks and sleeps… and no one will notice 

it till the work is over. (Savitri, I.IV) That’s how it is. And he knew it.

The Mother: Conversation with a Disciple,  May 3, 1969
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To live this Mystery

A Mystery’s process is the universe.

At first was laid a strange anomalous base,

A void, a cipher of some secret Whole,

Where zero held infinity in its sum

And All and Nothing were a single term,

An eternal negative, a matrix Nought:

Into its forms the Child is ever born

Who lives for ever in the vasts of God.

A slow reversal’s movement then took place:

A gas belched out from some invisible Fire,

Of its dense rings were formed these million stars;

Upon earth’s new-born soil God’s tread was heard.

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.

Because eternal eyes turned on earth’s gulfs

The lucent clarity of a pure regard

And saw a shadow of the Unknowable

Mirrored in the Inconscient’s boundless sleep,

Creation’s search for self began its stir.

A spirit dreamed in the crude cosmic whirl,

Mind flowed unknowing in the sap of life

And Matter’s breasts suckled the divine Idea.

A miracle of the Absolute was born;

Infinity put on a finite soul,

All ocean lived within a wandering drop,

A time-made body housed the Illimitable.

To live this Mystery out our souls came here.

Savitri:100-101
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Commerce of a secret Power

Our conscious movements have sealed origins

But with those shadowy seats no converse hold;

No understanding binds our comrade parts;

Our acts emerge from a crypt our minds ignore.

Our deepest depths are ignorant of themselves;

Even our body is a mystery shop;

As our earth’s roots lurk screened below our earth,

So lie unseen our roots of mind and life.

Our springs are kept close hid beneath, within;

Our souls are moved by powers behind the wall.

In the subterranean reaches of the spirit

A puissance acts and recks not what it means;

Using unthinking monitors and scribes,

It is the cause of what we think and feel.

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.

A whisper falls into life’s inner ear

And echoes from the dun subconscient caves,

Speech leaps, thought quivers, the heart vibrates, the will

Answers and tissue and nerve obey the call.

Our lives translate these subtle intimacies;

All is the commerce of a secret Power.

Savitri:161-62

A thinking puppet

A thinking puppet is the mind of life:

Its choice is the work of elemental strengths

That know not their own birth and end and cause

And glimpse not the immense intent they serve.

In this nether life of man drab-hued and dull,

Yet filled with poignant small ignoble things,

The conscious Doll is pushed a hundred ways

And feels the push but not the hands that drive.
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For none can see the masked ironic troupe

To whom our figure-selves are marionettes,

Our deeds unwitting movements in their grasp,

Our passionate strife an entertainment’s scene.

Ignorant themselves of their own fount of strength

They play their part in the enormous whole.

Agents of darkness imitating light,

Spirits obscure and moving things obscure,

Unwillingly they serve a mightier Power.

Ananke’s engines organising Chance,

Channels perverse of a stupendous Will,

Tools of the Unknown who use us as their tools,

Invested with power in Nature’s nether state,

Into the actions mortals think their own

They bring the incoherencies of Fate,

Or make a doom of Time’s slipshod caprice

And toss the lives of men from hand to hand

In an inconsequent and devious game.

Savitri:162

Opponents of the Highest

Opponents of the Highest they have come

Out of their world of soulless thought and power

To serve by enmity the cosmic scheme.

Night is their refuge and strategic base.

Against the sword of Flame, the luminous Eye,

Bastioned they live in massive forts of gloom,

Calm and secure in sunless privacy:

No wandering ray of Heaven can enter there.

Armoured, protected by their lethal masks,

As in a studio of creative Death

The giant sons of Darkness sit and plan

The drama of the earth, their tragic stage.

All who would raise the fallen world must come

Under the dangerous arches of their power;

For even the radiant children of the gods

To darken their privilege is and dreadful right.

None can reach heaven who has not passed through hell.

Savitri:226-27
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“Oh, surely one day he shall come to our cry,

One day he shall create our life anew

And utter the magic formula of peace

And bring perfection to the scheme of things.

One day he shall descend to life and earth,

Leaving the secrecy of the eternal doors,

Into a world that cries to him for help,

And bring the truth that sets the spirit free,

The joy that is the baptism of the soul,

The strength that is the outstretched arm of Love.

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

Impose delight on the world’s beating heart

And bare his secret body of light and bliss.”

Savitri:200
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Falsehood and lie

There is a vast difference between falsehood and a lie. When people tell a lie, it is words 

that come from their mouth and they are contrary to the actual fact or deny it. For instance, 

if you have gone somewhere and deny to have gone or if you have done something and 

refuse to admit the fact it is a lie. But lies have no strength. Lies are always the sign of a 

great weakness and, if they are habitual, of a great crookedness. Falsehood is something 

very serious. The world, as it is, is in a state of falsehood it denies the Eternal Truth. There 

are three chief categories of Falsehood:

1) People who aspire for the Truth but are not sincere enough in their aspiration to dis-

criminate between the Truth and the Falsehood, they fall always into trouble and misery 

and get out from the path leading to Truth.

2) This category is dangerous. People who can very well discriminate between Truth 

and Falsehood, who know that Truth is better but have no strength to resist the temp-

tation and fall constantly into falsehood.

3) The last one is the most dangerous of all. People who are aware of the Truth but re-

fuse to recognise the Truth and choose deliberately the falsehood. They have a kind of 

hate for the Truth and reject It violently. These, on the list of the Eternal can be marked 

“Missing Souls”  as it is written in Savitri:

So might one fall on the Eternal’s road

Forfeiting the spirit’s lonely chance in Time

And no news of him reach the waiting gods,

Marked “missing” in the register of souls...

(Book Two, P. 239)

Happily there are very few like that who deny the Truth and choose the Falsehood.

There are, of course, a number of people who have good will, good purpose, good 

aspiration and the rest; but in spite of all that they still live in falsehood because they have 

not the strength to fight for the Truth. And if you let yourself go without reacting with a 

constant vigilance you are bound to live in Falsehood because this world is a world of False-

hood. When souls come upon earth by accepting the sorrows, miseries and troubles of the 

world it is because they want to conquer Falsehood, and help in the Victory of the Truth. 

I call them heroic souls. For those who leave aside their mental, vital and physical and live 

only in the Bliss, there is no struggle and pain, because their beings are untouched, undis-

turbed and they remain as they are. But the souls who carne upon earth to fight face to face 

with Falsehood, are the truly heroic souls, and the Supreme Love is there with them. They 

set a concrete example for the world.

Another important thing to be remembered is that one must have an unshaken faith 

in the Lord. The Flame of faith must be kept burning and it must grow and spread its light 

widely to replace the falsehood, because it is the Light of Truth.

Mother You Said So, 20.01.1964
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Daring hell’s kingdom

A lie was there the truth and truth a lie.

Here must the traveller of the upward Way—

For daring Hell’s kingdoms winds the heavenly route—

Pause or pass slowly through that perilous space,

A prayer upon his lips and the great Name.

If probed not all discernment’s keen spear-point,

He might stumble into falsity’s endless net.

Over his shoulder often he must look back

Like one who feels on his neck an enemy’s breath;

Else stealing up behind a treasonous blow

Might prostrate cast and pin to unholy soil,

Pierced through his back by Evil’s poignant stake.

So might one fall on the Eternal’s road

Forfeiting the spirit’s lonely chance in Time

And no news of him reach the waiting gods,

Marked “missing” in the register of souls,

His name the index of a failing hope,

The position of a dead remembered star.

Only were safe who kept God in their hearts:

Courage their armour, faith their sword, they must walk,

The hand ready to smite, the eye to scout,

Casting a javelin regard in front,

Heroes and soldiers of the army of Light.

Savitri:211

“None can reach heaven who has not passed through hell.”

