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Sri Aurobindo saw in the tumult and upheavel of humanity during the 

first half of the previous century, an evolutionary crisis that carried in 

its storm and swirl the seeds of a New Creation. He gave his life to help 

mankind realize this luminous future. 

In this booklet we have selected some of the prophetic poems of 

Sri Aurobindo as a tribute on his 150th birth anniversary. Passages have 

been taken from Savitri and longer poems and  sonnets. The Mother 

beautifully remarked:

Sri Aurobindo belongs to the future; he is the messenger of the future. 

He still shows us the way to follow in order to hasten the realisation of a 

glorious future fashioned by the Divine Will. All those who want to collabo-

rate for the progress of humanity and for India’s luminous destiny must 

unite in a clairvoyant aspiration and in an illumined work.

CWM 13: 14                                              The Mother 

Prophetic Poems of Sri Aurobindo
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1967

Men, countries, continents!

The choice is imperative:

Truth or the abyss.
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About the New Year Message of 1967, you say that the choice is 

between truth or the abyss. The abyss seems to be gaping just in 

front, yet there is a confidence that it will be removed from the way.

The confidence is quite legitimate.

The message is only for those who are still asleep and quite 

satisfied with their sleep.

*

What is the meaning of “abyss” in your New Year’s Message or, put 

another way, what should a sadhak fear?

Right now there is a great tension. They have all taken posi-

tions as if to start war. It is the blind passion that men put into 

their international relations.

At the base of all there is fear, general distrust, and what they 

believe to be their “interests” (money, business)—a combination 

of these three things. When these three lowest passions of hu-

manity are brought into play, that is what I call “the abyss”. 

When someone has decided to consecrate his life to the seek-

ing for the Divine, if he is sincere, that is to say, if the resolution 

is sincere and carried out sincerely, there is absolutely nothing to 

fear, because all that happens or will happen to him will lead him 

by the shortest way to this realisation.

That is the response of the Grace. People believe that the 

Grace means making everything smooth for all your life. It is not 

true.

The Grace works for the realisation of your aspiration and ev-

erything is arranged to gain the most prompt, the quickest realisa-

tion—so there is nothing to fear.

Fear comes with insincerity. If you want a comfortable life, 

agreeable circumstances, etc., you are putting conditions and re-

strictions, and then you can fear.

But it has no business in the sadhana!

CWM 15: 180                                          The Mother
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One Day

The Little More

One day, and all the half-dead is done,

One day, and all the unborn begun;

A little path and the great goal,

A touch that brings the divine whole.

Hill after hill was climbed and now,

Behold, the last tremendous brow

And the great rock that none has trod:

A step, and all is sky and God.

CWSA 2: 542                                                           Sri Aurobindo
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A Vision of Science

I dreamed that in myself the world I saw,

Wherein three Angels strove for mastery. Law

Was one, clear vision and denial cold,

Yet in her limits strong, presumptuous, bold;

The second with enthusiasm bright,

Flame in her heart but round her brows the night,

Faded as this advanced. She could not bear

That searching gaze, nor the strong chilling air

These thoughts created, nourishing our parts

Of mind, but petrifying human hearts.

Science was one, the other gave her name,

Religion. But a third behind them came,

Veiled, vague, remote, and had as yet no right

Upon the world, but lived in her own light.

Wide were the victories of the Angel proud

Who conquered now and in her praise were loud

The nations. Few even yet to the other clove,—

And some were souls of night and some were souls of love.

But this was confident and throned. Her heralds ranged

Claiming that night was dead and all things changed;

For all things opened, all seemed clear, seemed bright—

Save the vast ranges that they left in night.

However, the light they shed upon the earth

Was great indeed, a firm and mighty birth.

A century’s progress lived before my eyes.

Delivered from amazement and surprise,

Man’s spirit measuring his worlds around

The laws of sight divined and laws of sound.

Light was not hidden from her searching gaze,

Nor matter could deny its myriad maze

To the cold enquiry; for the far came near,

The small loomed large, the intricate grew clear.
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Measuring and probing the strong Angel strode,

Dissolving and combining, till she trod

Firmly among the stars, could weigh their forms,

Foretold the earthquakes, analysed the storms.

