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Canto One

The Symbol Dawn

Tt was the hour befare the Gods awake.
Across the path of the divine Event

The huge foreboding mind of Night, alone

In her unlit fempte of eternity,

Lay stretched immobile upon Silence’ marge.
Almost one felt, opague, impenstrable,

In the sombre symbol of her eyeless muse

The abysm of the unbodied Infinite:

A fathomless zere occupied the world.

A power of fallen boundless self awake
Between the first and the last Nothingness,
Recalling the tenebrous womb from which it came,
Turned from the insoluble mystery of birth
And the tardy process of mortality

And longed to reach its end in vacant Nought.
As in a dark beginning of alf things,

A mute featureless semblance of the Unknown
Repeating for ever the unconscious act,
Prolonging for ever the unsesing will,

Cradled the cosmic drowse of ignerant Force
Whose moved creative slumber kindles the suns
And carries our fives in its somnambulist whirl,
Athwart the vain enormons trance of Space,

Its formless stupor without mind or life,

A shadow spinning through a soulless Void,
Thrown back once more into unthinking dreams,
Earth wheeled abandoned in the hollow gulfs
Forgetful of her spirit and her fate.

The impassive skies were neutral, empty, still.
Then something in the inscrutable darkness stirred;
A nameless movement, an unthought Idea
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Insistent, dissatisfied, without an aim,
Something that wished but knew not how io be,
Teased the Inconscient to wake Ignorance,

A throe that came and left a guivering trace,
Gave room for ap old tired want unfilled,

At peace in its subconscient moonless cave

To raise its head and leok for absent light,
Siraining closed eyes of vanished memory,

Like one who searches for a bygone self

And only meets the corpse of his desirs,

It was as though ¢ven in this Nought’s profound,
Even in this ultimate dissolution’s core

There Jurked an unremembering entity,

Survivor of a slain and buried past

Condemned to resume the effort and the pang,
Reviving in another frustrate world,

An wunshaped consciousness desired light

And a blank prescience yearned towards distant change.
As if & cluldlike finger laid on a cheek
Reminded of the endless need in things

The heedless Mother of the universe,

An infant longing clutched the sombre Vast.
[nsensibly somewhers a breach began:

A long lone ling of hesitating hue

Like a vague smile tempting a desert heart
Troubied the far rim of life’s obscure sleep.
Arrived from the other side of boundlessness
An eye of deity pierced through the dumb deeps;
A scout in a recotnaissance from the sun,

it seemed amid a heavy cosmic rest,

The torpor of a sick and weary world,

To seek for a spirit sole and desolate

Too fallen to recoilect forgotten bliss,
Intervening in a mindless universe,

Its message crept through the reluctant hush
Calling the adventure of consclousness and joy



saviiri - Book Gre - Canto One

And, conquering Naiure's disilhasioned breast,
Compelled renewed consent to see and feel.

A thought was sown in the unsounded Void,
A sense was born within the darkness' depths,
A memory quivered in the heart of Time

As if 2 soul long dead were moved to live:
But the ¢blivion that succeeds the falf,

Had bletted the crowded tableis of the past,
And all that was destroyed must be rebuilt
And old experience Iaboured out once more.
All can be done if the Ged-touch is there.

A hope stole in that hardly dared fo be

Amid the Night's forlorn indifference.

As if solicited in an alien world

With timid and hazardovs instinctive grace,
Orphaned and driven out to sesk 2 home,

An errant marvel with no place to live,

Into a lar-off nook of heaven thers came

A slow miraculous gesture’s dim appesl.

The persistent thrill of a transfiguring touch
Persuaded the mert biack quietude

And beauiy and wonder disturbed the ficlds of God.
A wandering hand of pale enchanted light
That glowed along a fading moment’s brink,
Fixed with gold panel and opalescent hinge

A pate of dreams ajar on mystery’s verge,
One lucent corner windowing hidden things
Foreed the world’s blind immensity to sight.
The darkness failed and slipped like a falling cloak
l'fmm the teclining body of a god.

Then through the pallid rift that seemed at first
Hardly enough for a trickle from the suns,
Outpoured the revelation and the flame.

The brief perpetual sign recurred above.

A glamour from the unreached transcendences
Iridescent with the glory of the Unseen,
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A message from the unkaown immortal Light
Ablaze upon creation’s quivering edge,

Dawn buiit her aura of magnificent hues

And buried its seed of grandeur in the hours.

Arn instant’s visitor the godhead shone:

On life’s thin border awhile the Vision stood
And bent over earth’s pondering forchead curve,
Interpreting & recondite beauty and bliss

In colour’s hieroglyphs of mystic sense,

It wrote the lines of a significant myth

Telling of a greatness of spiritual dawns,

A brilliant code penned with the sky for page.
Almost that day the epiphany was disclesed

Of which oor thoughts and hopes are signal flares;
A lonely snlendour from the invisible goal
Almost was flung on the opagque Inane.

Once more a tread perturbed the vacant Vasts;
Infinity’s centre, a Face of rapturous caim

Parted the eternal lids that open heaven;

A Form from far beatitndes 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,

Once she half looked behind for her veiled sun,
Then, thoughtfil, went to her immortal work,
Earth felt the Imperishable’s passage close:

The waking ear of Nafure heard her steps

And wideness turned 1o ker its limitless eye,
And, scattered on sealed depths, her luminous smile
Kindied to fire the silence of the worlds,

Ali grew a consecration and a rite,

Alr was a vibrant link between earth and heaven;
The wide-winged hymn of a great priestly wind
Arose and failed upon the altar hills;

The high boughs prayed in a revealing sky.
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Here where our haif-lif ignorance skirts the gulfs
On the dumb bosom of the ambiguous earth,
Herg where one knows not even the step in front

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

On this anguished and precarious field of toil
QOutspread benreath some large fndifferent gaze,
Impartiat witness to our joy and bale,

Our prostrate soil bore the awakening ray.
Here too the vision and prophetic gleam

Lit into miracles common meaningless shapes;
Then the divinc afflatus, spent, withdrew,
Unwanted, fading from the mortal’s range.

A sacred yearning lingered in its trace,

The worship of a Presence and & Power

Too {00 perfect to bc held by death-bound hearts,
The prescience of a marvellous birth to come,
Only a Ittle the God-light can stay:

Spiritual beauty illumining human sight

Lines with its passion and mystery Matter's mask
And squanders eternity on a beat of Time.

As when a soul draws near the sill of birth,
Adjoining mortal time to Timelessness,

A spark of deity lost in Matter’s crypt

Its fustre varishes in the inconscient planes,
That transitory glow of magic fire

So now dissolved in bright accustomsd air.
The message ceased and waned the messenger.
The single Call, the.urcompanioned Power,
Drew back into some far-off secret world

The hue and marvei of the supernal beam:
She looked no more on our mortality.

The excess of beauty natural to God-kind
Could not uphc:-ld its claim on time-born eyes;
Too mystic-real for space-tenancy -
Her body of glory was expunged from heaven:
The rarity and wonder lived no more.

L)
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There was the common light of earthly day.
Affranchised from the respite of fatigue

Onee more the rumour of the speed of Life
Pursued the cycles of her blinded quest.

All sprang to their unvarying daily acts;

The thousand pzopies of the soil and tree
Obeved the unforeseeing instant’s urge,

And, leader here with his uncertain mind,
Alone who stares at the future’s covered face,
Man lifted up the burden of his fate.

And Savitri 100 awoke amonyg these tribes
That hastened to join the brilliant Summoner’s chant
And, lured by the beauty of the apparent ways,
Acclaimed their pertion of ephemeral joy.

Akin to the eternity whenee she came,

No part she fook in this smail happiness;

A mighty stranger in the human field,

The embodied Guest within made no response.
The call that wakes the leap of human mind,
Its chequered eager mation of pursuit,

Its fluttering-hued Hiusion of desire,

Visited her heart hke & sweet alien note.

Time's message of brief light was not for ber.
In her thers was the anguish of the gods
[mprisoned in our transient human mould,

The deathless conquered by the death of things.
A vaster Nature’s joy had once been hers,

But long could keep not its gold heavenly hue
Or stand upon this brittle earthly base,

A narrow movement on Time's deep abysm,
Life’s fragile littleness denied the power,

The proud and conscious wideness and the bliss
She had brought with her into the human form,
The calm delight that weds one soul tg all,

The key tudt?e flaming doors of ecstasy.

o T A
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‘Earth’s grain that needs the sap of pteasure and tears
Rejected the undying rapture’s boon:

Offered to the davghter of infinity

Her passion-flower of love and doom she gave,

+in vain now scemed the splendid sacrifice.

A prodigal of her rich divinity,

Her self and all she was she had lent to men,

Hoping her greater being to implant

That heaven might native grow on mortal soil.

Hard is is it to parsuade earth—nature 5 change

-

Y€ fears the pure divine itolerance

Of that assault of ether and of fire;

It murmurs at ifs sorrowless happiness,

Mmu_s_t with hate repels the fight it brings;

It trembles at its naked power of Truth

And the might and sweetness of 1ts absolute Voice.
Inﬂlctmg 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 sens of God with death and pain.

A glory of lightnings traversing the earth-scene,
Their sun-thoughts fading, darkened by ignorant minds,
Their work beirayed, their good to evil turned,

The cross their payment for the crown they gave,
Only they leave behind 2 splendid Name,

A fire has come and touched men’s hearts and gong;
A few have caught flame and risen to greater life.
Too unlike the world she came to help and save,
Her greatness weighed upon its ignoraat breast,
And from its deep chasms welled a dire retorn,

A portion of its sorrow, struggle, fall.

To live with grief, to confront death on her read, —
The mortal's lot became the Immertal’s share.

———a,

Thus trapped in the gin of carthly destinies,
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Awagiting her ordeal’s hour abode,

Ouicast from her inborn felicity,

Accepting fife’s obseure terrestrial robe,

Hiding herself even from those she loved,

The godhead greater by a human fate.

A dark foreknowledge separated her

Erom all of whomn she was the star and stay;
Too great to zmpart the peril and the pain,

In her torn depths she kept the grief to come.
As one who watching over men left blind
Takes up the load of an unwitting race,
Harbouring a foe whom with her heart she must feed,
Unknown her act, unknown the doom she faced,
Unhelped she must foresee and dread and dare.
The long-foreknown and fatal morn was here
Bringing a noon that seemed like every noon.
For Nature walks upon her mighty way
Unheeding when she breaks a soul, a life:
Leaving her slain behind she travels on:

Man only marks and God’s all-seeing eyes.
Even in this moment of her soul’s despair,

In its prim rendezvous with death and fear,

No cry broke from her lips, no call for ajid;
She told the secret of her woe to none:

Calm was her face and courage kept her mmute,
Yet only her outward self suffered and strove;
Even her humanity was half divine:

Her spirit opened to the Spirit in all,

Her nature felt all Naturc as its own,

Apart, i Inmg within, all lives she bore;

Aloof, she carried in herself the world:

Her dread was one with the great cosmic dread,
Her strength was founded on the_cosmic mights;
The universal Mother’s love was hers,

Against the evil at life’s afflicted roots,

Her own calamity its private sign,
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Of her pangs she made a mystic peignant sword.

A soiltary mind, a world-wide heart,

To the lone Immortal’s unshared work she rose.
At first lfe grieved not in her burdened breasi:

On the lap of earth’s original somnolence

Iitert, released into forgetfulness

Prone it repesed, unconscious on mind's verge,
Obtose and tranquil like the stone and star.