But still, Mother, doesn’t the soul chosen by the Divine go through hell in a different 

way than others?

The quotation means that in order to reach the divine regions one must, while on 

earth, pass through the vital, which in some of its parts is a veritable hell. But those 

who have surrendered to the Divine and been adopted by Him are surrounded by 

the divine protection and for them the passage is not difficult.

CWM 16: 388-89
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The Eternal’s shadowy veil

He saw in Night the Eternal’s shadowy veil,

Knew death for a cellar of the house of life,

In destruction felt creation’s hasty pace,

Knew loss as the price of a celestial gain

And hell as a short cut to heaven’s gates.

Then in Illusion’s occult factory

And in the Inconscient’s magic printing-house

Torn were the formats of the primal Night

And shattered the stereotypes of Ignorance.

Alive, breathing a deep spiritual breath,

Nature expunged her stiff mechanical code

And the articles of the bound soul’s contract,

Falsehood gave back to Truth her tortured shape.

Annulled were the tables of the law of Pain,

And in their place grew luminous characters.

The skilful Penman’s unseen finger wrote

His swift intuitive calligraphy;

Earth’s forms were made his divine documents,

The wisdom embodied mind could not reveal,

Inconscience chased from the world’s voiceless breast;

Transfigured were the fixed schemes of reasoning Thought.

Arousing consciousness in things inert,

He imposed upon dark atom and dumb mass

The diamond script of the Imperishable,

Inscribed on the dim heart of fallen things

A paean-song of the free Infinite

And the Name, foundation of eternity,

And traced on the awake exultant cells

In the ideographs of the Ineffable

The lyric of the love that waits through Time

And the mystic volume of the Book of Bliss

And the message of the superconscient Fire.

Savitri:232

Reason’s toil

An inconclusive play is Reason’s toil.

Each strong idea can use her as its tool;

Accepting every brief she pleads her case.

Open to every thought, she cannot know.
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The eternal Advocate seated as judge

Armours in logic’s invulnerable mail

A thousand combatants for Truth’s veiled throne

And sets on a high horse-back of argument

To tilt for ever with a wordy lance

In a mock tournament where none can win.

Assaying thought’s values with her rigid tests

Balanced she sits on wide and empty air,

Aloof and pure in her impartial poise.

Absolute her judgments seem but none is sure;

Time cancels all her verdicts in appeal.

Although like sunbeams to our glow-worm mind

Her knowledge feigns to fall from a clear heaven,

Its rays are a lantern’s lustres in the Night;

She throws a glittering robe on Ignorance.

Savitri:252

Didn’t you see what Sri Aurobindo had written in Savitri?

“And in the belly of the sparse rolling mass

A mind looks out from a small casual globe

And wonders what itself and all things are.”

The Mind is a great thing that human beings have, and with it human beings can consider 

what should be done and what shouldn’t be done. When attacks come, simply call the Lord. 

But you must remember that you must call Him at the right moment; just in time and not 

after. The Lord wants earth to be beautiful, peaceful and happy.

Mother you so said, 24.10.63 

She remains herself and infinite

But thought nor word can seize eternal Truth:

The whole world lives in a lonely ray of her sun.

In our thinking’s close and narrow lamp-lit house

The vanity of our shut mortal mind

Dreams that the chains of thought have made her ours;

But only we play with our own brilliant bonds;

Tying her down, it is ourselves we tie.

In our hypnosis by one luminous point

We see not what small figure of her we hold;
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We feel not her inspiring boundlessness,

We share not her immortal liberty.

Thus is it even with the seer and sage;

For still the human limits the divine:

Out of our thoughts we must leap up to sight,

Breathe her divine illimitable air,

Her simple vast supremacy confess,

Dare to surrender to her absolute.

Then the Unmanifest reflects his form

In the still mind as in a living glass;

The timeless Ray descends into our hearts

And we are rapt into eternity.

For Truth is wider, greater than her forms.

A thousand icons they have made of her

And find her in the idols they adore;

But she remains herself and infinite.

Savitri:276

The deathless Rose

Between, behind our life, the deathless Rose.

Across the covert air the spirit breathes,

A body of the cosmic beauty and joy

Unseen, unguessed by the blind suffering world,

Climbing from Nature’s deep surrendered heart

It blooms for ever at the feet of God,

Fed by life’s sacrificial mysteries.

Here too its bud is born in human breasts;

Then by a touch, a presence or a voice

The world is turned into a temple ground

And all discloses the unknown Beloved.

In an outburst of heavenly joy and ease

Life yields to the divinity within

And gives the rapture-offering of its all,

And the soul opens to felicity.

A bliss is felt that never can wholly cease,

A sudden mystery of secret Grace

Flowers goldening our earth of red desire.

All the high gods who hid their visages

From the soiled passionate ritual of our hopes,
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Reveal their names and their undying powers.

A fiery stillness wakes the slumbering cells,

A passion of the flesh becoming spirit,

And marvellously is fulfilled at last

The miracle for which our life was made.

Savitri:278

The World-Soul

The silent Soul of all the world was there:

A Being lived, a Presence and a Power,

A single Person who was himself and all

And cherished Nature’s sweet and dangerous throbs

Transfigured into beats divine and pure.

One who could love without return for love,

Meeting and turning to the best the worst,

It healed the bitter cruelties of earth,

Transforming all experience to delight;

Intervening in the sorrowful paths of birth

It rocked the cradle of the cosmic Child

And stilled all weeping with its hand of joy;

It led things evil towards their secret good,

It turned racked falsehood into happy truth;

Its power was to reveal divinity.

Infinite, coeval with the mind of God,

It bore within itself a seed, a flame,

A seed from which the Eternal is new-born,

A flame that cancels death in mortal things.

Savitri:291

The golden bridge

A burning Love from white spiritual founts

Annulled the sorrow of the ignorant depths;

Suffering was lost in her immortal smile.

A Life from beyond grew conqueror here of death;

To err no more was natural to mind;

Wrong could not come where all was light and love.

The Formless and the Formed were joined in her:

Immensity was exceeded by a look,

A Face revealed the crowded Infinite.
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Incarnating inexpressibly in her limbs

The boundless joy the blind world-forces seek,

Her body of beauty mooned the seas of bliss.

At the head she stands of birth and toil and fate,

In their slow round the cycles turn to her call;

Alone her hands can change Time’s dragon base.

Hers is the mystery the Night conceals;

The spirit’s alchemist energy is hers;

She is the golden bridge, the wonderful fire.

The luminous heart of the Unknown is she,

A power of silence in the depths of God;

She is the Force, the inevitable Word,

The magnet of our difficult ascent,

The Sun from which we kindle all our suns,

The Light that leans from the unrealised Vasts,

The joy that beckons from the impossible,

The Might of all that never yet came down.

All Nature dumbly calls to her alone

To heal with her feet the aching throb of life

And break the seals on the dim soul of man

And kindle her fire in the closed heart of things.

Savitri:314

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 ambience,

And preen joy in her warmth and colour’s rule.

A deep of compassion, a hushed sanctuary,

Her inward help unbarred a gate in heaven;

Love in her was wider than the universe,

The whole world could take refuge in her single heart.

The great unsatisfied godhead here could dwell:

Vacant of the dwarf self’s imprisoned air,

Her mood could harbour his sublimer breath

Spiritual that can make all things divine. 

Savitri: 14-15
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M N

O P

The incarnate dual Power shall open God’s door,
Eternal supermind touch earthly Time.
The superman shall wake in mortal man
And manifest the hidden demigod
Or grow into the God-Light and God-Force
Revealing the secret deity in the cave.

Savitri: 705
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All Nature dumbly calls to her alone
To heal with her feet the aching throb of life.

Blessings.