Doubt seemed to end and wonder’s reign was closed.

The stony pages of the earth disclosed

Their unremembered secrets. Horses of steam

Were bitted and the lightnings made a team

To draw our chariots. Heaven was scaled at last

And the loud seas subdued. Distance resigned

Its strong obstructions to the mastering mind.

So moved that spirit trampling; then it laid

Its hand at last upon itself, how this was made

Wondering, and sought to class and sought to trace

Mind by its forms, the wearer by the dress.

Then the other arose and met that spirit robust,

Who laboured; she now grew a shade who must

Fade wholly away, yet to her fellow cried,

“I pass, for thou hast laboured well and wide.

Thou thinkest term and end for thee are not;

But though thy pride is great, thou hast forgot

The Sphinx that waits for man beside the way.

All questions thou mayst answer, but one day

Her question shall await thee. That reply,

As all we must; for they who cannot, die.

She slays them and their mangled bodies lie

Upon the highways of eternity.

Therefore, if thou wouldst live, know first this thing,

Who thou art in this dungeon labouring.”

And Science confidently, “Nothing am I but earth,

Tissue and nerve and from the seed a birth,

A mould, a plasm, a gas, a little that is much.

In these grey cells that quiver to each touch

The secret lies of man; they are the thing called I.
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Matter insists and matter makes reply.

Shakespeare was this; this force in Jesus yearned

And conquered by the cross; this only learned

The secret of the suns that blaze afar;

This was Napoleon’s giant mind of war.”

I heard and marvelled in myself to see

The infinite deny infinity.

Yet the weird paradox seemed justified;

Even mysticism shrank out-mystified.

But the third Angel came and touched my eyes;

I saw the mornings of the future rise,

I heard the voices of an age unborn

That comes behind us and our pallid morn,

And from the heart of an approaching light

One said to man, “Know thyself infinite,

Who shalt do mightier miracles than these,

Infinite, moving mid infinities.”

Then from our hills the ancient answer pealed,

“For Thou, O Splendour, art myself concealed,

And the grey cell contains me not, the star

I out measure and am older than the elements are.

Whether on earth or far beyond the sun,

I, stumbling, clouded, am the Eternal One.”

                                              CWSA 2: 204-05
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In the Moonlight

... He rises now; for God has taken birth.

The revolutions that pervade the world

Are faint beginnings and the discus hurled

Of Vishnu speeds down to enring the earth.

The old shall perish; it shall pass away,

Expunged, annihilated, blotted out;

And all the iron bands that ring about

Man’s wide expansion shall at last give way.

Freedom, God, Immortality; the three

Are one and shall be realised at length,

Love, Wisdom, Justice, Joy and utter Strength

Gather into a pure felicity.

It comes at last, the day foreseen of old,

What John in Patmos saw, what Shelley dreamed,

Vision and vain imagination deemed,

The City of Delight, the Age of Gold.

The Iron Age is ended. Only now

The last fierce spasm of the dying past

Shall shake the nations, and when that has passed,

Earth washed of ills shall raise a fairer brow.

This is man’s progress; for the Iron Age

Prepares the Age of Gold. What we call sin,

Is but man’s leavings as from deep within

The Pilot guides him in his pilgrimage.
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He leaves behind the ill with strife and pain,

Because it clings and constantly returns,

And in the fire of suffering fiercely burns

More sweetness to deserve, more strength to gain.

He rises to the good with Titan wings:

And this the reason of his high unease,

Because he came from the infinities

To build immortally with mortal things;

The body with increasing soul to fill,

Extend Heaven’s claim upon the toiling earth

And climb from death to a diviner birth

Grasped and supported by immortal Will.

                                                            CWSA 2: 243-44
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A God’s Labour

... The gulf twixt the depths and the heights is bridged

 And the golden waters pour

Down the sapphire mountain rainbow-ridged

 And glimmer from shore to shore.

Heaven’s fire is lit in the breast of the earth

 And the undying suns here burn;

Through a wonder cleft in the bounds of birth

 The incarnate spirits yearn.

Like flames to the kingdoms of Truth and Bliss:

 Down a gold-red stairway wend

The radiant children of Paradise

 Clarioning darkness’ end.