In a deep cleft of silence twixt two realms

She lay remote from grief, unsawn by care,
Nothing recaliing of the sorrow here,

Then a slow fant remembrance shadowlike moved,
And sighing she laid her hand upon her bosom
And recognised the close and lingering ache,

Deep, quiet, old, made natural to its place,

But knew not why it was there nor whence it came.
The Power that kindles mind was still withdrawn:
Heavy, wnwiling were [ife’s servitors

Like workers with no wages of delight;

Sullan, the torch of sense refused to burn;

The unassisted brain found not its past.

Cnly a vague carth-nature held the frame.

But now she sfirred, her life shared the cosmic load.

At the summons of her body’s voiceless calt

Her strang far-winging spirit travelled hack,
Back 10 the yoke of ignorance and fate,

Back to the labour and stress of mortal days,
Lighting a pathway through strange symbol dreams
Across the ebbing of the seas of sleep.

Her house of Nature felt an unseen sway,

Ulumined swiftly were life’s darkened rooms,

And memory's casements opened on the hours

And the tired feet of thought approached her doors.
All came back to her: Earth and Love and Doom,
The ancient dispuiants, encircled her

Like giant figures wrestling in the night:
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The godheads from the dim Inconscient born
Awoke to struggle and the pang divine,

And in the shadow of her flaming heart,

At the sombre centre of the dire debate,

A guardian of the unconsoled abyss

Inheriting the long agony of the globe,

A stone-stili figure of high and godlike Pain
Stared into space with fixed regardless eyes
That saw grief’s timeless depths but not life’s goal,
Afflicted by his harsh divinity,

Bound to tus throne, he waited unappesased

The daily oblation of her unwept tears.

All the fierce quastion of man’s heurs relived.
The sacrifice of suffering and desire

Earth offers to the immortal Ecstasy

Began again beneath the eternal Hand.

Awake she endured the moments” serried march
And leoked on this green smiling dangerous world,
And heard the ignorant cry of living things.
Amid the trivial sounds, the unchanging scene
Her souf arose confronting Time and Fate.
Immobile in herself, she gathered force.

This was the day when Satyavan must die.

0

ENp 0F CANTO ONE



Canto Two

The Issue

Awhile, withdrawn in secret fields of thought,
Her mind moved in & many-imaged past

That lived again and saw its end approach:
Dying, 1t lived imperishabiy in her:

Transient and vanishing from transient eyes,
Invisible, a fateful ghost of self,

t bore the future on its phantom breast.

Along the fleeting event’s far-backward trail
Regressed the stream of the mnsistent hours,

And on the bank of the mysterious flood
Pecpled with well-loved forms now seen no more
And the subtle images of things that were,

Her witness spirit stood reviewing Time.

All that she once had hoped and dreamed and been,
Flew past her cagle-winged through memory’s skies.
As in a many-huad flaming inner dawn,

Her life’s broad highways and its sweet bypaths
Lay mapped to her sun-clear recording view,
From the bright country of her childhood’s days
And the blue mountains of her soaring yvouth
And the paradise groves and peacock wings of Love
To joy clutched under the silent shadow of doom
In a last turn where heaven raced with hell.
Twelve passionate months led in a day of fate.
An absolute supernatural darkness falls

On man sometimes when he draws near to God:
Axn hour comes when fail all Nature’s means:
Ferced out from the protecting Ignorance

And flung back on his naked primal need,

He at length must cast from him his surface soul
And be the ungarbed entity within:
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That hour had fallen now on Savitri.

A point she had reached where life must be in vain
Or, in her unborn element awake,

Her will must cancel her body’s destiny.

For only the unborn spirit’s timeless power

Can {ift the yoke imposed by birth in time.

Only the Self that builds this figure of self

Can rase the fixed interminable line

That joins these changing names, these numberiess lives,
These new oblivious personalities

And keeps still lurking in our conscious acts

The trail of old forgotten thonghts and deeds,
Disown the legacy of our buried selves,

The burdensome heirship to our vanished forms
Accepted blindly by the body and soul.

An episode in an unremembered tale,

Its beginning lost, its motive and plot conezaled,

A once living story has prepared and made

Qur present fate, child of past energies.

The fixity of the cosmic sequences

Fastened with hidden inevitable links

Her past, a block on the immortal's road,

Make a rased ground and shape anew her fate.

A colloquy of the original Geds

Meeting upon the borders of the nnknown,

Her soul’s debate with embodied Nothingness
Must be wrestled oot on a dangerous dim background :
Her being must confront its formless Cause,
Against the universe weigh its single self,

On the bare peak where Self is alone with Nought
And life has no sense and love no place to stand,
She must plead her case upon extinetion’s verse,
In the world’s death-cave uphold life's helpless ¢laim
And vindicate her right to be and love.

Altered must be Nature’s harsh economy;

12
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Acquittance she must win from her past’s bond,

An old account of suffering exhaust,

Stnke out from Time the sowl’s long compound debt
And the heavy servitudes of the Karmic Gods,

The slow revenge of unforgiving Law

And the dzep need of universal pain

And hard sacrifice and tragic consequence.

Out of a timafess barrier she musi break,

Penetrate with her thinking depths the Void's monsirous hush,
Look into the Iotely eves of immortai Death

And with her nude spirit measure the Infinite’s night.
The great and dolorous moment now was close,

A mailed battalion marching te its doont,

The last long days went by with heavy tramp,

Long but too soon to pass, too near the end.

Alone amid the many faces loved,

Aware among unknowing happy hearts,

Her armoured spitit kept watch upon the hours
Listening for a foreseen tremendous step

In the closed beauty of the inhuman wikds.

A combatant in.silent dreadful hsts,

The world unknowing, for the world she stood:

No helper had she save the Strength within;

There was 1o witness of ferresirial eyes;

The Gods above and Nature sele below

Were the spectators of that mighty strife.

Around her were the austere sky-pointing hills,

And the green murmurous bread deep-thoughted woods
Muttered incessantly their muffled spell.

A dense magnificent coloured self-wrapped life
Draped in the leaves’ vivid emerald monotone

And set with chequersd sunbeams and blithe flowers
immured her destiny’s secluded scene.

There had ske grown to the stature of her spirit:
The genjus of titanic silences

Steeping her soul in its wide loneliness
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Had shown to her her self’s bare reality

And mated her with her environment.

[ts solitude greatened her human hours

With a background of the eternal and unique.

A foree of spare direct necessity

Reduced the heavy framework of man's days

And his overburdening rnass of outward necds

To a first thin strp of simple animal wants,

And the mighty wideness of the prinritive earth
And the brooding multitude of patient trees

And the musing sapphire leisure of the sky

And the solemn weight of the slowly passing months
Had left in her deep room for thought and Ged.
There was her drama’s radiant prologue lived.

A spot for the eternal’s tread on earth

Set in the cloistral yearning of the woods

And watched by the aspiration of the paaks
Appeared through an aureate opening in Time
Where stillness listening fclt the unspoken word
And the hours forgot to pass towards grief and change.
Here with the suddenness divine advents have,
Repeating the marvel of the first descent,

Changing to rapture the dull earthly round,

Love came to her miding the shadow, Death.

Well might he find in her his perfect shrine.

Since first the carth-being’s heavenward growth began,
Through all the long ordeal of the race,

Never a rarer creaturs bore his shaft,

That burning test of the godhead in our parts,

A lightning from the heights on our abyss.

All in her pointed to a nobler kind,

Near to earth’s wideness, intimate with heaven,
Exalted and swift her young large-visioned spirit
Voyaging through worlds of splendounr and of calm
Overflew the ways of Thought to unborn things.
Ardent was her self-poised unstumbling will;
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Her mind, a sca of white sincerity,

Passionate in flow, had not one turbid wave.

As 11 4 mystic and dynamic danee

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.
Irnmortal rhythms swayed in her time-bom sieps;
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 seif-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 4 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 bripht nature’s glorions ambiance,

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;
Eove in her was wider than the universe,

The whole warld 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
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Spiritual that can make all things divine.
For even her gulfs were secrecies of light.
At once she was the stillness and the word,
A continent of self~diffusing peace,

—_—

An ocean of untretmbling virgip fize:

It her he found a vastness like his OWTL,
His high warm subtle ether he refound
And maved in her as in his natural home.
Iﬁlliger he_met his own eternity.

Till then no mournful line had barred this ray.
On the frail breast of this precarious earth,
Since her orbed sight in its breath-fastened house,
Opening in sympathy with happier stars
Where life is not exposed to sorrowful change,
Remembered beauty death-claimed lids ignore
And wondered at this world of fragile forms
Carried on canvas-stips of shimmering Time,
The impunity of unbhorn Mights was hers.
Although she leaned to bear the human load,
[-Ier walk kept still the tlw_gf_ the gods.
wﬂgﬂd to stain that brilliant glass:
Unsmeared with the dust of our mortal atmosphere
It still reflected heaven’s spiritual joy.
Almost they saw who lived within her Hght
Her playmate in the sempiternal spheres
Drescended from its unattajnable realms
In her attracting advent’s [uminous wake,
The white-fire dragen bird of endless bliss
Drifting with burning wings above her days:
Heaven's tranguil shield guarded the missioned child.
A glowing orbit was her early term,
Years like gold raiment of the gods that pass;
Her youth sat throned in calm felicity,
But joy cannot endure untii the end:
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There 15 a darkness ip ferrestrial things

That will nof saffer long too glad a note.

On her too closed the mescapable Hand :

The armed Immortal bore the snare of Time,
One dealt with her who meets the burdened great.
Assigner of the crdeal and the path

Who chooses 1n this holocaust of the soul
Death, fall and sorrow as the spirit’s goads,
The dubious godhead with his torch of pain

Lit up the chasm of the unfinished world

And called her to fill with her vast zeff the abyss.
August and pitiless in his calm outlook,
Heightening the Eternal’s dreadful strategy,

He measnred the difficulty with the might

And dup more deep the gulf that ail must cross,
Assailing her divinest elements,

He made her heart kin to the striving human heart
And forced ber strength to its appointed road.
For this she had accepted mortal breath;

To wrestle with the Shadow she had come

And must confront the riddle of man’s birth
And life’s briet struggle in dumb Matter's night.
Whether to bear with Ignorance and Death

Or hew the ways of lmmortality,

To win or lose the godlike game for man,

Was her soul’s issue thrown with Destiny's dice.
But pot to submit and suffer was she born;

To 1-3_3_(1 to deliver was her glorious part.

Here was no fabric of terrestrial make

Fit for a day’s use by busy careless Powers,

An image fluttering on the screen of fate
Half-animated for a passing show,

Or a castaway on the ocean of Desire

Flung to the eddies in a ruthless sport

And tossed along the guifs of Circumstance,

A creature born to bend beneath the yoke,
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A chattel and a plaything of Time’s lords,

Or one more pawn who comes destined o be pushed
One slow move forward on a measureless board
In the chess-play of the earth-sonl with Doom, —
Such is the human figure drawn by Time.

A conscious frame was here, a seli-born Force.

Tn this enigma of the dusk of God,

This slow and strange uneasy compromise

Of limiting Nature with a lumitless Soul,

Where all must move between an ordered Chance
And an uncaring blind Necessity,

Too lagh the fire spiritual dare not blaze.