CWM 17: 390                                                                                               The Mother

I have just heard that though the Grace flows from all the limbs of the Guru (such as the 

eyes and hands), what emanates through the feet is the most dynamic and full of compas-

sion. That is why, it is said, the Indian tradition enjoins Pranam to the feet. Is this true?

Here is Sri Aurobindo’s answer to your query:

… where she presses her feet course miraculous streams of an entrancing Ananda.

CWM 17: 389                                                                  The Mother
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Human power and human love

But vain are human power and human love

To break earth’s seal of ignorance and death;

His nature’s might seemed now an infant’s grasp;

Heaven is too high for outstretched hands to seize.

This Light comes not by struggle or by thought;

In the mind’s silence the Transcendent acts

And the hushed heart hears the unuttered Word.

A vast surrender was his only strength.

A Power that lives upon the heights must act,

Bring into life’s closed room the Immortal’s air

And fill the finite with the Infinite.

All that denies must be torn out and slain

And crushed the many longings for whose sake

We lose the One for whom our lives were made.

Savitri:315-16

The New Creation

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.

The great world-rhythms were heart-beats of one Soul,

To feel was a flame-discovery of God,

All mind was a single harp of many strings,

All life a song of many meeting lives;

For worlds were many, but the Self was one.

This knowledge now was made a cosmos’ seed:

This seed was cased in the safety of the Light,

It needed not a sheath of Ignorance.

Then from the trance of that tremendous clasp

And from the throbbings of that single Heart

And from the naked Spirit’s victory

A new and marvellous creation rose.

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
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Joined Time to the Timeless, poles of a single joy;

White vasts were seen where all is wrapped in all.

There were no contraries, no sundered parts,

All by spiritual links were joined to all

And bound indissolubly to the One:

Each was unique, but took all lives as his own,

And, following out these tones of the Infinite,

Recognised in himself the universe.

Savitri:323

Man a link between the demigod and the beast

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.

A strange antinomy is his nature’s rule.

A riddle of opposites is made his field:

Freedom he asks but needs to live in bonds,

He has need of darkness to perceive some light

And need of grief to feel a little bliss;

He has need of death to find a greater life.

All sides he sees and turns to every call;

He has no certain light by which to walk;

His life is a blind-man’s-buff, a hide-and-seek;

He seeks himself and from himself he runs;

Meeting himself, he thinks it other than he.

Always he builds, but finds no constant ground,

Always he journeys, but nowhere arrives;

He would guide the world, himself he cannot guide;

He would save his soul, his life he cannot save.

Savitri:337

All things shall change

My light shall be in thee, my strength thy force.

Let not the impatient Titan drive thy heart,

Ask not the imperfect fruit, the partial prize.

Only one boon, to greaten thy spirit, demand;

Only one joy, to raise thy kind, desire.

Above blind fate and the antagonist powers
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Moveless there stands a high unchanging Will;

To its omnipotence leave thy work’s result.

All things shall change in God’s transfiguring hour.”

Savitri:341

The Omnipotent’s flaming pioneer

I saw the Omnipotent’s flaming pioneers

Over the heavenly verge which turns towards life

Come crowding down the amber stairs of birth;

Forerunners of a divine multitude,

Out of the paths of the morning star they came

Into the little room of mortal life.

I saw them cross the twilight of an age,

The sun-eyed children of a marvellous dawn,

The great creators with wide brows of calm,

The massive barrier-breakers of the world

And wrestlers with destiny in her lists of will,

The labourers in the quarries of the gods,

The messengers of the Incommunicable,

The architects of immortality.

Into the fallen human sphere they came,

Faces that wore the Immortal’s glory still,

Voices that communed still with the thoughts of God,

Bodies made beautiful by the spirit’s light,

Carrying the magic word, the mystic fire,

Carrying the Dionysian cup of joy,

Approaching eyes of a diviner man,

Lips chanting an unknown anthem of the soul,

Feet echoing in the corridors of Time.

High priests of wisdom, sweetness, might and bliss,

Discoverers of beauty’s sunlit ways

And swimmers of Love’s laughing fiery floods

And dancers within rapture’s golden doors,

Their tread one day shall change the suffering earth

And justify the light on Nature’s face.

Although Fate lingers in the high Beyond

And the work seems vain on which our heart’s force was spent,

All shall be done for which our pain was borne.

Even as of old man came behind the beast
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This high divine successor surely shall come

Behind man’s inefficient mortal pace,

Behind his vain labour, sweat and blood and tears:

He shall know what mortal mind barely durst think,

He shall do what the heart of the mortal could not dare.

Inheritor of the toil of human time,

He shall take on him the burden of the gods;

Savitri:344

“His failure is not failure whom God leads”

Savitri, III.IV

 Because it is part of the play?

It is the human mind that has the conception of success and failure. It is the hu-

man mind that wants one thing and does not want another. In the divine plan each 

thing has its place and its importance. So it is not success that matters. What mat-

ters is to be a docile and if possible a conscious instrument of the Divine Will.

To be and to do what the Divine wants, this is the truly important thing.

CWM  16:389

*

“All things shall change in God’s transfiguring hour.”

Savitri, III.IV

Can man delay or hasten the coming of this hour?

Neither the one nor the other in their apparent contradiction created by the separa-

tive consciousness, but something else that our words cannot express.

In the present state of human consciousness, it is good for it to think that aspira-

tion and human effort can hasten the advent of the divine transformation, because 

effort and aspiration are needed for the transformation to take place.

CWM  16:391



38 All India Magazine, January 2022                                            All India Magazine, January 2022

The Eternal’s artist Bride

O Truth defended in thy secret sun,

Voice of her mighty musings in shut heavens

On things withdrawn within her luminous depths,

O Wisdom-Splendour, Mother of the universe,

Creatrix, the Eternal’s artist Bride,

Linger not long with thy transmuting hand

Pressed vainly on one golden bar of Time,

As if Time dare not open its heart to God.

O radiant fountain of the world’s delight

World-free and unattainable above,

O Bliss who ever dwellst deep-hid within

While men seek thee outside and never find,

Mystery and Muse with hieratic tongue,

Incarnate the white passion of thy force,

Mission to earth some living form of thee.

One moment fill with thy eternity,

Let thy infinity in one body live,

All-Knowledge wrap one mind in seas of light,

All-Love throb single in one human heart.

Immortal, treading the earth with mortal feet

All heaven’s beauty crowd in earthly limbs!

Omnipotence, girdle with the power of God

Movements and moments of a mortal will,

Pack with the eternal might one human hour

And with one gesture change all future time.

Let a great word be spoken from the heights

And one great act unlock the doors of Fate.”

Savitri:345

A seed shall be sown

“O strong forerunner, I have heard thy cry.

One shall descend and break the iron Law,

Change Nature’s doom by the lone spirit’s power.

A limitless Mind that can contain the world,

A sweet and violent heart of ardent calms

Moved by the passions of the gods shall come.

All mights and greatnesses shall join in her;

Beauty shall walk celestial on the earth,

Delight shall sleep in the cloud-net of her hair,
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And in her body as on his homing tree

Immortal Love shall beat his glorious wings.

A music of griefless things shall weave her charm;

The harps of the Perfect shall attune her voice,

The streams of Heaven shall murmur in her laugh,

Her lips shall be the honeycombs of God,

Her limbs his golden jars of ecstasy,

Her breasts the rapture-flowers of Paradise.

She shall bear Wisdom in her voiceless bosom,

Strength shall be with her like a conqueror’s sword

And from her eyes the Eternal’s bliss shall gaze.

A seed shall be sown in Death’s tremendous hour,

A branch of heaven transplant to human soil;

Nature shall overleap her mortal step;

Fate shall be changed by an unchanging will.”

Savitri:346

Earth-born race

“O Force-compelled, Fate-driven earth-born race,

O petty adventurers in an infinite world

And prisoners of a dwarf humanity,

How long will you tread the circling tracks of mind

Around your little self and petty things?