A little more and the new life’s doors

 Shall be carved in silver light

With its aureate roof and mosaic floors

 In a great world bare and bright.

I shall leave my dreams in their argent air,

 For in a raiment of gold and blue

There shall move on the earth embodied and fair

 The living truth of you.

1935 – 1936                                              CWSA 2: 534-38
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Transformation

My breath runs in a subtle rhythmic stream;

 It fills my members with a might divine:

I have drunk the Infinite like a giant’s wine.

 Time is my drama or my pageant dream.

Now are my illumined cells joy’s flaming scheme

 And changed my thrilled and branching nerves to fine

Channels of rapture opal and hyaline

 For the influx of the Unknown and the Supreme.

I am no more a vassal of the flesh,

 A slave to Nature and her leaden rule;

I am caught no more in the senses’ narrow mesh.

 My soul unhorizoned widens to measureless sight,

My body is God’s happy living tool,

My spirit a vast sun of deathless light.

*

The Golden Light

Thy golden Light came down into my brain

 And the grey rooms of mind sun-touched became

A bright reply to Wisdom’s occult plane,

 A calm illumination and a flame.

Thy golden Light came down into my throat,

 And all my speech is now a tune divine,

A paean song of Thee my single note;

 My words are drunk with the Immortal’s wine.

Thy golden Light came down into my heart

 Smiting my life with Thy eternity;

Now has it grown a temple where Thou art

 And all its passions point towards only Thee.

Thy golden Light came down into my feet;

My earth is now Thy playfield and Thy seat.

                                                             CWSA 2: 561, 605
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The Call of the Impossible

A godhead moves us to unrealised things.

 Asleep in the wide folds of destiny,

A world guarded by Silence’ rustling wings

 Shelters their fine impossibility:

But parting quiver the caerulean gates;

 Strange splendours look into our dreaming eyes;

We bear proud deities and magnificent fates;

 Faces and hands come near from Paradise.

What shines above, waits darkling here in us:

 Bliss unattained our future’s birthright is,

Beauty of our dim souls grows amorous,

 We are the heirs of infinite widenesses.

The impossible is our mask of things to be,

Mortal the door to immortality.

*

Evolution [2]

All is not finished in the unseen decree;

 A Mind beyond our mind demands our ken,

A life of unimagined harmony

 Awaits, concealed, the grasp of unborn men.

The crude beginnings of the lifeless earth,

 The mindless stirrings of the plant and tree

Prepared our thought; thought for a godlike birth

 Broadens the mould of our mortality.

A might no human will nor force can gain,

 A knowledge seated in eternity,

A bliss beyond our struggle and our pain

 Are the high pinnacles of our destiny.

O Thou who climb’dst to mind from the dull stone,

Face now the miracled summits still unwon.

                                         CWSA 2: 595-96
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Science and the Unknowable

In occult depths grow Nature’s roots unshown;

 Each visible hides its base in the unseen,

Even the invisible guards what it can mean

 In a yet deeper invisible, unknown.

Man’s science builds abstractions cold and bare

 And carves to formulas the living whole;

It is a brain and hand without a soul,

 A piercing eye behind our outward stare.

The objects that we see are not their form,

 A mass of forces is the apparent shape;

Pursued and seized, their inner lines escape

 In a vast consciousness beyond our norm.

Follow and you shall meet abysses still,

Infinite, wayless, mute, unknowable. 

   *

The Greater Plan

I am held no more by life’s alluring cry,

 Her joy and grief, her charm, her laughter’s lute.

 Hushed are the magic moments of the flute,

And form and colour and brief ecstasy.

I would hear, in my spirit’s wideness solitary,

 The Voice that speaks when mortal lips are mute:

 I seek the wonder of things absolute

Born from the silence of Eternity.

There is a need within the soul of man

 The splendours of the surface never sate;

 For life and mind and their glory and debate

Are the slow prelude of a vaster theme,

A sketch confused of a supernal plan,

 A preface to the epic of the Supreme.

                                                            CWSA 2: 598. 606
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A Dream of Surreal Science

One dreamed and saw a gland write Hamlet, drink

 At the Mermaid, capture immortality;

A committee of hormones on the Aegean’s brink

 Composed the Iliad and the Odyssey.