If once it met the intense original Flame,

An answering touch might shatter all measures made
And earth sink down with the weight of the Infinite.
A gaol is this immense material workd,

Across each read stands armed a stone-eved law,
Al every gate the huge dim sentinels pace,

A grey tribunal of the lgnorance,

An Inquisition of the priests of Night

[ judgment sit on the adventuarer soul,

And the dual tables and the Karmic norm
Restrain the Titar in us and the God:

Pain with its lash, joy with its silver bribe

Guard the Wheel's circling immobility,

A bond is put on the high climbing mind,

A seal on the too large wide-open heart;

Death stays the journeying discoverer, Life.

Thus 1s the throne of the Inconscient safe

While the tardy coilings of the acons pass

And the Animal browses in the sacred fence

And the gold Hawk can cross the skies no more.
But one stood up and lit the limitless flame.
Arraigned by the dark Power that hates all bliss
In the dire court where life must pay for joy,
Sentenced by the mechanic justicer
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To the afflicting penalty of man’s hopes,

Her head she bowed not to the siark decres
Baring her helpless heart to dastiny’s stroke.

So bows and must the mind-born will in man
Obedient to the statutes fixed of old,

Admitiing without appeal the nether gods,

In her the superhuman cast its seed.

Inapt to fold its mighty wings of dream

Her spirit refused to hug the common soil,

Or, finding all life’s golden meanings rr}bbed
Compound with earth, struck from the starry list,
Or quench with black despair the God-given light,
Accustomed to the eternal and the true,

Her being conscious of its divine founts

Asked not from mortat frailty pain’s relief,
Patched not with failure bargain or compromise.
A work she had to do, a word to speak;

Writing the unfinished story of her soul

In thoughts and actions graved in Nature's book,
She accepted not to close the luminous page,
Cancel her commerce with sternity,

Or set a signature of weak assent

To the brute balance of the world’s exchange.

A foree in her that toiled since carth was nade,
Accomplishing in life the great wotld-plan,
Pursuing after death immortal aims,

Repugned to admit frastration’s barren role,
Forfeit the meaning of her birth in Time,

(Obey the government of the casual fact

Or yield ker high destiny up to passing Chance,
In her own self she found her high recourse;

She matched with the fron law her sovereign right:
Her single will opposed the cosmig rule.

To stay the wheels of Doom this greatness rose.
At the Unseen's knock upon the hidden gates
Her strength made greater by the lightning’s touch
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Aweke from sinmber in her heart's recess.

It bare the stroke of That which kills and saves.
Across the awful march no eye can see,

Barring its dreadful route no will can change,
She faced the engines of the universe;

A heart stood 1n the way of the driving wheels:
Its giant workings paused in front of a mind,

Its stark conventions met the flame of a soul.

A magic leverage suddenly 1s caught

That moves the veiled Ineffable’s timeless will:

A prayet, a master act, a king idea

Can link man’s strength to a transcendent Forge,
Then rairacle is made the common rule,

Cne mlght}f deed can change ﬂig_cﬂuxse of things;

——

All now seems \Iﬂ,ture $ massed machmr:ry,

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 & machine amid machines;

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

An msentient 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 fecls his witnessing self and conscious power;
His soul steps back and sees the Light supreme.
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A Godhead stands behind the brute machine,
This truth broke in in a wiumph of fire;

A vietory was won for God in man,

The deity revealed its hidden face.

The great Worid-Mother now in her arase:

A living choice reversed fate's cold dead turn,
Affirmed the spirjt’s tread on Circumstance,
Pressed back the senseless dire revolving Wheel
And stopped the mute march of Necessity,

A flaming warrior from the eternal peaks
Empowered io force the door denied and closed
Smote from Death’s visage its dumb absolute
And burst the hounds of consciousness and Time.

Enn oF Canto Two



Cantse Three

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

A world’s desire compelled her mortal birth.

One in the front of the immemorial quest,
Protagonist of the mysterious play

In which the Unknown pursues himself through forms
And limits his eternity by the hours

And the blind Void struggles to live and see,

A thinker and toiler in the 1deal’s air,

Broughi down to earth’s dumb need her radiant power.
His was a spirit that stooped from larger spheres
Into our province of ephemeral sight,

A colonist from immortality.

A pointing beam on earth’s uncertain roads,

His birth held up a symbol and a sign;

His human self like a translucent cloak

Covered the All-Wise who leads the unseeing world.
Affiliated to cosmic Space and Time

And paying here God’s debt o earth and man

A preater sonship was his divine right.

Although consenting to mortal ignorance,

His knowledge shared the Light ineffable.

A strength of the original Permanence

Entangled i the moment and its flow,

He kept the vision of the Vasts behind:

A power was in him from the Unknowable,

An archivist of the symbols of the Beyond,

A treasuger of superhuman dreams,

He bore the stamp of mighty memories

And shed their grandiose ray on human life.

His days were a long growth to the Supreme.

A skyward being nowrishing its roots
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On sustenance {rom occult spiritual founts
Climbed through white rays to meet an unseen Sun.
His soul lived as eternity’s delegate,

I—I1s mincé was like a fire assailing heaven,

His will a hunter in the trails of lighs,

An ocean impulse lifted every breath:

Each action Jeft the footprints of a2 God,

Each mowment was a beat of puissant wings.
The little plot of our mortality

Touched by this tenant from the heights became
A playground of the living Infinite,

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 1s a flame of God abides,

A fiery portion of the Wondezful,

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 sclf 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
ﬁrrwas on “the i‘mntmra of eternity.

In the transient symbl:rl of humanity draped,

He feels his substance of undying self

And leses his kinship to mortality,

A beam of the Eternal sraites his heart,
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His thought stretches inte mnfinitude:

All in him turns to spirlt vastnesses.

His sou! breaks out to join the Oversoul,

His life is oceaned by that superlife.

He has drunk from the breasts of the Mother of the worlds;
A topless supernature fills his frame:

She adopts his spirit’s everlasting ground

As the security of her changing world

And shapes the figure of her unborn migitts,

Immortally she conceives herself in him,

In the creatuce the unveiled creatrix works:

Her face is seen through his face, her eyes through his eyes;
Her being is his through a vast identity.

Then is revealed in man the overt Divine.

A static Oneness and dynamic Power

Descend 1n him, the mtegral Godhead’s seals;

His soul and body take that splendid stamp,

A long dim preparation is man’s life,

Tl g T iy

Tracked out by Life on Matier’s obscure ground.
It 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 &t 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.

This now was witnessed in that son of Force,

I him that ugh transition laid 1ts base.

Qriginal and supernal Immanence

Of which all Nature's process is the art,

The cosmic Worker set his secret hand
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To turn this frail mud-engine to heaven-use.

A Presence wronght behind the ambignous screen:
{t beat his soil to bear a Titan's weight,

Refining half-hewn blocks of natural strength

It built his soul into a statued God.

The Crafisman of the magic stuff of sclf

Who labours at his high and difficult plan

In the wide workshop of the wonderful world,
Modelled in inward Time his rhythmic parts.
Then came the abropt transcendent miracle:

The masked immaculate Grandeur ¢could outiine,
At travail 1n the occult womb of life,

His dreamed magnificence of things to be.

A crown of the architecture of the worlds,

A mystery of married Earth and Heaven
Annexed divinily to the mortal scheme.

A Beer was born, a shining Guest of Time.

For him mind’s limiting firmarment ceased above,
In the griffin forefront of the Night and Day

A gap was rent in the all-concealing vault;

The conscioys ends of being went rolling back:
The landmarks of the little person fell,

The island ego joined its continent:

Overpassed was this world of rigid limiting forms:
Life’s barriers opened into the Unknown.
Abolished were conception’s covenants

And, striking off subjection’s rigorouns clause,
Annulled the soul’s treaty with Nature’s nescience,
All the grey inhibitions were torn off

And broken the intellect’s hard and lustrous Iid;
Truth unpartittoned found immense sky-room:
An empyrean vision saw and knew;

The bounded mind became a boundless light,
The finite self mated with Infinity,

His march now soared into an eagle’s fiight.

Out of apprenticeship to Ignorance
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Wisdom upraised him to her master craft

And made him: an arch-mason of the soud,

A builder of the Immorta]’s secret house,

An aspirant to supernal Timelessness:

Freedom and empire called to him from on high;
Above mind’s twilight and life’s star-led night
There gleamed the dawn of 2 spiritual day.

As s0 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 hnes of safety reason draws that bar
Mind’s soar, soul’s dive into the Infinite.
Even his first stops broke our smai] earth-bounds
And loitered in a vaster freer air.
In hands sustained by a transfigering Might
He caught up lightly like a giant’s bow
Leit slumbering in a sealed and secrat cave
The powers that sleep unused in man within.
He made of 1Ge of miracle a normal act
And tumed to a common part of divine works,
Ma@:ﬁcenﬂ}f natural at this height,

Efforts that would shatter the strength of mortal hearts,

Pursued in a royalty of mighty case

Aims too sublime for Nature’s dafly will:

The gifis of the spirit crowding came to him;
They were his life’s pattern and his privilege.

A pure perception lent its lucent joy:

Its intimate vision waited not to think;

It enveloped all Nature in a single glance,

[t locked into the very self of things;

Deceived no more by form he saw the soul.

{n beings it Knew what lurked to them unknown;
It seized the idea in mind, the wish in the heast;
It plucked out from grey folds of secrecy
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The motives which from their own sight men hide.
He feit the beating life in other men

Invade him with their happiness and thelr grief;
Their [ove, their anger, their unspoken hopes
Entered in currents or in pouring waves

Inito the immnbik acean of his calm
Rﬂ_..echaed in th& 1*ault ﬂf other m] ﬂds,

The world’s Lhﬂught streams travellzd into his ken;
His inner self grew near to others” selves

And bore 2 kinship's weight, a common tie,
Yet stood untouched, king of itself, alone.

A magical accord quickened and attuned

To ethereal symphoniss the old earthy strings;
It raised the servitors of mind and life

To be happy partners in the soul’s response,
Tissne and nerve were turned to sensitive chords,
Records of lustre and sestasy; it made

The body’s means the spint's acolvtes.

A heavenlier function with = finer mode

Lit with its grace man’s outward earthhiness;
The soul’s experience of its deeper sheaths

No more slept drugged by Matter’s dominance.
In the dead wall closing us from wider self,
Into a secrecy of apparent sleep,

The mystic tract bevond our waking thoughts,
A door parted, built in by Matier’s force,
Releasing things unseized by earthly sense:

A world unseen, unknown by outward mind
Appeared in the silent spaces of the soul.

He sat in seeret chambers looking out

Into the luminous conatries of the unborn

Where all things dreamed by the mind are seen and frue

And all that the life longs for is drawn close.
He saw the Perfect in their starry homes
Wearing the glory of a deathless form
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Lain in the arms of the Eternal’s peace,

Rapt in the heart-beats of God-ecstasy.

He lived in the mystic space where thought is born

And will is nursed by an ethereal Power

And fed on the white milk of the Eternal’s strengths

Till it grows into the likeness of a god.

In the Witness's occult rooms with mind-built walls

On hidden 1nteriors, lurking passapes

Opened the windows of the inner sight.

He owned the house of undivided Time.

Lifting the heavy curtain of the flesh

He stood upon a threshold serpent-watched,

And peered into gleaming endless corridors,

Silent and listening in the silent heart

For the coming of the ncw and the unknown.