But not for a changeless littleness were you meant,

Not for vain repetition were you built;

Out of the Immortal’s substance you were made;

Your actions can be swift revealing steps,

Your life a changeful mould for growing gods.

A Seer, a strong Creator, is within,

The immaculate Grandeur broods upon your days,

Almighty powers are shut in Nature’s cells.

A greater destiny waits you in your front:

This transient earthly being if he wills

Can fit his acts to a transcendent scheme.

He who now stares at the world with ignorant eyes

Hardly from the Inconscient’s night aroused,

That look at images and not at Truth,

Can fill those orbs with an immortal’s sight.

Yet shall the godhead grow within your hearts,

You shall awake into the spirit’s air

And feel the breaking walls of mortal mind

And hear the message which left life’s heart dumb
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And look through Nature with sun-gazing lids

And blow your conch-shells at the Eternal’s gate.

Authors of earth’s high change, to you it is given

To cross the dangerous spaces of the soul

And touch the mighty Mother stark awake

And meet the Omnipotent in this house of flesh

And make of life the million-bodied One.

The earth you tread is a border screened from heaven;

The life you lead conceals the light you are.

Savitri:370

The mantra

As when the mantra sinks in Yoga’s ear,

Its message enters stirring the blind brain

And keeps in the dim ignorant cells its sound;

The hearer understands a form of words

And, musing on the index thought it holds,

He strives to read it with the labouring mind,

But finds bright hints, not the embodied truth:

Then, falling silent in himself to know

He meets the deeper listening of his soul:

The Word repeats itself in rhythmic strains:

Thought, vision, feeling, sense, the body’s self

Are seized unutterably and he endures

An ecstasy and an immortal change;

He feels a Wideness and becomes a Power,

All knowledge rushes on him like a sea:

Transmuted by the white spiritual ray

He walks in naked heavens of joy and calm,

Sees the God-face and hears transcendent speech:

Savitri:375

Love is a glory from eternity’s sphere

To live, to love are signs of infinite things,

Love is a glory from eternity’s spheres.

Abased, disfigured, mocked by baser mights

That steal his name and shape and ecstasy,

He is still the godhead by which all can change.

A mystery wakes in our inconscient stuff,

A bliss is born that can remake our life.

Love dwells in us like an unopened flower

Awaiting a rapid moment of the soul,
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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.

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.

Love’s adoration like a mystic seer

Through vision looks at the invisible,

In earth’s alphabet finds a godlike sense;

But the mind only thinks, “Behold the one

For whom my life has waited long unfilled,

Behold the sudden sovereign of my days.”

Heart feels for heart, limb cries for answering limb;

All strives to enforce the unity all is.

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.

Still can the vision come, the joy arrive.

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.

Savitri:398

Whether it seem good or evil to men’s eyes,

Only for good the secret Will can work.

Our destiny is written in double terms:

Through Nature’s contraries we draw nearer God;

Out of the darkness we still grow to light.

Death is our road to immortality.

‘Cry woe, cry woe,’ the world’s lost voices wail,

Yet conquers the eternal Good at last.”                                               Savitri:424-25
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Pain is the hammer of the Gods to break

A dead resistance in the mortal’s heart,

His slow inertia as of living stone.

If the heart were not forced to want and weep,

His soul would have lain down content, at ease,

And never thought to exceed the human start

And never learned to climb towards the Sun.

Savitri:443

Hand of Nature sculpturing men

Pain is the hand of Nature sculpturing men

To greatness: an inspired labour chisels

With heavenly cruelty an unwilling mould.

Implacable in the passion of their will,

Lifting the hammers of titanic toil

The demiurges of the universe work;

They shape with giant strokes their own; their sons

Are marked with their enormous stamp of fire.

Although the shaping god’s tremendous touch

Is torture unbearable to mortal nerves,

The fiery spirit grows in strength within

And feels a joy in every titan pang.

He who would save himself lives bare and calm;

He who would save the race must share its pain:

This he shall know who obeys that grandiose urge.

The Great who came to save this suffering world

And rescue out of Time’s shadow and the Law,

Must pass beneath the yoke of grief and pain;

They are caught by the Wheel that they had hoped to break,

On their shoulders they must bear man’s load of fate.

Heaven’s riches they bring, their sufferings count the price

Or they pay the gift of knowledge with their lives.

Savitri: 444-45

“O Aswapati, random seem the ways

Along whose banks your footsteps stray or run

In casual hours or moments of the gods,

Yet your least stumblings are foreseen above.

Infallibly the curves of life are drawn

Following the stream of Time through the unknown;

They are led by a clue the calm immortals keep.                                             Savitri:456
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The inner war

A dark concealed hostility is lodged

In the human depths, in the hidden heart of Time

That claims the right to change and mar God’s work.

A secret enmity ambushes the world’s march;

It leaves a mark on thought and speech and act:

It stamps stain and defect on all things done;

Till it is slain peace is forbidden on earth.

There is no visible foe, but the unseen

Is round us, forces intangible besiege,

Touches from alien realms, thoughts not our own

Overtake us and compel the erring heart;

Our lives are caught in an ambiguous net.

An adversary Force was born of old:

Invader of the life of mortal man,

It hides from him the straight immortal path.

A power came in to veil the eternal Light,

A power opposed to the eternal will

Diverts the messages of the infallible Word,

Contorts the contours of the cosmic plan:

A whisper lures to evil the human heart,

It seals up wisdom’s eyes, the soul’s regard,

It is the origin of our suffering here,

It binds earth to calamity and pain.

This all must conquer who would bring down God’s peace.

This hidden foe lodged in the human breast

Man must overcome or miss his higher fate.

This is the inner war without escape.

Savitri:448

Happy ways near to God’s sun

Yes, there are happy ways near to God’s sun;

But few are they who tread the sunlit path;

Only the pure in soul can walk in light.

An exit is shown, a road of hard escape

From the sorrow and the darkness and the chain;

But how shall a few escaped release the world?

The human mass lingers beneath the yoke.

Escape, however high, redeems not life,

Life that is left behind on a fallen earth.
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Escape cannot uplift the abandoned race

Or bring to it victory and the reign of God.

A greater power must come, a larger light.

Savitri:448

O mortal, bear this great world’s law of pain,

In thy hard passage through a suffering world

Lean for thy soul’s support on Heaven’s strength,

Turn towards high Truth, aspire to love and peace.

A little bliss is lent thee from above,

A touch divine upon thy human days.

Make of thy daily way a pilgrimage,

For through small joys and griefs thou mov’st towards God.

*

Bliss is the Godhead’s crown

Bliss is the Godhead’s crown, eternal, free,

Unburdened by life’s blind mystery of pain:

Pain is the signature of the Ignorance

Attesting the secret god denied by life:

Until life finds him pain can never end.

Calm is self’s victory overcoming fate.

Bear; thou shalt find at last thy road to bliss.

Bliss is the secret stuff of all that lives,

Even pain and grief are garbs of world-delight,

It hides behind thy sorrow and thy cry.

Because thy strength is a part and not God’s whole,

Because afflicted by the little self

Thy consciousness forgets to be divine

As it walks in the vague penumbra of the flesh

And cannot bear the world’s tremendous touch,

Thou criest out and sayst that there is pain.

Indifference, pain and joy, a triple disguise,

Attire of the rapturous Dancer in the ways,

Withhold from thee the body of God’s bliss.

Thy spirit’s strength shall make thee one with God,

Thy agony shall change to ecstasy,

Indifference deepen into infinity’s calm

And joy laugh nude on the peaks of the Absolute.

Savitri: 451, 454
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Fate is truth working out in Ignorance

Fate is Truth working out in Ignorance.

O King, thy fate is a transaction done

At every hour between Nature and thy soul

With God for its foreseeing arbiter.