A thyroid, meditating almost nude

 Under the Bo-tree, saw the eternal Light

And, rising from its mighty solitude,

 Spoke of the Wheel and eightfold Path all right.

A brain by a disordered stomach driven

 Thundered through Europe, conquered, ruled and fell,

From St Helena went, perhaps, to Heaven.

 Thus wagged on the surreal world, until

A scientist played with atoms and blew out

The universe before God had time to shout.

                                                      CWSA 2: 614
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The Dwarf Napoleon

(Hitler. October 1939)

(This poem written in 1939 is prophetic wherein Sri Aurobindo saw 

through the mask and outer façade of Hitler and the dangers to our 

civilization that mankind faced due to him. Here we see him not only 

exposing his asuric being and his modus operandi but also predicting 

his death.) 

Behold, by Maya’s fantasy of will

A violent miracle takes sudden birth,

The real grows one with the incredible.

In the control of her magician wand

The small achieves things great, the base things grand.

This puny creature would bestride the earth

Even as the immense colossus of the past.

Napoleon’s mind was swift and bold and vast,

His heart was calm and stormy like the sea,

His will dynamic in its grip and clasp.

His eye could hold a world within its grasp

And see the great and small things sovereignly.

A movement of gigantic depth and scope

He seized and gave coherence to its hope.

Far other this creature of a nether clay,

Void of all grandeur, like a gnome at play,

Iron and mud his nature’s mingled stuff,

A little limited visionary brain

Cunning and skilful in its narrow vein,

A sentimental egoist poor and rough,

Whose heart was never sweet and fresh and young,

A headlong spirit driven by hopes and fears,

Intense neurotic with his shouts and tears,

Violent and cruel, devil, child and brute,

This screaming orator with his strident tongue,
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This prophet of a scanty fixed idea,

Plays now the leader of our human march;

His might shall build the future’s triumph arch.

Now is the world for his eating a ripe fruit.

His shadow falls from London to Corea.

Cities and nations crumble in his course.

A terror holds the peoples in its grip:

World-destiny waits upon that foaming lip.

A Titan Power upholds this pigmy man,

The crude dwarf instrument of a mighty Force.

Hater of the free spirit’s joy and light,

Made only of strength and skill and giant might,

A Will to trample humanity into clay

And unify earth beneath one iron sway,

Insists upon its fierce enormous plan.

Trampling man’s mind and will into one mould

Docile and facile in a dreadful hold,

It cries its demon slogans to the crowd.

But if its tenebrous empire were allowed,

That mastery would prepare the dismal hour

When the Inconscient shall regain its right,

And man who emerged as Nature’s conscious power,

Shall sink into the deep original night

Sharing like all her forms that went before

The doom of the mammoth and the dinosaur.

It is the shadow of the Titan’s robe

That looms across the panic-stricken globe.

In his high villa on the fatal hill

Alone he listens to that sovereign Voice,

Dictator of his action’s sudden choice,

The tiger leap of a demoniac skill.

An energy his body cannot invest,—

Too small and human for that dreadful guest,

A tortured channel, not a happy vessel,—
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Drives him to think and act and cry and wrestle.

Thus driven he must stride on conquering all,

Threatening and clamouring, brutal, invincible,

Until he meets upon his storm-swept road

A greater devil — or thunderstroke of God.

                                                                                  CWSA 2: 641

The Tiger and the Deer

Brilliant, crouching, slouching, what crept through the green heart 

                     of the forest,

Gleaming eyes and mighty chest and soft soundless paws of

     grandeur and murder?

The wind slipped through the leaves as if afraid lest its voice and the

   noise of its steps perturb the pitiless Splendour,

Hardly daring to breathe. But the great beast crouched and crept,

   and crept and crouched a last time, noiseless, fatal,

Till suddenly death leaped on the beautiful wild deer as it drank

Unsuspecting at the great pool in the forest’s coolness and shadow,

And it fell and, torn, died remembering its mate left sole in the deep 

       woodland,—

Destroyed, the mild harmless beauty by the strong cruel beauty in

       Nature.