He gazed across the empty stillnesses

And heard the footsteps of the undreamed Idea

In the far avenues of the Beyond.

He heard the secret Voice, the Word that knows,

And saw the secret face that is our own.

The inner planes uncovered their crystal doors;
&trange powers and influences touched his Dfe.

A viston came of ligher realms than ours,

A consciousness of brighter fields and skies,

Of beings less circumscribed than brief-lived men

And subtler bodies than these passing frames,

Objects too fine for our material grasp,

Acts vibrant with a superhuman Lght

And movements pushed by a superconscient force,

And joys that never flowed through mdrtal limbs,

And lovelier scenes than earth’s and happier lives.

A consciousness of beauty and of bliss,

A knowledge which became what it perceived,

Replaced the separated sense and heart

And drew all Nature into its embrace.

The mind leaned ot to meet the hidden worlds.
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Air glowed and teemed with marvellous shapes and hues,
In the nostrils quivered celestial fragrances,

On the tongue lingered the honey of paradise,

A channel of noiversal harmony,

Hearing was a stream of magic audience,

A bed for occult sounds earth cannot hear,

Qut of a covert tract of slumber self

The voice came of a truth submerged, unknown
That {tows beneath the cosmic surfaces,

Only mid an omniscient silence heard,

Held by intuitive heart and secret sense.

Tt caught the burden of secrecies sealed and dumb,
It voiced the unfulfilied demand of earth

And the song of promise of unrealised heavens
And all that hides in an omnipotent Steep,

In the unceasing drama carried by Time

On its long listening flood that bears the world’s
Insoluble doubt on & pilgrimage without goal,

A laughter of sleepless pleasure foamed and spumed
And murmurings of desire that cannot die:

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

The grandeur and greatness of its will to live,
Recall of the soul’s adventure into space,

A traveller through the magic centuries

And being's labour in Matter’s sniverse,

Its search for the mystic meaning of its birth

And joy of high spiritual response,

Its throb of satisfaction and content

In all the sweetness of the gifts of life,

tts large breath and pulse and thril! of hope and fear,
J1s taste of pangs and tears and ecstasy,

Its rapture’s poignant beat of sudden bliss,

The sob of its passion and ungnding pain.

The murmur and whisper of the unheard sounds
Which crowd around our hearts but find no window
To enter, swelled into a caniicle
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Of ali that suffers to be still unknown

And all that labours vainly to be born

And all the sweetness none will ever taste

And alt the beauty that will never be,

Inaudible to our deaf mortal ears

The wide world-rhythms wove their stupendous chant
To which life strives to fit ur rhyme-beats hers,
Melting our limits in the Himjtable,

Tuning the finite to infinity.

A low muftcring rose from the subconscient caves,
The stammer of the primal ignorance;

Answer to that inarticulate guestioning,

There stooped with lightning neek and thunder’s wings
A radiant hymn to the Inexpressible

And the anthem of the superconscient light.

All was revealed there none can here express;
Vision and dream were fabies spoken by truth

Or symbols more veridical than fact,

Or were truths enforced by supernatural seals.
Immeortal eves approached and looked in his,
And beings of many kingdoms neared and spoke:
The ever-living whom we name as dead

Could leave their glory beyond death and birth
To utter the wisdom which exceeds all phrase:
The kings of evil and the kings of good,
Appellants at the reason’s judgment seat,
Proclaimed the gospel of their oppaosites,

And all believed themselves spokesmen of God:
The gods of light and titans of the dark

Battled for his soul as for a costly prize.

In every hour loosed from the quiver of Time
There rose a song of new discovery,

A bow-twang’s hum of young experiment.

Each day was a spiritual romance,

As if he was born into a bright new world;
Adventure leaped an unexpected friend,
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And danger brought a keen sweet tang of joy:
Fach happening was a decp experience.

There were high encouniers, epic colioquics,
And counsels came couched in celestial speech,
And heneyed pleadings breathed from accult lips
To help the heart to vield to rapture’s call,

And swegt temptations stole from beauty’s realims
And sudden ecstasies from a world of bliss.

It was a reign of wonder and dealight;

All now s brnght clairandience could recetve,
A contact thrilled of mighty unknown things.
Awakened 10 new unearthly closenesses,

The touch replied to subtle infinities,

And with a silver ery of apening gates

Sight’s lightnings leaped into the invisible.

Ever his consciousnzss and vision grew,

They took an ampler sweep, a loftier flight;

He passed the border marked for Matter’s rile
And passed the zone where thought replaces life.
Out of this world of signs seddenly he came
Into a silent self where world was not

And looked beyond into a nameless vast,

These symbol figures lost their right to live,

All tokens dropped our sense can recogmise;
There the heart beat no more at body’s touch,
There the eyes gazed no more on beaufy’s shape.
In rare and lucent intervals of hush

Into a signless region he could soar

Packed with the deep contents of formlessness
Where world was into a single being rapt

And all was known by the light of identity

And spirit was its own self-evidence.

The Supreme’s gaze looked ont through human eyes

And saw afl things and creatures as itself
And knew all thought and word as its own voice,
There unity is too close for scarch and clasp
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And love is a yearning of the One for the One,
And beauty is a sweet difference of the Same
And oneness 1s the soul of muititude,

There ail the truths unite in a single truth,

And all ideas rejoin Reality.

There knowing herself by her own termless self,
Wisdom supernal, wordless, absolute

Sat uncompanioned in the eternal Caim,
All-secing, motionless, sovereign and alone.
There knowledge needs not words to embody Idea;
Idea seeking a house in boundlessness,

Weary of its homeless immortality,

Asks not in thought’s carved brilliant cell to rest
Whose single window’s clipped outlook on things
Sees only a little arc of God's vast sky.

The boundless with the boundless there consorts;
While there, one can be wider than the world:
Whilke there, one is one’s own infinity.

His centre was no more in earthly mind,

A power of seeing silence filled his limbs:

Caught by a voiceless white epiphany

Into a vision that surpasses forms,

Into a living that sucpasses life,

He neared the sfill consciousness sustaining all.
The voice that only by speech can move the mind
Became a silent knowledge in the soul:

The strength that only in action feels its truth
Was lodged now in a mute omnipotent peace.

A leisure in the labour of the worlds,

A pause in the joy and anguish of the search
Restored the stress of Nature to God’s calm.

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,
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The grooves that turn their dumb ellipse in space
Ploughed by the seeking of the world's desirs,
The jong regurgitaiions in Time’s floed,

The torment edging the dire force of lust

That wakes kiretic in earth’s duliard slime

And carves a personality out of mud,

The sorrow by which Nature’s henper is fed,
The oestrus which creates with fire of pain,

The fate that penishes 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,
Absorbed no more in the moment-tidden flux
Where mind incessantiy drifis as on a raft
Hurried from phenomenon to phenomenon,

He abode at rest i indivisible Time.

As if a story long written but acted now,

In his present he held his future and his past,
Felt in the seconds the uncounted years

And saw the hours like dots upon a page,

An aspect of the unknown Reality

Altered the meaning of the cosmic scene.

This huge material universe became

A smali resuli of a stupendous force:

Overtaking the moment the eternat Ray
Ilumined that which never vet was made.
Thought Tay down i a mighty voicelessness;

The toiling thinker widened and grew still,
Wisdom transcendent touched his quivering heart:
His soul could sail beyord thought’s luminous bar;
Mind screened no more the shoreless infinite,
Across a void retreating sky he glimpsed
Through a last glimmer and drift of vanishing stars
The superconscient realms of motionless peace
Where judgment ceases and the word is mute
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And the Unconceived lies pathless and alone,
Thers came not form or any mounting voice;
There only were Silence and the Absolute,
Out of that stiliness mind new-born arose
And woke to truths once inexpressible,

And forms appeared, dumbly significant,

A seeing thought, a scif-revealing voice.

He knew the source from which kis spirit came:
Movement was married to the immobile Vast,
He plunged his roots into the Infinite,

He based his life upon Eternity.

Cnly a while at first these heavenlier states,
These large wide-poised upliftings could endure,
The igh and luminous tensicn 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 goiden day.

The restless nether members tire of peace;

A nostalgia of old little works and jovs,

A need to call back small familiar selves,

To tread the accnstomed and inferior way,
The need to rest in a natural poise of fall,

As a child whe 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.
For into the ignorant nature’s pusty field,
Into the half-ordered chaos of mortal life
The formiess Power, the Self of eternal light
Follow in the shadow of the spirit’s descent;
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The twin duality for ever one

Chooses its home mid the tumults of the sense.
He comes unseen into our darker paris

And, curtained by the darkness, does his work,
A subtle and all-knowing guest and gaide,

Till they too feel the need and will to change.
All here must learn to obey a higher law,

Our body’s cells must hold the Immortal’s flame,

Else would the spirit reach alone its soures
Leaving a half-saved world to iis dubious fate,
Nature would ever labour unredeemed;

Our earth would ever spin unhelped in space,
And this immense creation’s purpose fail

Till at last the frustrate universe sank undone.
Even his godlike strength to rise must fail:

His greater consciousness withdrew behind:
Dim and eclipsed, his human cutside strove
To feel again the old sublimities,

Bring the high saving touch, the ethereal flame,
Call back to its dire need the divine Foree.
Always the power poured back like sudden rain,
Or siowly in his breast a presence grew;

It clambered back to some remembered height
Or soared above the peak from which it fell.
Fach time he rose there was a larger poise,

A dwelling on a higher spitit plane;

The Light remained in him a longer space.

In this oscillation between earth and heaven,
In this ineffable communion’s climb

There grew in him as grows a waxing maon
The glory of the integer of his soul.

A union of the Real with the unique,

A gaze of the Alone from every face,

The Presence of the Eternal in the hours
Widening the mortal mind’s half-look on things,
Bridging the gap between man’s force and Fate



Savitri - Fook One - Canie Three 36

Made whaole the fragment-being we are here,
At last was won a firm spiritusl poise,

A constant lodging in the Eternal’s realm,

A safety in the Silence and the Ray,

A settlement in the Tmmutable.

His heights of beiug lived in the still Seif;

His mind could rest on a supernal ground
And look down on the magic and the play
Where the God-ciuld lies on the lap of Wight and Dawn
And the Fverlasting puis on Time’s disguise.
To the still heights and to the {roubled depths
His equal spirit gave 15 vast assent:

A poised serenity of tranguil strength,

A wide unshaken look on Time’s unrest
Faced all experience with unaltered peace.
Indifferent to the sorrow and delight,
Untempted by the marvel and the call,
Immobile it beheld the flux of things,

Calm and apart supported all that is;

His spirit’s stillness helped the toiling world.
Inspired by silence and the closed eyes” sight
His force could work with 4 new luminous art
Cn the crude material from which all is made
And the refusal of Inertia’s mass

And the grey front of the world’s Ignorance
And nescient Matter and the huge error of life.
As a scuiptor chisels a deity out of stone

He slowly chipped off the dark envelope,

Line of defence of Natwre's ignorance,

The illusion and mystery of the Inconscient

In whose black pall the Eternal wraps his hread
"That he may act unknown in cosmic Time.

A splendour of self-creation from the peaks,
A transfiguration in the mystic depths,

A happier cosmic working could begin

And fashion the world-shape in him anew,
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God found in Nature, Nature fulfilled in God.
Already in him was seen that task of Power:
Life made its home on the high tops of s self

—n—r.-ln'\_ -

Only hfﬁf_- lower i reaches ramamf:'d dim.