Fate is a balance drawn in Destiny’s book.

Man can accept his fate, he can refuse.

Even if the One maintains the unseen decree

He writes thy refusal in thy credit page:

For doom is not a close, a mystic seal.

Arisen from the tragic crash of life,

Arisen from the body’s torture and death,

The spirit rises mightier by defeat;

Its godlike wings grow wider with each fall.

Its splendid failures sum to victory.

O man, the events that meet thee on thy road,

Though they smite thy body and soul with joy and grief,

Are not thy fate,—they touch thee awhile and pass;

Even death can cut not short thy spirit’s walk:

Thy goal, the road thou choosest are thy fate.

Savitri: 458

His death is a beginning of greater life,

Death is the spirit’s opportunity.

A vast intention has brought two souls close

And love and death conspire towards one great end.

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

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

This world was not built with random bricks of Chance,

A blind god is not destiny’s architect;

A conscious power has drawn the plan of life,

There is a meaning in each curve and line.

Savitri: 459-60

The program for yoga

The Voice replied: “Remember why thou cam’st:

Find out thy soul, recover thy hid self,

In silence seek God’s meaning in thy depths,

Then mortal nature change to the divine.

Open God’s door, enter into his trance.
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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.

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.

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.”

 34: 476

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.

This in us laughs and weeps, suffers the stroke,

Exults in victory, struggles for the crown;

Identified with the mind and body and life,

It takes on itself their anguish and defeat,

Bleeds with Fate’s whips and hangs upon the cross,

Yet is the unwounded and immortal self

Supporting the actor in the human scene.

Through this she sends us her glory and her powers,

Pushes to wisdom’s heights, through misery’s gulfs;

She gives us strength to do our daily task

And sympathy that partakes of others’ grief

And the little strength we have to help our race,

We who must fill the role of the universe

Acting itself out in a slight human shape

And on our shoulders carry the struggling world.

This is in us the godhead small and marred;
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In this human portion of divinity

She seats the greatness of the Soul in Time

To uplift from light to light, from power to power,

Till on a heavenly peak it stands, a king.

In body weak, in its heart an invincible might,

It climbs stumbling, held up by an unseen hand,

A toiling spirit in a mortal shape.

Savitri: 526-27

The flaming serpent

In its deep lotus home her being sat

As if on concentration’s marble seat,

Calling the mighty Mother of the worlds

To make this earthly tenement her house.

As in a flash from a supernal light,

A living image of the original Power,

A face, a form came down into her heart

And made of it its temple and pure abode.

But when its feet had touched the quivering bloom,

A mighty movement rocked the inner space

As if a world were shaken and found its soul:

Out of the Inconscient’s soulless mindless night

A flaming Serpent rose released from sleep.

It rose billowing its coils and stood erect

And climbing mightily, stormily on its way

It touched her centres with its flaming mouth;

As if a fiery kiss had broken their sleep,

They bloomed and laughed surcharged with light and bliss.

Then at the crown it joined the Eternal’s space.

In the flower of the head, in the flower of Matter’s base,

In each divine stronghold and Nature-knot

It held together the mystic stream which joins

The viewless summits with the unseen depths,

The string of forts that make the frail defence

Safeguarding us against the enormous world,

Our lines of self-expression in its Vast.

An image sat of the original Power

Wearing the mighty Mother’s form and face.
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Armed, bearer of the weapon and the sign

Whose occult might no magic can imitate,

Manifold yet one she sat, a guardian force:

A saviour gesture stretched her lifted arm,

And symbol of some native cosmic strength,

A sacred beast lay prone below her feet,

A silent flame-eyed mass of living force.

Savitri: 528-29

All is He

Her spirit saw the world as living God;

It saw the One and knew that all was He.

She knew him as the Absolute’s self-space,

One with her self and ground of all things here

In which the world wanders seeking for the Truth

Guarded behind its face of ignorance:

She followed him through the march of endless Time.

All Nature’s happenings were events in her,

The heart-beats of the cosmos were her own,

All beings thought and felt and moved in her;

She inhabited the vastness of the world,

Its distances were her nature’s boundaries,

Its closenesses her own life’s intimacies.

Her mind became familiar with its mind,

Its body was her body’s larger frame

In which she lived and knew herself in it

One, multitudinous in its multitudes.

She was a single being, yet all things;

The world was her spirit’s wide circumference,

The thoughts of others were her intimates,

Their feelings close to her universal heart,

Their bodies her many bodies kin to her;

She was no more herself but all the world.

Out of the infinitudes all came to her,

Into the infinitudes sentient she spread,

Infinity was her own natural home.

Nowhere she dwelt, her spirit was everywhere,
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The distant constellations wheeled round her;

Earth saw her born, all worlds were her colonies. ...

Savitri: 557

She was the single self

She was the single self of all these selves,

She was in them and they were all in her.

This first was an immense identity

In which her own identity was lost:

What seemed herself was an image of the Whole.

She was a subconscient life of tree and flower,

The outbreak of the honied buds of spring;

She burned in the passion and splendour of the rose,

She was the red heart of the passion-flower,

The dream-white of the lotus in its pool.

Out of subconscient life she climbed to mind,

She was thought and the passion of the world’s heart,

She was the godhead hid in the heart of man,

She was the climbing of his soul to God.

The cosmos flowered in her, she was its bed.

She was Time and the dreams of God in Time;

She was Space and the wideness of his days.

From this she rose where Time and Space were not;

The superconscient was her native air,

Infinity was her movement’s natural space;

Eternity looked out from her on Time.

Savitri:557

Sri Aurobindo has written in ‘Savitri’:

*“Yes, there are happy ways near to God’s sun;

But few are they who tread the sunlit path;

Only the pure in soul can walk in light.

What a joy it would be to possess the required purity!

*Savitri, VI.II

When one is living among men with all their miseries, it is only the Grace that can 

bestow this state — even in those who by Tapasya have abolished their ego.

It is beyond all personal effort.              

CWM 16;  379
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The wonderful, the charioteer, the swift

But Savitri answered meeting scorn with scorn,

The mortal woman to the dreadful Lord:

“Who is this God imagined by thy night,

Contemptuously creating worlds disdained,

Who made for vanity the brilliant stars?

Not he who has reared his temple in my thoughts

And made his sacred floor my human heart.

My God is will and triumphs in his paths,

My God is love and sweetly suffers all.

To him I have offered hope for sacrifice

And gave my longings as a sacrament.

Who shall prohibit or hedge in his course,

The wonderful, the charioteer, the swift?

A traveller of the million roads of life,

His steps familiar with the lights of heaven

Tread without pain the sword-paved courts of hell;

There he descends to edge eternal joy.

Love’s golden wings have power to fan thy void:

The eyes of love gaze starlike through death’s night,

The feet of love tread naked hardest worlds.

He labours in the depths, exults on the heights;

He shall remake thy universe, O Death.”

Savitri: 591

By Light we live and to the Light we go

But Maya is a veil of the Absolute;

A Truth occult has made this mighty world:

The Eternal’s wisdom and self-knowledge act

In ignorant Mind and in the body’s steps.

The Inconscient is the Superconscient’s sleep.

An unintelligible Intelligence

Invents creation’s paradox profound;

Spiritual thought is crammed in Matter’s forms,

Unseen it throws out a dumb energy

And works a miracle by a machine.

All here is a mystery of contraries:

Darkness a magic of self-hidden Light,

Suffering some secret rapture’s tragic mask
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And death an instrument of perpetual life.

Although Death walks beside us on Life’s road,

A dim bystander at the body’s start

And a last judgment on man’s futile works,

Other is the riddle of its ambiguous face:

Death is a stair, a door, a stumbling stride

The soul must take to cross from birth to birth,

A grey defeat pregnant with victory,

A whip to lash us towards our deathless state.