But a day may yet come when the tiger crouches and leaps no more

     in the dangerous heart of the forest,

As the mammoth shakes no more the plains of Asia;

Still then shall the beautiful wild deer drink from the coolness of   

        great pools in the leaves’ shadow.

The mighty perish in their might;

The slain survive the slayer.

1942                                                                  CWSA 2: 583
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Part II 

(From Savitri)

Savitri is the book of the future in more ways than one. First 

and foremost it embodies Sri Aurobindo’s vision of the future. 

All that has come before man and so much more that is yet to 

come is beautifully revealed here in its complete essence. Sec-

ondly through the experiences of Aswapati and Savitri it shows 

to us the path of the future that mankind must take, the experi-

ences it will go through and eventually the nature of his life new 

found on a diviner basis. Finally it is a book that mankind will 

understand more and more as it advances towards the future. 

In this selection we have taken up only few selected passages 

where the coming future is being revealed to us. To read them 

is to be filled with hope and enthusiasm and joy so that we may 

walk with redoubled courage towards the inevitable destiny of 

man.

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

World shall Manifest the Unveiled Divine

He sails through life and death and other life,

He travels on through waking and through sleep.

A power is on him from her occult force

That ties him to his own creation’s fate,

And never can the mighty Traveller rest

And never can the mystic voyage cease

Till the nescient dusk is lifted from man’s soul

And the morns of God have overtaken his night.

As long as Nature lasts, he too is there,

For this is sure that he and she are one;

Even when he sleeps, he keeps her on his breast:

Whoever leaves her, he will not depart

To repose without her in the Unknowable.

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

Her play is real; a Mystery he fulfils:

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

A purpose in her vast and random game.

This ever she meant since the first dawn of life,

This constant will she covered with her sport,

To evoke a Person in the impersonal Void,

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

Wake a dumb self in the inconscient depths
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And raise a lost Power from its python sleep

That the eyes of the Timeless might look out from Time

And the world manifest the unveiled Divine.

For this he left his white infinity

And laid on the spirit the burden of the flesh,

That Godhead’s seed might flower in mindless Space.

Savitri: 72 – 73

The Superhumanity of Tomorrow

As so he grew into his larger self,

Humanity framed his movements less and less;

A greater being saw a greater world.

A fearless will for knowledge dared to erase

The lines of safety Reason draws that bar

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

Even his first steps broke our small earth-bounds

And loitered in a vaster freer air.

In hands sustained by a transfiguring Might

He caught up lightly like a giant’s bow

Left slumbering in a sealed and secret cave

The powers that sleep unused in man within.

He made of miracle a normal act

And turned to a common part of divine works,

Magnificently natural at this height,

Efforts that would shatter the strength of mortal hearts,

Pursued in a royalty of mighty ease

Aims too sublime for Nature’s daily will:

The gifts of the spirit crowding came to him;

They were his life’s pattern and his privilege.

Savitri: 26 – 27
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Omnipotent’s flaming pioneers

(Children of the Future)

A giant dance of Shiva tore the past;

There was a thunder as of worlds that fall;

Earth was o’errun with fire and the roar of Death

Clamouring to slay a world his hunger had made;

There was a clangour of Destruction’s wings:

The Titan’s battle-cry was in my ears,

Alarm and rumour shook the armoured Night.

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,
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Discoverers of beauty’s sunlit ways

And swimmers of Love’s laughing fiery floods

And dancers within rapture’s golden doors,

Their tread one day shall change the suffering earth

And justify the light on Nature’s face.

Although Fate lingers in the high Beyond

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

All shall be done for which our pain was borne.

Even as of old man came behind the beast

This high divine successor surely shall come

Behind man’s inefficient mortal pace,

Behind his vain labour, sweat and blood and tears:

He shall know what mortal mind barely durst think,

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

Inheritor of the toil of human time,

He shall take on him the burden of the gods;

All heavenly light shall visit the earth’s thoughts,

The might of heaven shall fortify earthly hearts;

Earth’s deeds shall touch the superhuman’s height,

Earth’s seeing widen into the infinite.