But there too, in the uncertain shadow of life,
Ther= was a labour and a fery breath;

The ambiguous cowled celestial pirissance worked
Watched by the inner Witness's moveless peace.
Even on the strugghing Nature left below

Strong periods of Hlumination came:

Lightnings of glory after glory burned,
Experience was a tale of blaze and fire,

Air rippled round the argosies of the Gods,
Strange 1iches sailed to him from the Unseen;
Splendours of msight filled the blank of thought,
Knowledge spoke to the inconscient stillnesses,
Rivers poured down of bliss and tummnons force,
Visits of beaunty, storm-sweeps of delight

Rained from the ali-powerfol Mystery above,
Thence stooped the eagles of Omniscience.

A dense veil was rent, 2 mighty whisper heard ;
Repeated in the privacy of his soul,

A wisdom-cry from rapt transcendences

Sang on the mountains of an unseen world;

The voices that an inner listening hears
Conveyed to him their prophet uiterances,

And flame-wrapt outbursts of the fmmortal Word
And flashes of an occult revealing Light
Approached him from the unreachable secrecy.
An inspired Knowledge sat enthroned within
Whaose seconds illumined more than reason’s years:
An ictus of revealing lustre fell

As if a pointing accent upon Truth,

And like a sky-flare showing all the ground

A swift intuitive discernment shone.
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Cne glance could separate the irue and false,

Or raise its rapid torch-fire in the dark

To check the claimants crowding through mind's gates
Covered by the forped signaturas of the gods,

Detect the magic bride in her disguise

Or scan the apparent face of thought and life,

Oft inspiration with her lightning feet,
A sudden messenger from the all-seeing tops,
Traversed the soundless corndors of his mind
Bringing her rhythmic sense of hidden things.
A music spoke transcending mortal speech.
As if from a golden phial of the All-Bliss,
A joy of light, a joy of sudden sight,
A rapture of the thrilled undying Word
Poured into his heart as inte an empty cup,
A repetition of God’s first delight
Creating in a young and virgin Time.
In a brief moment canght, a littie space,
All-Knowledge packed into great wordless thoughts
Lodged in the expectant stillness of his depths
A crysial of the ullimate Absclute,
A portion of the inexpressible Truth
Revealed by silence to the silent soul,
The intense creatrix in his stillness wrought;
Her power fzllen speechless grew more intimate;
She lecked upon the seen and the unforeseen,
Unguessed domains she made har native field.
All-vision gathered into a single ray,
As when the eyes stare at an invisible point
Till through the intensity of one luminous spot
An apocalypse of a world of images
Enters into the %ingdom of the seer,
A great nude arm of spicadour suddenly rose;
It rent the gauze opague of Nescience:
Her lifted finger’s keen unthinkable tip




Savitri - Book One - Canto Three 39

Bared with a stab of flame the closed Beyond.
An eye awake in voiceless heights of tfrance,

A mind plucking at the unimaginable,
Overleaping with a sole and perilous bound

The high black wall hiding superconscience,

She broke in with inspired speech for scythe
And plundered the Unknowable™s vast estate.

A gleaner of infinitesimal grains of Truth,

A sheaf-binder of infinite experience,

She pierced the gnarded mysteries of World-Forca
And her magic methods wrapt in a thousand veils;
Or she gathered the Jost secrets dropped by Time
In the dust and crannies of kis mounting route
Mid old forsaken dreams of hastening Mind
And buried remmants of forgotten space.

A traveller between summit and abyss

She joined the distant ends, the viewless deeps,
Or streaked along the roads of Heaven and Hell
Pursuing all knowledge ke a questing hound.

A reporter and scribe of hidden wisdom talk,
Her shining minntes of celestial speech,

Passed through the masked office of the oceult mind,
Transmitting gave to prophet and to seer

The inspired body of the mystic Truth.

A recorder of the inquiry of the gods,
Spokesman of the silent seeings of the Supreme,
She brought immertal words to mortal men.
Ahove the reason’s brilliant slender curve,
Released like radiant air dimming a moon,
Broad spaces of a vision without line

Or jimit swam into his spirit’s ken,

Oceans of being met his voyaging soul

Calling to infinite discovery,

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

Along a naked curve in bourneless Self

The points that run through the closed beart of things
Shadowed the indeterminable line

That carries the Everlasting through the vears.
The magician order of the cosmic Mind

Coercing the freedom of infinity

With the stark array of Nature's symbol facts
And life’s incessant signals of event,

Transmuted chance recurrences info laws,

A chaos of sigos into a universe,

Out of the rich wonders and the intricate whorls
OF the spirit’s dance with Matter as its mask

The balance of the world’s design grew clear,

[ts syrametry of self-arrangsd effects

Managed in the deep perspectives of the soul,
And the realism of its illusive art,

lts logic of infinite intelligence,

[ts magic of a changing eternity.

A glimpse was caught of things forever unknown;
The letters stood out of the unmoving Word.

In the immutable nameless Origin

Was seen emerging as from fathomless seas

The trail of the Ideas that made the world,

And, sown in the black earth of Nature's trance,
The seed of the Spirit’s blind and huge desire
From which the tree of cosmos was conceived
And spread its magic arms through a dream of space.
Immense realitics took on a shape:

There looked out from the shadow of the Unknown
The bodiless Namelessness that saw Ged born
And tries to gain from the mortal’s mind and soul
A deathless body and a divine name.

The immobile lips, the great surreal wings,
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The visage masked by superconscient Steep,

The eyes with their closed lids that sce all things,
Appeared of the Architect who builds in trance.
The original Desire born in the Void

Peered out; be saw the hope that never sleeps,
The feet that run behind a fleeting fate,

The incffable meaning of the endless dream,

As if a torch held by a power of God,

The radiant world of the everlasting Truth
Glimmered like a faint star bordering the night
Above the golden Overmind’s shimmering ridge.
Even were caught as through a cunning veil

The smike of love that sanctions the long game,
The calm indwlgence and maternal breasis

Of Wisdom suckling the child-laughtar of Chance,
Silence the nurse of the Almighty's power,

The omniscient hush, womb of the immortal Word,
And of the Timeless the still brooding face,

And the creative eye of Eternity.

The inspiring goddess entered a mortal’s breast,
Made there her study of divining thonght

And sanctuary of prophetic speech

And sat upon the tripod seat of mind:

All was made wide above, ail lit below.

In darkness’ core she dug out wells of [ight,

On the undiscovered depths imposed a form,
Lent a vibrant cry to the unuttered vasts,

And through great shoreless, voiceless, starless breadths
Bore earthward fragments of revealing thought
Hewn from the silence of the Ineffable.

A voice in the heart nttered the unspoken Name,
A dream of seeking thought wandering through space
Entered the invisible and forbidden honse:

The treasure was found of a superpal Day.

In the deep subconscient glowed her jewel-lamp;
Lifted, it showed the riches of the Cave
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Where, by the miser traffickers of sense

Unused, guarded beneath Night's dragon paws,
In folds of velvet darkness draped they sleep
Whose priceless value could have saved the world,
A darkness carrying morning in ifs breast

Looked for the eternal wide returning gleain,
Waiting the advent of 2 Jarger ray

And rescue of the lost herds of the Sun,

In a splendid extravagance of the waste of God
Dropped carelessly in creation’s spendthrift work,
Left in the chantiers of the bottomless world

And stolen by the robbers of the Deep,

The golden shekels of the Eternal iie,

Hoarded from touch and view and thought’s desire,
Locked in blind antres of the ignorant flood

Lest men should find them and be even as Gods.
A vision lightened on the viewless heights,

A wisdom illumined from the voiceless depths:

A deeper interpretation greatened Truth,

A grand reversal of the Night and Day;

All the world’s values changed heightening Life’s aim;
A wiser word, a larger thought came in

Than what the slow labour of human mind can bring,
A secret sense awoke that could perceive

A Presence and a Greatness everywhere.

The universe was not now this senseless whirl
Borne round inert on an immense machine;

It cast away its grandiose lifeless front,

A mechanism no more or work of Chance,

But a living movement of the body of God.

A spirit hid in forces and in forms

Was the spectator of the mobile scene:

The beauty and the ceaseless miracle

Let in a glow of the Unmanifest:

The formless Everlasting moved in it

Seeking its own perfect form in souls and things.
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Life kept no more a dull and meaningless shape.
In the struggle and upheaval of the world

He saw the labour of a godhead’s birth:

A secret knowledge masked as Ignorance;

Fate covered with unseen necessity

The game of chance of an omnipotent Will,

A glory and a rapture and a charm,

The All-Blissful sat unknown within the heart;

Earth's pains were the ransom of its prisoned delight.

A glad communion tinged the passing hours;
The days were {ravellers on a destined road,

The nights companions of his musing spirit.

A heavenly impefus quickened all his hreast;
The trudge of time changed to a splendid march;
The divine Dwarf towered to unconguered worlds,
Barth grew too narrow for his victory.

Once only registering the heavy tread

Of a blind Power on human Httleness,

Life now became a sure approach to Ged,
Existence a divine experiment

Ang cosmos the soul’s opportugity.

The world was a conception and & birth

Of Spirit in Matter into living forms,

And Nature bore the Immortal in her womb,
That she might climb through him to eternal life,
His being lay down in bright immobile peace
And bathed in wells of pure spiritual flight;

Tt wandered in wide fields of wisdom-self

Lit by the rays of an everlasting sun.

Even his body’s subtle self within

Could raise the earthly parts towards higher things
And feel on it the breath of heavenlier air.
Already it journeyed towards divinity:
Upbuoved upon winged winds of rapid joy,
Upheld to a Light it could not always hold,

It Ieft mind’s distance from the Truth supreme

43



Savitri - Book One - Canto Three 44

And lost Life's incapacity for bliss.
All now suppressed in ns began to emerge,

Thus came his soul’s release from Ignorance,
His mind and body’s first spirifual change.
A wide God-knowledge poured down from above,
A new world-knowledge broadened from within:
His daily thoughts looked wp to the Troe and One,
His commonest doings welled from an mner L1ght
Awakened to the lines that Nature hides, —
Attaned to her maovements that exceed our ken,
He grew one with a covert universe.
His grasp surprised her mightiest energies’” springs;
He spoke with the unknown Guardians of the worlds,
Forms he descried our mortal eves see not,
His wide eyes bodied viewless entities,
He saw the cosmic forces at their work
And felt the occult impulse behind man’s will.
Time's secrets wete to him an oft-read book;
The records of the future and the past
Outlined their excerpts on the etheric page.
One and harmonicus by the Maker's skill,
The human in him paced with the divine.
His acts betrayed not the interior flame.
This forged the greatness of his front to earth.
A penius heightened in his body’s cells
That knew the meaning of his fate-hedged works
Akin to the march of unaccomplished Powers
Beyond life’s are in spirit’s immensities.
Apart he lived in his mind’s solitude,
A demigod shaping the lives of men:
One soul’s ambition lifted up the race;
A Power worked, but none knew whence it came.
The universal strengths were linked with his;
Fillmg earth’s smallness with their boundless breadths
He drew the energies that transmute an age.
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Immeasurable by the common ook,

He made great dreams a mould for coming things
And cast his deeds like bronze to front the years,

His walk through Time outstripped the human stride.
Lonely his days and splendid like the sun's.