The inconscient world is the spirit’s self-made room,

Eternal Night shadow of eternal Day.

Night is not our beginning nor our end;

She is the dark Mother in whose womb we have hid

Safe from too swift a waking to world-pain.

We came to her from a supernal Light,

By Light we live and to the Light we go.

Savitri: 601-02

Love is the bright link

For Love must soar beyond the very heavens

And find its secret sense ineffable;

It must change its human ways to ways divine,

Yet keep its sovereignty of earthly bliss.

O Death, not for my heart’s sweet poignancy

Nor for my happy body’s bliss alone

I have claimed from thee the living Satyavan,

But for his work and mine, our sacred charge.

Our lives are God’s messengers beneath the stars;

To dwell under death’s shadow they have come

Tempting God’s light to earth for the ignorant race,

His love to fill the hollow in men’s hearts,

His bliss to heal the unhappiness of the world.

For I, the woman, am the force of God,

He the Eternal’s delegate soul in man.

My will is greater than thy law, O Death;

My love is stronger than the bonds of Fate:

Our love is the heavenly seal of the Supreme.

I guard that seal against thy rending hands.

Love must not cease to live upon the earth;
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For Love is the bright link twixt earth and heaven,

Love is the far Transcendent’s angel here;

Love is man’s lien on the Absolute.”

Savitri:633

If in the meaningless Void creation rose

If in the meaningless Void creation rose,

If from a bodiless Force Matter was born,

If Life could climb in the unconscious tree,

Its green delight break into emerald leaves

And its laughter of beauty blossom in the flower,

If sense could wake in tissue, nerve and cell

And Thought seize the grey matter of the brain,

And soul peep from its secrecy through the flesh,

How shall the nameless Light not leap on men,

And unknown powers emerge from Nature’s sleep?

Even now hints of a luminous Truth like stars

Arise in the mind-mooned splendour of Ignorance;

Even now the deathless Lover’s touch we feel:

If the chamber’s door is even a little ajar,

What then can hinder God from stealing in

Or who forbid his kiss on the sleeping soul?

Already God is near, the Truth is close:

Because the dark atheist body knows him not,

Must the sage deny the Light, the seer his soul?

Savitri: 649

 

A mystic slow transfiguration works.

All our earth starts from mud and ends in sky,

And Love that was once an animal’s desire,

Then a sweet madness in the rapturous heart,

An ardent comradeship in the happy mind,

Becomes a wide spiritual yearning’s space.

A lonely soul passions for the Alone,

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

A body is his chamber and his shrine.

Savitri: 632
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The Dual Avatar

Only if God assumes the human mind

And puts on mortal ignorance for his cloak

And makes himself the Dwarf with triple stride,

Can he help man to grow into the God.

As man disguised the cosmic Greatness works

And finds the mystic inaccessible gate

And opens the Immortal’s golden door.

Man, human, follows in God’s human steps.

Accepting his darkness thou must bring to him light,

Accepting his sorrow thou must bring to him bliss.

In Matter’s body find thy heaven-born soul.”

Savitri: 488
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Freedom is this

Freedom is this with ever seated soul,

Large in life’s limits, strong in Matter’s knots,

Building great stuff of action from the worlds

To make fine wisdom from coarse, scattered strands

And love and beauty out of war and night,

The wager wonderful, the game divine.

What liberty has the soul which feels not free

Unless stripped bare and cannot kiss the bonds

The Lover winds around his playmate’s limbs,

Choosing his tyranny, crushed in his embrace?

To seize him better with her boundless heart

She accepts the limiting circle of his arms,

Bows full of bliss beneath his mastering hands

And laughs in his rich constraints, most bound, most free.

This is my answer to thy lures, O Death.”

Savitri:  653

Hidden bliss at the root of things

A hidden Bliss is at the root of things.

A mute Delight regards Time’s countless works:

To house God’s joy in things Space gave wide room,

To house God’s joy in self our souls were born.

This universe an old enchantment guards;

Its objects are carved cups of World-Delight

Whose charmed wine is some deep soul’s rapture-drink:

The All-Wonderful has packed heaven with his dreams,

He has made blank ancient Space his marvel-house;

He spilled his spirit into Matter’s signs:

His fires of grandeur burn in the great sun,

He glides through heaven shimmering in the moon;

He is beauty carolling in the fields of sound;

He chants the stanzas of the odes of Wind;

He is silence watching in the stars at night;

He wakes at dawn and calls from every bough,

Lies stunned in the stone and dreams in flower and tree.

Even in this labour and dolour of Ignorance,

On the hard perilous ground of difficult earth,

In spite of death and evil circumstance

A will to live persists, a joy to be.

Savitri:  630
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A mother’s arms

One day I shall behold my great sweet world

Put off the dire disguises of the gods,

Unveil from terror and disrobe from sin.

Appeased we shall draw near our mother’s face,

We shall cast our candid souls upon her lap;

Then shall we clasp the ecstasy we chase,

Then shall we shudder with the long-sought god,

Then shall we find Heaven’s unexpected strain.

Not only is there hope for godheads pure;

The violent and darkened deities

Leaped down from the one breast in rage to find

What the white gods had missed: they too are safe;

A mother’s eyes are on them and her arms

Stretched out in love desire her rebel sons.

Savitri: 613

Wide divine extremes

These wide divine extremes, these inverse powers

Are the right and left side of the body of God;

Existence balanced twixt two mighty arms

Confronts the mind with unsolved abysms of Thought.

Darkness below, a fathomless Light above,

In Light are joined, but sundered by severing Mind

Stand face to face, opposite, inseparable,

Two contraries needed for his great World-task,

Two poles whose currents wake the immense World-Force.

In the stupendous secrecy of his Self,

Above the world brooding with equal wings,

He is both in one, beginningless, without end:

Transcending both, he enters the Absolute.

His being is a mystery beyond mind,

His ways bewilder mortal ignorance;

The finite in its little sections parked,

Amazed, credits not God’s audacity

Who dares to be the unimagined All

And see and act as might one Infinite.

Against human reason this is his offence,

Being known to be for ever unknowable,

To be all and yet transcend the mystic whole,
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Absolute, to lodge in a relative world of Time,

Eternal and all-knowing, to suffer birth,

Omnipotent, to sport with Chance and Fate,

Spirit, yet to be Matter and the Void,

Illimitable, beyond form or name,

To dwell within a body, one and supreme

To be animal and human and divine:

A still deep sea, he laughs in rolling waves;

Universal, he is all,—transcendent, none.

Savitri:657

.Death eaten by the Light

Light like a burning tongue licked up his thoughts,

Light was a luminous torture in his heart,

Light coursed, a splendid agony, through his nerves;

His darkness muttered perishing in her blaze.

Her mastering Word commanded every limb

And left no room for his enormous will

That seemed pushed out into some helpless space

And could no more re-enter but left him void.

He called to Night but she fell shuddering back,

He called to Hell but sullenly it retired:

He turned to the Inconscient for support,

From which he was born, his vast sustaining self;

It drew him back towards boundless vacancy

As if by himself to swallow up himself:

He called to his strength, but it refused his call.

His body was eaten by light, his spirit devoured.

At last he knew defeat inevitable

And left crumbling the shape that he had worn,

Abandoning hope to make man’s soul his prey

And force to be mortal the immortal spirit.

Afar he fled shunning her dreaded touch

And refuge took in the retreating Night.

Savitri:658
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The Eternal and Supreme

His slumber is an Almightiness in things,

Awake, he is the Eternal and Supreme.

Above was the brooding bliss of the Infinite,

Its omniscient and omnipotent repose,

Its immobile silence absolute and alone.

All powers were woven in countless concords here.

The bliss that made the world in his body lived,

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.

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.

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.

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.

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.