Savitri: 343-44

The godhead growing within human hearts

“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.
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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

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
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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: 546
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Unknown Powers Emerge

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: 648-49 

End of Night and Death

Out of the Void this grand creation rose,—

For this the Spirit came into the Abyss

And charged with its power Matter’s unknowing force,

In Night’s bare session to cathedral Light,

In Death’s realm repatriate immortality.

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,



28 All India Magazine, January 2023

An ardent comradeship in the happy mind,

Becomes a wide spiritual yearning’s space.

A lonely soul passions for the Alone,

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

A body is his chamber and his shrine.

Then is our being rescued from separateness;

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

A Lover leaning from his cloister’s door

Gathers the whole world into his single breast.

Then shall the business fail of Night and Death:

When unity is won, when strife is lost

And all is known and all is clasped by Love

Who would turn back to ignorance and pain?

Savitri: 632–33

Division Ceased to Be

There in the slumber of the cosmic Will

He saw the secret key of Nature’s change.

A light was with him, an invisible hand

Was laid upon the error and the pain

Till it became a quivering ecstasy,

The shock of sweetness of an arm’s embrace.

He saw in Night the Eternal’s shadowy veil,

Knew death for a cellar of the house of life,

In destruction felt creation’s hasty pace,

Knew loss as the price of a celestial gain

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

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
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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.

Then life beat pure in the corporeal frame;

The infernal Gleam died and could slay no more.

Hell split across its huge abrupt fa¸cade

As if a magic building were undone,

Night opened and vanished like a gulf of dream.

Into being’s gap scooped out as empty Space

In which she had filled the place of absent God,

There poured a wide intimate and blissful Dawn;

Healed were all things that Time’s torn heart had made

And sorrow could live no more in Nature’s breast:

Division ceased to be, for God was there.

The soul lit the conscious body with its ray,

Matter and spirit mingled and were one.                   Savitri: 231-32
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The Boons for Earth and Man

“Choose, spirit, thy supreme choice not given again;

For now from my highest being looks at thee

The nameless formless peace where all things rest.

In a happy vast sublime cessation know,—

An immense extinction in eternity,

A point that disappears in the infinite,—

Felicity of the extinguished flame,

Last sinking of a wave in a boundless sea,

End of the trouble of thy wandering thoughts,

Close of the journeying of thy pilgrim soul.

Accept, O music, weariness of thy notes,

O stream, wide breaking of thy channel banks.”

The moments fell into eternity.

But someone yearned within a bosom unknown

And silently the woman’s heart replied:

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

Amid the roar and ruin of wild Time

For the magnificent soul of man on earth.

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

Limitless like ocean round a lonely isle

A second time the eternal cry arose:

“Wide open are the ineffable gates in front.

My spirit leans down to break the knot of earth,

Amorous of oneness without thought or sign

To cast down wall and fence, to strip heaven bare,

See with the large eye of infinity,

Unweave the stars and into silence pass.”

In an immense and world-destroying pause

She heard a million creatures cry to her.

Through the tremendous stillness of her thoughts

Immeasurably the woman’s nature spoke:

“Thy oneness, Lord, in many approaching hearts,

My sweet infinity of thy numberless souls.”

Mightily retreating like a sea in ebb
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A third time swelled the great admonishing call:

“I spread abroad the refuge of my wings.

Out of its incommunicable deeps

My power looks forth of mightiest splendour, stilled

Into its majesty of sleep, withdrawn

Above the dreadful whirlings of the world.”

A sob of things was answer to the voice,

And passionately the woman’s heart replied:

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

To take all things and creatures in their grief

And gather them into a mother’s arms.”

Solemn and distant like a seraph’s lyre

A last great time the warning sound was heard:

“I open the wide eye of solitude

To uncover the voiceless rapture of my bliss,

Where in a pure and exquisite hush it lies

Motionless in its slumber of ecstasy,

Resting from the sweet madness of the dance

Out of whose beat the throb of hearts was born.”

Breaking the Silence with appeal and cry

A hymn of adoration tireless climbed,

A music beat of winged uniting souls,

Then all the woman yearningly replied:

“Thy embrace which rends the living knot of pain,

Thy joy, O Lord, in which all creatures breathe,

Thy magic flowing waters of deep love,

Thy sweetness give to me for earth and men.”