END OF {CANTO THREE



Canto

The Secret Knowledge

(On a height he stood that looked towards greater heights.
Our early approaches to the Infinjite
Are spnrise splendours on a marvellous verge

While lingers yet unseen the glorious sun.

What now we see is a shadow of what must come.
The earth’s uplook to a remote unknown

Is a preface only of the epic ¢limb

Cf human soul from its flat earthly state

To the discovery of a greater self

And the far gleam of an eternal Light.

This world 15 & beginning and a base

Where Life and Mind erect thejr structured dreams:
An unborn Power must build reality,

A deathbound littleness is not all we are:

Immnrtal our forgotten vastnesses

Await discovery in our suminif selves;

Unmeasured breadths and depths of being are ours.
Akin to the ineffable secrecy,

Mystic, efernal in unrcealised Time,

Neighbours of Heaven are Nature's altitudes.

To these high-pcaked dominions sealed to our search
Too far from surface Nature’s postal rountes,

Too lofty for our mortal lives to breathe,

Deep in us a forgotten kinship points

And a faint voice of ecstasy and prayer

Calls to those lucent Iost immensities,

Even when we fail to look into our souls

Or lie embedded in earthly consciousness,

still have we parts that grow towards the Light,
Yet are there luminous tracts and heavens serene
And Eldoradoes of splendour and ecstasy




Savitri - Book One - Canto Fowr

And temples to the Godhead none can gee,

A shapeless memory lingers in us still

And sometimes, when our sight is turned within,
Earih’s ignorant veil is lifted from our eyes;
There is a short miraculous escape.

This narrow fringe of clamped expericnce

We feave behind meted to us as Hfe,

Chie Iittle walks, our insufficient reach.

Our sauls can visit in great ionely hours

&till regions of imperishable Light,

All-seeing eagle-peaks of silent Power

And moon-flame oceans of swift fathomless Bliss
And calr immensities of spirit Space.

In the unfolding process of the Self

Sometimes the inexpressible Mystery

Elects a human vesset of descent.

A breath comes down from a supernal air,

A presence is borne, a guiding Light awakes,

A stillness fails upon the instroments

Fixed sometimes like 2 marble monument,
Stone-calm, the body is & pedestal

supporting a figure of ¢ternal Peace.

Or a revealing Force sweeps blazing i;

Qut of some vast superior continent
Knowledge breaks through trailing its radiant seas,
And Nature trembles with the power, the flame.
A greater Persopalify sometimes

Possesses us which yet we know 1s ours:

Or we adore ter of our souls.

Then the small bodily ego thins and falis;

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 lanfPs are lit

And the life’s cherished guests are left outside,
Qur spirit sits alone and speaks to its gulfs.
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A wider consciousness opens then ifs doors;
Invading from spiritual silences

A ray of the timeless Glory stoops awhile

To commune with our seized llumined clay
And leaves its huge white stamp upon our lives,
In the oblivious field of mortal mind,

Revealed to the closed prophet eves of trance
Or in some deep internal solitude

Witnessed by a strange immaterial sense,

The signals of eternity appear.

The truth mind could not know unveils its face,
We hear what mortal ears have never heard,
We feel what earthly sense has never felt,

We love what common hearts repel and dread,
Our minds hush to a bright Omniscient

A Yoice calls from the chambers of the soul;
We meet the ecstasy of the Godhead’s touch
In golden privacies of immortal fire.

These signs are native to a larger self

That lives within ug by ourseives unseen;

Only sometimes a holier influence comes,

A tide of mightier surgings bears our lives

And a diviner Presence moves the soul.

Or through the earthly coverings sumethmg breaks,
A grace and beauty of spiritual light,

The murmuring tongue of a celestial fire,
Ourself and a high stranger whom we feel,

It i and acts unseen as if it were not;

It foliows the line of sempiternal birth,

Yet seems to perish with its mortal frame.
Assored of the Apocalypse to be,

It reckons not the moments and the honurs:
Great, patient, calm it sees the centuries pass,
Awaiting the slow miracle of our change

In the sure deliberate process of world-force
And the long march of all-revealing Time,
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It 15 the origin and the master-clue,

A Silence overhead, an inner Voice,

A living image seated in the heart,

An unwalled wideness and 3 fathomless point,
The truth of all these cryptic shows in space,
The Real towards which our strivings move,
The secret prandiose meaning of our lives.

A treasure of honey In the combs of God,

A Splendour burning n 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 onborn divinity.

It guards for us our fate in depths within

Where sleeps the eternal seed of transient things,
Always we beatr 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 lus hidden eyes;

He sees the secret things no words can speak
And knows the goal of the unconseious world
And the heart of the mystery of the journeying years.

But all is screened, subliminal, mystical;
It needs the intuitive heart, the inward turn,
It needs the power of a spiritnal gaze,
Else to our waking mind's small moment look
A goalless vovage seems our dubious course
Some Chance has settled or hazarded some Will,
Or a Necessity without aim or cause
Unwillingly compelled to emerge and be.
In this dense field where nothing is plain or sure,
Our very being seems to us guestionable,
Our life a vague experirnent, the soul
A flickering light in a strange ignorant world,
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The earth a brute mechanic accident,

A net of death in which by chanece we live,

All we have learned appears a doubtful guess,
The achievernent done a passage or a phase
Whose further end is hkidden from our sight,

A chance happening or a fortultous fate,

Out of the unknown we move to the unknows.
Ever surround our brief exisience here

Grey shadows of unanswered questionings;
The dark Tnconscient’s signless mysteries

Stand up unsolved behind Faie’s starling line;
An aspirabion in the Night's profound,

Seed of a perishing body and haif-ht mind,
Uplifts its lonely tongue of conscious fire
Towards an wndying Light for ever lost.

Only 1t hears, sole echo of its call,

The dim reply in man’s unknewing heart

And meets, not understanding why it came

Or for what reason is the suffering here,

God’s sanction to the paradox of life

And the riddie of the Immertal’s birth in Time.
Along a path of acons serpenting

In the coiled blackness of her nescient course
The Earth-Goddess toils across the sands of Time.
A Being is in her whom she hopes to know,

A Word speaks to her heart she cannot hear,
A Fate compels whose form she cannot see,

In her unconscious orbit through the Void

Ont of her mindless depths she strives to rise,
A perilous life her gain, a struggling joy;

A Thought that can conceive but hardly knows
Arises slowly in her and creates

The idea, the spesch that labels more than it lights;
A trembling gladness that is less than bliss
Invades from all this beauty that must die.
Alarmed by the sorrow dragging at her feet
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And conscions of the high things not yet won,
Ever she nurses mm her sieepless breast

An inward urge that takes from ber rest and peace.
Tanorant and weary and mvincible

She seeks through the soul's war and quivering pain
The pure perfection her marred nature needs,

A breath of Godhead on her stone and mire,

A faith she craves that can survive defeat,

The sureness of a love that knows not death,

The radiance of a truth for ever sure.

A light grows in her, she assumes a voice,

Her siate she learns to read and the act she has done,
But the one needed iruth eludes her grasp,

Herself and ali of which she is the sign.

Aq inarticulate whisper drives her steps

Of which she feels the force but not the sense;

A few rare intimations come as guides,

Immense divining fashes cleave her brain,

And sometimes in her hours of dream and muse
The truth that she has missed looks cut on her

Ag if far off and vet within her soul.

A change comes near that flees from her sormise
And, ever postponed, compels attempt and hope,
Yet seems too great for mortal hope to dare.

A vision meets her of supernal Powers

That draw her as if mighty kinsmen lost
Approaching with estranged great luminous gaze.
Then is she moved to all that she is not

And stretches arms fo what was never hers.
Qutstretching arms to the unconscious Yoid,
Pagsionate she prays to invisible forms of Gods
Soliciting from dumb Fate and toihing Time

What most she needs, what most exceeds her scope,
A Mind unvisited by illusion’s gleams,

A Will expressive of soul’s deity,

A Strength not forced to stumeble by its speed,
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A Joy that drags not sorrow as its shade.

For these she yearns and feels them destined hers:
Heaven's privilege she claims as her own right.
Just is her claim the all-witnessing Gods approve,
Clear in a greater light than reason owns:

Omir intuitions are its title-deeds:

Our souls accept what our blind thoughts refuse.
Earth’s winged chimeras are Truth’s steeds in Heaven,
The impossible God's sign of things to be.

But few can look beyvond the present state

Or overleap this matted hedge of sense.

All that transpires on earth and ail beyond

Are parts of an illimitable plan

The One keeps in his heart and knows alone.
Our outward happenings have their seed within,
And even this random Fate that imitates Chance,
This mass of unintelligible results,

Are the dumb graph of truths that work unseen:
The iaws of the Unknown create the known.

The events that shape the appearance of our lives
Are a cipher of subliminal quiverings

Which rarely we surprise or vaguely feel,

Are an outcome of suppressed realities

That hardly rise into material day:

They are born from the spirit’s sun of hidden powers
Digging a tunnel through emergency.

But who shall pierce into the cryptic gulf

And learn what deep necessity of the soul
Determined casual deed and consequence ?
Absorbed in a routine of daily acts,

Our eyes are fixed on an external scene;

We hear the crash of the wheels of Circumstance
And wonder at the hidden cause of things.

Yet a foresceing Knowledge might be ours,

If we conld take our spirit’s stand within,

If we could hear the muffled daemon voice,
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Too seldem is the shadow of what must come
Cast in an instant on the secrei sense

Which. feels the shock of the invisible,

And seldom in the few who answer give

The mighty process of the cosmic Wilj
Communicates its image to our sight,
Identifving the world's mind with ours.

Our range 1s fixed within the crowded arc

Of what we observe and touch and thought can guess
And rarely dawns the Hght of the Unknown
Waking in us the prophet and the sser.

The ocutward 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, shll 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, hot a face.

Armed with a limited precarious strength,

He saves his frnits 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 mastadon 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.
Only the Immortals on their deathless heights
Dwelling beyond the walls of Time and Space,
'Masters of living, free from the bonds of Thought,
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Who are overseers of Fate and Chanee and Will
And experts of the theorem of world-need,

Can see the Idea, the Might that change Time’s conrse,
Come maned with light from undiscovered worlds,
Hear, while the world toils on with its deep blind heart,
The galloping hooves of the unforeseen gvent,
Bearing the superhuman rider, near

And, impassive to earth’s din and startled cry,
Return to the silence of the hills of God;

As lightning leaps, as thunder sweeps, they pass
And leave their mark on the trampled breast of Life,
Above the world the world-creators stand,

In the phenomenon see its mystic souree,

These heed not the deceiving outward pizay,

They turn not to the moment’s busy tramp,

But listen with the still pat:ence of the Unborn

For the slow {ootsteps of far Destiny

Approaching through huge distances of Time,
Unmarked by the eye that sees effect and cause,
Unheard mid the clamour of the human plane,
Attentive to an unseen Truth they seize

A sound as of invisible augur wings,

Yoices of an unplumbed significance,

Mutterings that breod in the core of Matter’s sleep.
In the heart’s profound audition they can catch

The murmurs lost by life’s uncaring ear,

A prophet-speech in thought’s omniscient trance.
Above the illusion of the hopes that pass,

Behind the appearance and the overt act,

Behind the clock-work chance and vague surmise,
Amid the wrestle of force, the trampling feet,

Across the tnumph, fighting and despair,

‘They watch the Bliss for which earth's heart has cried,
On the long road which cannot see its end

Winding undetected through the sceptic days

And to meet it guide the unheedful moving world.
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Thus will the masked Transcendent mount his throne.