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.
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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.

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.

Savitri: 683

Heaven’s call

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

The doors of light are sealed to common mind

And earth’s needs nail to earth the human mass,

Only in an uplifting hour of stress

Men answer to the touch of greater things:

Or, raised by some strong hand to breathe heaven-air,

They slide back to the mud from which they climbed;

In the mud of which they are made, whose law they know

They joy in safe return to a friendly base,

And, though something in them weeps for glory lost

And greatness murdered, they accept their fall.

To be the common man they think the best,

To live as others live is their delight.

For most are built on Nature’s early plan

And owe small debt to a superior plane;

The human average is their level pitch,

A thinking animal’s material range.

Savitri: 689

...it’s explained very well in Savitri! All these things have their laws and their conven-

tions (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!

And by force of repeating this to him, he yields … She replies in this way to every-

thing.

The Mother; Conversation with Disciple, November 12, 1960
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Satyavan and Savitri

O Satyavan, O luminous Savitri,

I sent you forth of old beneath the stars,

A dual power of God in an ignorant world,

In a hedged creation shut from limitless self,

Bringing down God to the insentient globe,

Lifting earth-beings to immortality.

In the world of my knowledge and my ignorance

Where God is unseen and only is heard a Name

And knowledge is trapped in the boundaries of mind

And life is hauled in the drag-net of desire

And Matter hides the soul from its own sight,

You are my Force at work to uplift earth’s fate,

My self that moves up the immense incline

Between the extremes of the spirit’s night and day.

He is my soul that climbs from nescient Night

Through life and mind and supernature’s Vast

To the supernal light of Timelessness

And my eternity hid in moving Time

And my boundlessness cut by the curve of Space.

It climbs to the greatness it has left behind

And to the beauty and joy from which it fell,

To the closeness and sweetness of all things divine,

To light without bounds and life illimitable,

Taste of the depths of the Ineffable’s bliss,

Touch of the immortal and the infinite.

He is my soul that gropes out of the beast

To reach humanity’s heights of lucent thought

And the vicinity of Truth’s sublime.

He is the godhead growing in human lives

And in the body of earth-being’s forms:

He is the soul of man climbing to God

In Nature’s surge out of earth’s ignorance.

O Savitri, thou art my spirit’s Power,

The revealing voice of my immortal Word,

The face of Truth upon the roads of Time

Pointing to the souls of men the routes to God.

Savitri: 703
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A mightier race

Overtopping this mechanical universe.

A mightier race shall inhabit the mortal’s world.

On Nature’s luminous tops, on the Spirit’s ground,

The superman shall reign as king of life,

Make earth almost the mate and peer of heaven,

And lead towards God and truth man’s ignorant heart

And lift towards godhead his mortality.

A power released from circumscribing bounds,

Its height pushed up beyond death’s hungry reach,

Life’s tops shall flame with the Immortal’s thoughts,

Light shall invade the darkness of its base.

Then in the process of evolving Time

All shall be drawn into a single plan,

A divine harmony shall be earth’s law,

Beauty and joy remould her way to live:

Even the body shall remember God,

Nature shall draw back from mortality

And Spirit’s fires shall guide the earth’s blind force;

Knowledge shall bring into the aspirant Thought

A high proximity to Truth and God.

The supermind shall claim the world for Light

And thrill with love of God the enamoured heart

And place Light’s crown on Nature’s lifted head

And found Light’s reign on her unshaking base.

A greater truth than earth’s shall roof-in earth

And shed its sunlight on the roads of mind;

A power infallible shall lead the thought,

A seeing Puissance govern life and act,

In earthly hearts kindle the Immortal’s fire.

A soul shall wake in the Inconscient’s house;

The mind shall be God-vision’s tabernacle,

The body intuition’s instrument,

And life a channel for God’s visible power.

Savitri:707
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Superman is born

When superman is born as Nature’s king

His presence shall transfigure Matter’s world:

He shall light up Truth’s fire in Nature’s night,

He shall lay upon the earth Truth’s greater law;

Man too shall turn towards the Spirit’s call.

Awake to his hidden possibility,

Awake to all that slept within his heart

And all that Nature meant when earth was formed

And the Spirit made this ignorant world his home,

He shall aspire to Truth and God and Bliss.

Interpreter of a diviner law

And instrument of a supreme design,

The higher kind shall lean to lift up man.

Man shall desire to climb to his own heights.

The truth above shall wake a nether truth,

Even the dumb earth become a sentient force.

The Spirit’s tops and Nature’s base shall draw

Near to the secret of their separate truth

And know each other as one deity.

The Spirit shall look out through Matter’s gaze

And Matter shall reveal the Spirit’s face.

Then man and superman shall be at one

And all the earth become a single life.

Savitri:709

Adventurers into a mighty day

A few shall glimpse the miraculous Origin

And some shall feel in you the secret Force

And they shall turn to meet a nameless tread,

Adventurers into a mightier Day.

Ascending out of the limiting breadths of mind,

They shall discover the world’s huge design

And step into the Truth, the Right, the Vast.
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You shall reveal to them the hidden eternities,

The breath of infinitudes not yet revealed,

Some rapture of the bliss that made the world,

Some rush of the force of God’s omnipotence,

Some beam of the omniscient Mystery.

But when the hour of the Divine draws near

The Mighty Mother shall take birth in Time

And God be born into the human clay

In forms made ready by your human lives.

Then shall the Truth supreme be given to men:

There is a being beyond the being of mind,

An Immeasurable cast into many forms,

A miracle of the multitudinous One,

There is a consciousness mind cannot touch,

Its speech cannot utter nor its thought reveal.

It has no home on earth, no centre in man,

Yet is the source of all things thought and done,

The fount of the creation and its works,

It is the origin of all truth here,

The sun-orb of mind’s fragmentary rays,

Infinity’s heaven that spills the rain of God,

The Immense that calls to man to expand the Spirit,

The wide Aim that justifies his narrow attempts,

A channel for the little he tastes of bliss.

Some shall be made the glory’s receptacles

And vehicles of the Eternal’s luminous power.

These are the high forerunners, the heads of Time,

The great deliverers of earth-bound mind,

The high transfigurers of human clay,

The first-born of a new supernal race.

The incarnate dual Power shall open God’s door,

Eternal supermind touch earthly Time.

The superman shall wake in mortal man

And manifest the hidden demigod
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Or grow into the God-Light and God-Force

Revealing the secret deity in the cave.

Savitri:704-05

This earthly life become the life divine

The frontiers of the Ignorance shall recede,

More and more souls shall enter into light,

Minds lit, inspired, the occult summoner hear

And lives blaze with a sudden inner flame

And hearts grow enamoured of divine delight

And human wills tune to the divine will,

These separate selves the Spirit’s oneness feel,

These senses of heavenly sense grow capable,

The flesh and nerves of a strange ethereal joy

And mortal bodies of immortality.

A divine force shall flow through tissue and cell

And take the charge of breath and speech and act

And all the thoughts shall be a glow of suns

And every feeling a celestial thrill.

Often a lustrous inner dawn shall come

Lighting the chambers of the slumbering mind;

A sudden bliss shall run through every limb

And Nature with a mightier Presence fill.

Thus shall the earth open to divinity

And common natures feel the wide uplift,

Illumine common acts with the Spirit’s ray

And meet the deity in common things.

Nature shall live to manifest secret God,

The Spirit shall take up the human play,

This earthly life become the life divine.”

Savitri:704-05
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The Incarnate Word

“O living power of the incarnate Word,

All that the Spirit has dreamed thou canst create:

Thou art the force by which I made the worlds,

Thou art my vision and my will and voice.

But knowledge too is thine, the world-plan thou knowest

And the tardy process of the pace of Time.

*

“O beautiful body of the incarnate Word,

Thy thoughts are mine, I have spoken with thy voice.