Savitri: 696-97



32 All India Magazine, January 2023

Earth shall be the House of God

O Sun-Word, thou shalt raise the earth-soul to Light

And bring down God into the lives of men;

Earth shall be my work-chamber and my house,

My garden of life to plant a seed divine.

When all thy work in human time is done

The mind of earth shall be a home of light,

The life of earth a tree growing towards heaven,

The body of earth a tabernacle of God.

Awakened from the mortal’s ignorance

Men shall be lit with the Eternal’s ray

And the glory of my sun-lift in their thoughts

And feel in their hearts the sweetness of my love

And in their acts my Power’s miraculous drive.

My will shall be the meaning of their days;

Living for me, by me, in me they shall live.

Savitri: 699
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O Mind, grow full of the eternal peace;

O Word, cry out the immortal litany:

Built is the golden tower, the flame-child born.

Savitri: 699
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A few shall glimpse

Abandoning the dubious middle Way,

A few shall glimpse the miraculous Origin

And some shall feel in you the secret Force

And they shall turn to meet a nameless tread,

Adventurers into a mightier Day.

Ascending out of the limiting breadths of mind,

They shall discover the world’s huge design

And step into the Truth, the Right, the Vast.

You shall reveal to them the hidden eternities,

The breath of infinitudes not yet revealed,

Some rapture of the bliss that made the world,

Some rush of the force of God’s omnipotence,

Some beam of the omniscient Mystery.

But when the hour of the Divine draws near

The Mighty Mother shall take birth in Time

And God be born into the human clay

In forms made ready by your human lives.

Then shall the Truth supreme be given to men:

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

Or grow into the God-Light and God-Force

Revealing the secret deity in the cave.

Then shall the earth be touched by the Supreme,

His bright unveiled Transcendence shall illumine

The mind and heart and force the life and act
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To interpret his inexpressible mystery

In a heavenly alphabet of Divinity’s signs.

His living cosmic spirit shall enring,

Annulling the decree of death and pain,

Erasing the formulas of the Ignorance,

With the deep meaning of beauty and life’s hid sense,

The being ready for immortality,

His regard crossing infinity’s mystic waves

Bring back to Nature her early joy to live,

The metred heart-beats of a lost delight,

The cry of a forgotten ecstasy,

The dance of the first world-creating Bliss.

Savitri: 706

The New Race

The supermind shall be his nature’s fount,

The Eternal’s truth shall mould his thoughts and acts,

The Eternal’s truth shall be his light and guide.

All then shall change, a magic order come

Overtopping this mechanical universe.

A mightier race shall inhabit the mortal’s world.

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

The superman shall reign as king of life,

Make earth almost the mate and peer of heaven,

And lead towards God and truth man’s ignorant heart

And lift towards godhead his mortality.

A power released from circumscribing bounds,

Its height pushed up beyond death’s hungry reach,

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

Light shall invade the darkness of its base.

Then in the process of evolving Time

All shall be drawn into a single plan,

A divine harmony shall be earth’s law,
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Beauty and joy remould her way to live:

Even the body shall remember God,

Nature shall draw back from mortality

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

Knowledge shall bring into the aspirant Thought

A high proximity to Truth and God.

The supermind shall claim the world for Light

And thrill with love of God the enamoured heart

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

And found Light’s reign on her unshaking base.

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

And shed its sunlight on the roads of mind;

A power infallible shall lead the thought,

A seeing Puissance govern life and act,

In earthly hearts kindle the Immortal’s fire.

A soul shall wake in the Inconscient’s house;

The mind shall be God-vision’s tabernacle,

The body intuition’s instrument,

And life a channel for God’s visible power.

All earth shall be the Spirit’s manifest home,

Hidden no more by the body and the life,

Hidden no more by the mind’s ignorance;

An unerring Hand shall shape event and act.

The Spirit’s eyes shall look through Nature’s eyes,

The Spirit’s force shall occupy Nature’s force.

This world shall be God’s visible garden-house,

The earth shall be a field and camp of God,

Man shall forget consent to mortality

And his embodied frail impermanence.

This universe shall unseal its occult sense,

Creation’s process change its antique front,

An ignorant evolution’s hierarchy

Release the Wisdom chained below its base.