When darkness deepens strangling the earth’s breast
Aad 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 congquer the resisting world,

The truth-light capture Nature by surprise,

A stealth of God compel the heart to bliss

Axnd earth grow unexpectedly divine,

In Matter shali be kit the spirit’s glow,

In body and bBedy kindled the sacred birth;
Night shall awake to the anthem of the stars,
The days become a happy pilgrim march,

Our will g foree of the Eternal’s power,

And thought the rays of a spiritual sun,

A few shiall se2 what none yet understands;

God shall grow ap whils 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.

A consciousness that knows not its own truth,
A vagrant huater of misleading dawns,
Between the being’s dark and huminous ends
Moves here in a half-light that seems the whole:
An interregnum in Reality
Cuts off the integrai Thought, the total Power;
It circles or stands in a vague interspace,
Doubtful of its beginning and its close,
Or runs upon a road that has no ¢nd;
Far from the original Dusk, the final Flame
In some huge void Inconscience it lives,
Like a thought persisting in a wide emptiness.
As if an unintelligible phrase
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Suggested a million renderings to the Mind,
[t fends a purport to the random world.

A conjecture leaning upon doubiful proofs,

A message misunderstood, a thought confused
Missing its arm is zll that it can speak

Or a fragment of the universal word.

If leaves two glant letters void of sense

While without sanction turns the middle sign
Carrying an enigmatic universe,

As if & present without future or past
Repeating the same revolution’s whirl

Turned on its axis in its own Inane.

Thus i$ the meaning of creation veiled;

For without context reads the cosmic page:
Its signs stare at us Iike an ynknown script,
As if appeared screened by a foreign tongue
Or code of splendour signs without a key

A portion of a parable sublime.

[t wears to the perishable creature’s eyes

The grandeur of a useless miracle;

Wasting itself that it may last awhile,

A river that can never find its sea,

it runs through life and death on an edge of Time;
A fire in the Night 15 its mighty action’s blaze.
This is our deepest need to join once more
What now is parted, opposite and iwain,
Remote in sovereign spheres that never meet
Or fronting like far poles of Night and Day.
We must fill the immense lacuna we have made,
Re-wed the closed finite’s lonely consonant
With the open vowels of Infinity,

A hyphen must connect Matter and Mind,
The narrow isthmus of the ascending soul:
We must renew the secret bond in things,

Qur hearts recall the lost divine Idea,
Reconstitute the perfect word, unite
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The Alpha and the Omega in one sound;

Then shall the Spirit and Nature be at one.

Two are the ends of the mysterious plan,

In the wide signiess ether of the Self,

In the unchanging Silence white and nude,
Aloof, resplendent like gold dazzling suns

Vetled by the Ray no mortal eye can bear,

The Spirit's free and absolute potencies

Bumn in the solitude of the thoughts of God.

A rapture and a radiance and a huash

Delivered from the approach of wounded hearts,
Denied to the Idea that looks at grief,

Remote from the Force that cries cut in its pain,
In his inalienable bliss they live.

Immaculate in self-knowledge and self~power,
Calm they repose on the eternal Will.

Only his law they count and him ohey;

They have no goal to reach, no aim to serve.
Implacable in their timeless purity,

All barter ot bribe of worship they refuse;
L'nmoved by cry of revolt and ignorant prayer
They reckon not our virtue and our sin,

They bend not to the voices that implore,

They hold no traffic with error and its reiga:
They are guardians of the silence of the Truth,
They are keepers of the immutable decree,

A deep surrender is their source of might,

A still identity their way to know,

Motionless is their action like a sleep.

At peace, regarding the trouble bengzath the stars,

Deathless, watching the works of Death and Chance,

Immobile, seeing the millenniums pass,
Untouched while the long map of Fate unrolls,
They lock on our struggle with impariial eyes,
And yet without them cosmos could not be,
Impervious to desire and doom and hope,
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Their station of inviolable might

Moveless upholds the world’s enormous task,

Its ignorance is by their knowledge lit,

Its yearning lasts by their indifference.

As the height draws the low cver to climb,

As the breadths draw the small 1o adventurs vast,
Their aloofness drives man te surpass himself,
QOur passion heaves to wed the eternal calm,

Our dwarf-search mind to meet the Qmniscient’s force.
Acquiescing in the wisdom that made hell

And the harsh utility of death and tears,
Acquiescing in the gradual steps of Time,
Careless they seem of the gricf that stings the world’s heart,
Careless of the pain that rends its body and life,
Above joy and sorrow is that grandewr’s walk:
They bave no poriion in the good that dies,
Mute, pure, they share oot in the evil done;

Flse might their strength be marred and could not save.
Alive to the truth that dwells in God’s exiremes,
Awake to a motion of allseeing Force,

The slow venture of the long ambiguous years
And the unexpected good from woeful deeds,

The immortal sees not as we vainly sez,

He looks on kidden aspects and screened powers,
He knows the law and natural Iine of things.
Undriven by a brief life’s will to act,

Unharassad by the spur of pity and fear,

He makes no haste to untie the cosmic knot

Or the world’s torn jarring heart to reconcile.

In Time he waits for the Fternal’s hour.

Yet a spiritual secret aid is there;

While a tardy Evolution’s coils wind on

And Nature hews her way through adamant

A divine intervention thrones above.

Alive in a dead rotating universe

We whirl not here upon a casual globe
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Abandoned to a task bevond our foree;

Even through the tangled anarchy called Fate

And through the bitterness of death and fali

An outstretched Hand is felt upon our lives.

It is near us in unnumbered bodies and births;

In its unshaken grasp it keeps for us safe

The one inevitable supreme resolt

No will can fake away and no doom changs,

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 baitle and toil,
He works through oyr sins and sorrows and our tears,
His knowledge oversules our nescience;

Whatgver the appearance we must bear,

Whatever our strong ills and present fate,

When nothing we can see but diift 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 mborn right.

A date 15 fixed 1n 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.

These calm and distant Mighis shall act at last.
Immovably ready for their destined fask,

The ever-wise compassionate Brilliances

Await the sound of the Incarnate’s voice

To leap and bridge the chasms of Ignorance

And beal the hollow yearning gulfs of Life

And fil the abyss that is the wniverse.

Here meanwhile at the Spirit’s opposite poie

In the mystery of the deeps that God has built
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For his abode below the Thinker’s sight,

In this compromise of 2 stark absolute Truth

With the Light that dwells near the dark end of things,
In this tragi-comedy of divine disguwise,

This long far secking for joy ever near,

In the grandiose dream of which the world 13 made,
In this gold dome on a black dragon base,

The conscious Force that acts in Nature's breast,

A dark-robed labourer it the cosmic scheme
Carrying clay images of unborn gods,

Executrix of the inevitabie Idea

Hampered, enveloped by the hoops of Fate,

Patient trustee of slow eternal Time,

Absolves from hour to hour her secref charge.

All she foresees in masked imperative depths;

The dumb intention of the unconscicus guifs
Answers to a will that sees upon the heights,

And the evolving Word's first syllable

Ponderous, brute-sensed, contains its luminous close,
Privy to 2 summit victory's vast descent

And the portent ¢of the soul’s immense uprise.

All here where each thing seems its lonely self
Are figures of the sole transcendent One:
Only by him they are, his breath is their life;
An unseen Presence mouids the oblivious clay.
A playmate in the mighty Mother's game,
One came upon the dubious whirling globe
To tude from her pursuit in force and form.
A secret spirit in the Inconscient’s sleep,
A shapeless Energy, a voiceless Word,
He was here before the elements could emerge,
Before there was light of mind or life could breathe.
Accomplice of her cosmic huge pretence,
His semblances he turns to real shapes
And makes the symbol equal with the truth:
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He gives to his timeless thoughts a form in Time.

He is the substance, he the self of things;

She has forged from him her works of skill and might
She wraps hin in the magic of her moods

And makes of his myriad truths her countless dreams.
The Master of being has come close to her,

An immortal child born in the fugitive years.

In objects wrought, in the persons she conceives,
Dreaming she chases her idea of him,

And catches here a look and there a gest:

Ever he repeats in them his ceaseless births,

He is the Maker and the world he made,

He is the vision and he is the seer;

He 1s hitmself the actor and the act,

He 15 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,
Qur pleasure and pain are their wrestle and embrace,
Our deeds, our hopes arg infimate to their tale;

They are married secretly in our thought and life.
The unjverse is an endless masquerade:

For nothing here is utterly what it seems,

It is a dream-fact vision of a truth

Which bat 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 1t 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.

Here on the earth where we must fill our parts,

We know not how shall run the drama’s course;

Our uttered sentences veil in their thought.
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Her mighty plan she holds back from our sight:
She has concealed her glory and her bliss

And disguised the Love and Wisdom in her heart.
Of all the marvel and beauty that are hers

Only a darkened little we can feel,

He too wears a diminished Godhead hers,

He has forsaken his omnipotence,

His calm he has foregone and infinity,

He knows her only, he has forgotien himself;
To her he abandons all to make her great.

He hopes in her to find himself anew,
Incarnate, wedding his infinity’s peace

To hier creative passion’s ecstasy.

Although possessor of the earth and heavens,
He Jeaves ta her the cosmic management

And watches all, the Witness of her scene.

A supernumerary on her stage,

He speaks no words or hides behind the wings.
He takes birih in her world, waits on her wili,
Divines her enigmatic gesture’s sense,

The fluctuating chance turns of her mood,
Works out her meanings she seems not to know
And serves her secret purpose in long Time,

As one too great for him he worships her;

He adores Her as his regent of desire,

He yields to her as the mover of his will,

He burns the incense of his nights and days
Offering his life, a splendour of sacrifice.

A rapt solicitor for her love and grace,

His bliss in her to him is his whole world ;

He grows through her in all his being’s powers;
He reads by her God's hidden aim in things,
Or, a courtier in her countless retinue,

Content to be with her and feel her near

He makes the most of the little that she gives
And all she does drapes with his own delight.
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A glance can make his whole day wonderful,

A word from her lips with happiness wings the hours,
He leans on her for ali ke does and is:

He builds on her largesses his proud fortunate days
And frails his peacock-plumaged joy of hfe

And suns in the glory of her passing smile.

In a thousand ways he serves her royal needs;

He makes the hours pivot arcund her will,

Makes all reflect her whims; ail is their play:

This whole wide world is only he and she.

This is the knot that ties together the stars;
The Two who are one are the secret of all power,

The Two who are one are the might and right in things.