My will is thine, what thou hast chosen I choose:

All thou hast asked I give to earth and men.

All shall be written out in destiny’s book

By my trustee of thought and plan and act,

The executor of my will, eternal Time.

Savitri 698-99                                                           Sri Aurobindo

K L

K L
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The Boons for Earth and Men

“Thy peace, O Lord, a boon within to keep

Amid the roar and ruin of wild Time

For the magnificent soul of man on earth.

Thy calm, O Lord, that bears thy hands of joy.”

 “Thy oneness, Lord, in many approaching hearts,

My sweet infinity of thy numberless souls.”

 “Thy energy, Lord, to seize on woman and man,

To take all things and creatures in their grief

And gather them into a mother’s arms.”

 “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.”

Savitri: 697

She is the Cause of All

“Lay all on her; she is the cause of all….

If this is she of whom the world has heard,

Wonder no more at any happy change.

Each easy miracle of felicity

Of her transmuting heart the alchemy is.”

*

“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.”

Savitri: 722-24

K L

K L
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Savitri Music

Do you know that Sunil has done some music for Savitri, and he is going to play 

it for me in early July. I don’t think he wants to have an audience, it’s quite private, 

because it must be played only in 1968 — in February ‘68 — and he will show me just 

a small piece to see if it’s all right. But I thought you would be interested. I’ll leave my 

windows wide open.

I like what he does very much.

Oh, not just once but very often, while listening to his music, a door is immediately 

opened onto the region of universal harmony, where you hear the origin of sounds, and 

with an extraordinary emotion and intensity, something that pulls you out of yourself 

(gesture of abrupt wrenching). It’s the first time I’ve had this while listening to music — I 

myself have it when I am all alone. But I never had it while listening to music, it’s always 

something much closer to the earth. Here, it’s something very high, but very universal, 

and with a tremendous power: a creative power. Well, his music opens the door.

Now, some people have heard his music, and in Russia, France and the U.S.A. as 

well, they have asked for permission to copy it and spread it around. And the strange 

thing is that those people don’t know one another, but they have all had the same 

impression: tomorrow’s music. So to those who have asked I’ve answered, “Have some 

patience, in two years we’ll give you a musical monument.” It’s much better to begin 

with a major work, because it immediately gives the position, otherwise you might 

think it’s passing little inspirations—not that: something that strikes you on the head 

and makes you bow before it.

I read out the lines (in English, naturally), and with that he does the music. And the 

words are probably mixed in with the music, as he always does. But then, my reading 

is simply the clearest possible pronunciation, with the full understanding of what’s be-

ing said, and without a single intonation. I think I have succeeded, because at a week’s 

interval (I don’t read every day), the timbre of the voice is always the same.

The Mother; Conversation with Disciple,  June 25, 1966
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The Divine Mother’s suffering

Mother, suffering comes from ignorance and pain, but what is the nature of the suffering 

and pain the Divine Mother feels for her children — the Divine Mother in Savitri?

It is because she participates in their nature. She has descended upon earth to partici-

pate 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 hu-

man 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 suf-

fer 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 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.
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Mother of sorrows

Did Savitri foresee what she was going to do?

She said so. You have not read it? She had even been told that she would be alone. And 

she said: I am ready to be alone. You have not read it? It is in the canto they recited last 

year.

Did she know she would meet the “Mother of Sorrows”, the “Mother of Might”?

Indeed she did. It is said all along that she knew all that was going to happen. It is writ-

ten clearly. Indeed, to each of them she says clearly: I shall bring to you what you need. 

Consequently, she knows it. Else she would not say so. If she did not know it, how could 

she say so?

In ‘Savitri’ the “Mother of Sorrows” says:

“Perhaps when the world sinks into a last sleep,

I too may sleep in dumb eternal peace.”

Savitri, Book VII, Canto 4

Ah! that, that is the human consciousness. It is the human consciousness. It is the 

idea of the human consciousness that when all suffering will be over, well, “I shall 

sleep”. It is indeed of this that Sri Aurobindo speaks. When there is this aspiration for 

a supreme peace, one feels that if there were a pralaya and the world disappeared, 

well, at least there would be peace. But the phrase itself is self-contradictory, for if 

there were a pralaya, there would be no more peace to be felt — there would be noth-

ing at all any longer!

But this is just one of the contradictions of the human consciousness: “As long 

as the world is there and suffering there, I shall suffer with the world. But if ever the 

world enters into peace, disappears in the peace of Non-Being, then I too shall rest.” It 

is a poetic way of saying that as long as misery is there in the world, I shall suffer with 

the world. Only when it ceases to be there, it shall cease for me also.
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Earth is the chosen place of mightiest souls;

Earth is the heroic spirit’s battlefield,

The forge where the Archmason shapes his works.

Thy servitudes on earth are greater, King,

Than all the glorious liberties of heaven….

In me the spirit of immortal love

Stretches its arms out to embrace mankind.

Too far thy heavens for me from suffering men.

Imperfect is the joy not shared by all.

O to spread forth, O to encircle and seize

More hearts till love in us has filled thy world!

O life, the life beneath the wheeling stars!

For victory in the tournament with death,

For bending of the fierce and difficult bow,

For flashing of the splendid sword of God!

Savitri: 686-87                                                     Sri Aurobindo

Then what will the “Mother of Sorrows” do? What else can she do?

She will be the “Mother of Delight”.

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.

CWM 05: 387-90                                                                                        The Mother
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The main work

In 1950 (referring to Savitri) exclaimed: "My main work is being delayed."…

The tempo of the work was subsequently speeded up and it proceeded smoothly with-

out break till the seal of incomplete completion was put about two weeks before the No-

vember Darshan of 1950. Very probably he had taken the decision to withdraw from this 

world of the sad music of humanity and leave in compensation his divine music of Savitri….

One fact alone makes me dumb with a reverent awe and exalted admiration: the colos-

sal labour Sri Aurobindo put forth to build this unique structure. It reminds me of one of 

those majestic ancient temples like Konarak or of a Gothic cathedral like Notre Dame before 

which you stand and stare in speechless ecstasy, your soul takes a flight beyond time and 

space. Before I knew much about Sri Aurobindo, I asked him in my foolish way, why, himself 

being the master of inspiration and having all higher planes at his command, sending inspi-

ration to others, should he still have to work so hard? With his consciousness entirely silent, 

he had only to hitch to the right source and words, images, ideas would tumble down in a 

Brahmaputra of inspiration! To which he answered in his habitual indulgent tone, perhaps 

a bit piqued by my facile observation: "The highest planes are not so accommodating as all 

that. If they were so, why should it be so difficult to bring down and organise the supermind 

in the physical consciousness? What happy-go-lucky fancy-web-spinning ignoramuses you 

all are. You speak of silence, consciousness, overmental, supramental, etc. as if they were 

so many electric buttons you have only to press and there you are. It may be one day, but 

meanwhile I have to discover everything about the working of all possible modes of electric-

ity, all the laws, possibilities, perils, etc., construct roads of connection and communication, 

make the whole far-wiring system, try to find out how it can be made foolproof and all that 

in the course of a single lifetime. And I have to do it while my blessed disciples are firing off 

their gay or gloomy a priori reasonings at me from a position of entire irresponsibility and 

expecting me to divulge everything to them not in hints but at length. Lord God in omni-

bus!"

Then, with regard to hard labour on Savitri, he wrote: "That is very simple. I used Savitri 

as a means of ascension. I began with it on a certain mental level, each time I could reach 

a higher level I rewrote from that level. Moreover I was particular – if part seemed to me to 

come from any lower levels I was not satisfied to leave it because it was good poetry. All had 

to be as far as possible of the same mint….”

Twelve years with Sri Aurobindo with Nirodbaran : 

pp. 186, 192 – 193