The Spirit shall be the master of his world
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Lurking no more in form’s obscurity

And Nature shall reverse her action’s rule,

The outward world disclose the Truth it veils;

All things shall manifest the covert God,

All shall reveal the Spirit’s light and might

And move to its destiny of felicity.

Even should a hostile force cling to its reign

And claim its right’s perpetual sovereignty

And man refuse his high spiritual fate,

Yet shall the secret Truth in things prevail.

For in the march of all-fulfilling Time

The hour must come of the Transcendent’s will:

All turns and winds towards his predestined ends

In Nature’s fixed inevitable course

Decreed since the beginning of the worlds

In the deep essence of created things:

Even there shall come as a high crown of all

The end of Death, the death of Ignorance.

Savitri: 707-08

Man and Superman

But first high Truth must set her feet on earth

And man aspire to the Eternal’s light

And all his members feel the Spirit’s touch

And all his life obey an inner Force.

This too shall be; for a new life shall come,

A body of the Superconscient’s truth,

A native field of Supernature’s mights:

It shall make earth’s nescient ground Truth’s colony,

Make even the Ignorance a transparent robe

Through which shall shine the brilliant limbs of Truth

And Truth shall be a sun on Nature’s head

And Truth shall be the guide of Nature’s steps
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And Truth shall gaze out of her nether deeps.

When superman is born as Nature’s king

His presence shall transfigure Matter’s world:

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

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

Man too shall turn towards the Spirit’s call.

Awake to his hidden possibility,

Awake to all that slept within his heart

And all that Nature meant when earth was formed

And the Spirit made this ignorant world his home,

He shall aspire to Truth and God and Bliss.

Interpreter of a diviner law

And instrument of a supreme design,

The higher kind shall lean to lift up man.

Man shall desire to climb to his own heights.

The truth above shall wake a nether truth,

Even the dumb earth become a sentient force.

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

Near to the secret of their separate truth

And know each other as one deity.

The Spirit shall look out through Matter’s gaze

And Matter shall reveal the Spirit’s face.

Then man and superman shall be at one

And all the earth become a single life.

Even the multitude shall hear the Voice

And turn to commune with the Spirit within

And strive to obey the high spiritual law:

This earth shall stir with impulses sublime,

Humanity awake to deepest self,

Nature the hidden godhead recognise.

Even the many shall some answer make

And bear the splendour of the Divine’s rush

And his impetuous knock at unseen doors.

A heavenlier passion shall upheave men’s lives,
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Their mind shall share in the ineffable gleam,

Their heart shall feel the ecstasy and the fire.

Earth’s bodies shall be conscious of a soul;

Mortality’s bondslaves shall unloose their bonds,

Mere men into spiritual beings grow

And see awake the dumb divinity.

Intuitive beams shall touch the nature’s peaks,

A revelation stir the nature’s depths;

The Truth shall be the leader of their lives,

Truth shall dictate their thought and speech and act,

They shall feel themselves lifted nearer to the sky,

As if a little lower than the gods.

For knowledge shall pour down in radiant streams

And even darkened mind quiver with new life

And kindle and burn with the Ideal’s fire

And turn to escape from mortal ignorance.

Savitri: 709-10

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.
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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: 709-10                                                              Sri Aurobindo

The Hidden Plan

However long Night’s hour, I will not dream

 That the small ego and the person’s mask

Are all that God reveals in our life-scheme,

 The last result of Nature’s cosmic task.

A greater Presence in her bosom works;

 Long it prepares its far epiphany:

Even in the stone and beast the godhead lurks,

 A bright Persona of eternity.

It shall burst out from the limit traced by Mind

 And make a witness of the prescient heart;

It shall reveal even in this inert blind

 Nature, long veiled in each inconscient part,

Fulfilling the occult magnificent plan,

The world-wide and immortal spirit in man.               

CWSA 2: 602                                                            Sri Aurobindo



41All India Magazine, January 2023



42 All India Magazine, January 2023

Our Gratitude and Consecration to the 
Mother and Sri Aurobindo

Sri Aurobindo Society, Nairobi Centre, Kenya

A year of silence and expectation...
Let us find, O Lord, our entire support in 

Thy Grace alone.
The Mother