His soul, silent, supports the world and her,
His acts are her commandment’s registers.
Happy, inert ke lies benedth her feet:

His breast he offers for her cosmic dance

Of which our lives are the quivering theatre,
And none could bear but for his strength within,
Yet none would leave because of his delight.
His works, his thoughts have been devised by her,
His being is a mirror vast of hers:

Active, inspired by her he speaks and moves;
His deeds obey her heart’s unspoken demands:
Passive, he bears the impacts of the world

As if her touches shaping his soul aad life:

His journey through the days is her sun-march;
He runs upon her roads; hers is his course,

A witness and student of her joy and dole,

A partner in her evil and her good,

He has consented to her passionate ways,

He is driven by her sweet and dreadful force.
His sanctioning name mitials all her works;
His silence is his signature to her deeds;

I the execution of her drama’s scheme,

63



Navitri - Aook One - Canto Fowr (v

In her fancies of the moment and 1ts mood,

I the march of this abvious ordinary world
Whete all is deep and strange to the eves that see
And Nature’s common forms are marvel-wefts,
She through his witness sight and motion of might
Unrolls the material of her cosmic Act,

Her happenings that exalt and smite the soul,

Her force that moves, her powers that save and slay,
Her Word that in the silence speaks to our hearts,
Her silence that transcends the summit Word,

Her heights and depths to which our spirit moves,
Her events that weave the texture of our Lives

And all by which we find or lose ourselves,

Things sweet and bitter, magnificent and mean,
Things terrible and beauntiful and divine.

Her empire in the cosmos she has built,

He is governed by her subtle and mighty laws.

His consciousness is a babe upon her knees,

Her endless space is the playground of his thoughis,
His bemg 2 field of her vast experiment;

She tinds to knowledge of the shapes of Time
And the creative error of miting mind

And chance that wears the rigid face of fate

And her sport of death and pain and Nescience,
His changed and struggling immoztality.

His soul is a subtle atom in a mass,

His substance 4 material for her works,

His sparit survives amid the death of things,

He climbs to eternity through being’s gaps,

He is carried by her from Night to deathless Light.
This grand surrender is his free-will’s gift,

His pure transcendent force submits to hers.

In the mystery of her cosmic ignorance,

In the insoluble riddle of her play,

A creature made of perishable stuff,

In the pattern she has set for him he moves,
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He thinks with her thoughis, with her trouble his bosom heaves;
He seems the thing that she wonld bave him seem,
He is whatever her artist will can make.

Although she drives him on her fancy's roads,

Af play with him as with her child or slave,

To freedom and the Etemnal’s mastery

And immortakity’s stand above the world,

She moves her seeming puppst of an hour.

Even in his mortal session in body’s house

An aimiless traveller between birth and death,
Fphemeral dreaming of immeortality,

To reign she spurs him. He takes up her powers;
He has harnessed her to the yoke of her own law,
His face of human thought puts on a crown.

Held in her leash, bound to her veiled caprice,

He studies her ways if so he may prevail

Even for an hour and she work out his wall;

He makes of her his moment passion’s serf’:

To obey she feigns, she foliows her creature’s lead;
For him she was made, lives only for his use.

But conquering her, then is he most her slave;

He is her dependent, all his means are hers;
Nothing without her he can, she rules him still.

At last he wakes to a memory of Self:

He sees within the face of deity,

The Godhead breaks out through the human mould:
Her highest heights she nnmasks and 15 his mate.
Till then he is a plaything in her game,

Her seeming regent, yet her fancy’s toy,

A living robot moved by her energy’s springs,

He acts as in the moevements of a dream,

An automaton stepping in the grooves of Fate,
He stumbles on driven by ber whip of Force:

His thought labours, a bullock in Time's felds;
His will he ihinks his own, is shaped in her forge.
Obedient to World-Nature’s durmb control,
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Driven by his own formidzable Power,

His chosen partner in a tifan game

Her will he has made the master of his fate,
Her whim the dispenser of his pleasure and pain;
He has scld himself into her regal power

For any blow or boon that she may choose:
Fven in what is suffering to our sense,

He faels the sweetness of her mastering touceh,
I all experience meets her blissful hands;

On his heart he bears the happiness of her tread
And the surprise of her arrival’s joy

In each event and every moment’s chance,

All she can do is marvellous in his sight:

He revels in her, a swimmer in her sea,

A tireless amateur of her world-delight,

He rejoices in her every thought and act

And pives consent to all that she can wish;
Whatever she desires he wills to be:

The Spirit, the innumerable One

He has left behind his lone eternity,

He is an endless birth in endless Time,

Her finite’s multitude in an infinite space,

The master of existence lurks in us
And plays at hide and seek with s own Force;
In Nature’s instrument loiters secret (rod.
The Immanent lives in man as in his house;
He has made the universe his pastime’s ficld,
A vast gymnasium of his works of might,
All-knowing he accepts our darkened state,
Divine, wears shapes of animal or man;
Eternal, he assents to Fate and Time,
Immortal, dallics with mortality.
The All-Conscious ventured into Ignorance,
The All-Blissful bore to be insensible.
Incarnate in a world of strife and paia,
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He puts on joy and sorrew like a robe
And drinks experience like a strengthening wine.
He whose transcendence rules the pregnant Vasts,
Prescient now dwells in our subliminal depths,
A luminous individual Power, zlone,
The Absolute, the Perfact, the Alone
Has called ount of the Silence his mute Forece
Where she lay in the featureless and formless hush
Guarding from Time by her immobile steep
The meffable 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 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 1s int 18 as our secret self,
Our mask of imperfection has assemed,
He has made this tenement of fiesh his own,
His image in the human measure cast
That to hus divine measure we might rise;
Then in a figure of divinity
The Maker shail recast us and impose
A plan of godhead on the mortal’s mouid
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.

But meanwhile all is a shadow cast by a dream
And to the musing and immobile Spirit
Life and himself don the aspect of 2 myth,
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The burden of 2 long unmeaning fale.

For the key is hid and by the Fnconscient kept:

The secret God beneath the threshold dwells.

In a body obscuring the immorial Spirit

A nameless Resident vesting unseen powers,

With Matter's shapes and motives beyond thought

And the hazard of an unguessed consequence,

An smnipotent indiscemible [nfluence,

He sits, unfelt by the form in which he lives

And veils his knowledge by the groping mind.

A wanderer in a world his thoughts have made,

He turns in a chiaroscuro of error and truth

To find a wisdom that on high is his.

As one forgetting he searches for himself;

Ag if he had lost an inner light he seeks:

As a sojourner lingering amid alien scenes

He journeys to 2 home he knows no more.

His own self’s truth he seeks who is the Truth;

He is the Player who became the play,

He is the Thinker who became the thought;

He is the many who was the silent One.

In the symbol figures of the cosmic Force

And in her Bving and inanimate signs

And in her complex tracery of events

He explores the ceaseless nuracle of himself,

Till the thousandfold enigma has been solved

In the single light of an all-witnessing Soul.
This was his compact with his mighty mate,

For love of her and joined (o her for ever

To follow the course of Time's eternity,

Amid magic dramas of her sudden moeds

And the surprises of her masked Fdea

And the vicissitudes of her vast caprice,

‘Two seem his goals, yet ever are they one

And gaze at each other over bourneless Time;

Spirit and Matter are their end and source,
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A secker of hidden meanings in life’s forms,

Of the great Mother’s wide uncharted will

And the rude enigma of her terresirial ways

He is the axplorer and the mariner

On a secret inner ocean without bourne:

He is the adventurer and cosmologist

Of a magic earth’s obscure geography.

In her material order’s fixed design

Where all seems sure and, even when changed, the same,
Even though the end is left for ever unknown
And ever unstable is life’s shifting fiow,

His paths are found for hing by silent fate;

Ag stations in the age’s weltering flood

Firm lands appear that tempt and stay awhils,
Then new honzons lere the mind’s advance.
There comes no close to the finite's boundlessness,
There 15 no last certitude in which thought can pause
And no terminus of the soul’s experience.

A Umit, a famess never wholly reached,

An unaitained perfection calis to him

From distant boundaries in the Unszen:

A long beginning only has been made.

This is the sailer on the flow of Time,
This is World-Matter's slow discoverer,
Who, launched into this small corporeal birth,
Has learnt his craft in tiny bays of self,
But dares at last onplumbed infinitudes,
A voyager upon eternity’s seas.
'In his world-adventure’s crude initial start
Behold him ignorant of his godhead’s force,
Timid inifiate of its vast design.
An expert captain of a fragile craft,
A trafficker in smail impermanent wares,
At first he hugs the shore and shuns the breadths,
Dares not to affront the far-off perilous main.
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He in a petty coastal traffic plies,

His pay doled out from port to neighbour port,
Content with his safe round’s anchanging course,
He hazards not the new and the unseen.

But now he hears the sound of larger seas.

A widening world calls him to distant scenes

And journeyings in & Jarger vision’s arc

And peoples unknown and still unvisited shores.
On 2 commissioned keel his merchant hull

Serves the world’s commerce in the riches of Time
Severing the foam of a great land-locked sea

To reach unknown harbour lights in distant climes
And open markets for life’s opulent arts,

Rich bales, carved statuettes, hued canvases,

And jewelted toys brought for an infant’s play
And perishable products of hard toil

And transient splendours won and lost by the days.
Or passing through a gate of pillar-rocks,
Venturing not yet to ¢ross oceans uanamed

And journey into a dream of distances

He travels close to unfamiliar coasis

And finds new haven in storm-troubled isles,

Or, guided by a sure compass in his thought,

He plunges through a bright haze that hides the stars,
Steering on the trade-routes of [gnorance.

His prow pushes towards undiscovered shores,

He chances on unimagined continents:

A secker of the islands of the Blest,

He leaves the last lands, crosses the nitimate seas,
He turns to eternat things his symbol quest;

Life changes for him its time-constructed scenes,
Hs images veiling infinity.

Earth’s borders recede and the {errestrial air
Hangs round him no longer its translucent veil.

He has crossed the Imit of mortal thought and hope,
He has reached the world’s end and stares beyond;

-
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The eyes of mortal body plunge their gaze
Into ito Eyes that look upon eternity.

. [ra ey

A greater world Time’s traveller must explore.

At last he hears a chanting on the heights

And the far speaks and the unknown grows near:
He crosses the boundaries of the unseen

And passes over the edge of mortal sight

To a new vision of himself and things.

He is a spirit in an unfinished world

A Ty

That knows hm1 not a.nd cannot know itself:

" e -

Takes deeper meanings to fus inner view;

His is & search of darkness for the light,

Of mortal life for immortality.

In the vessel of an earthly embodiment

Qwer the narrow ralls of Hmiting sense

He looks out on the magic waves of Time

Where mind Like a moon illumines the world's dark.
There is imned ever retreating from the eyes,

As if in a tenvous misty dream-iight drawn,

The outline of a dim mysterious shore.

A sailor on the Inconscient’s fathomless sea,

He vovages through a starry world of thought

On, Matter’s deck to a spirifual sun.

Across the noise and mualtitudinous ery,

Across the rapt unkaowable silences,

Through a strange mid-world under supernal skies,
Beyond earth’s longitudes and latitudes,

His goal is fixed outside all present maps.

But none learmns whither through the unknown he sails
Or what secret mission the great Mother gave.

In the hidden strength of her ommipotent Will,
Driven by her breath across lLife’s tossing deep,
Throogh the thunder’s roar and through the windless hush,
Through fog and mist where nothing more is seen,
He carries her sealed orders in his breast.
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Late will ke know, opening the mystic script,
Whether 1o & blank port In the Unseen

He goes or, armed with her fiat, to discover

A new mind and body in the city of God

And enshrine the Immertal in his glory’s house
And make the finite one with Infinity.

Across the salt waste of the endless years

Her ocean winds impel his errant boat,

The cosmic waters plashing as he goss,

A rumour around him and danger and a call.
Always he follows in her force’s wake.

He sails through fife and death and other lifs life,

He travﬂls on through waking &nd thmugh sLep
A power is on bim from her occult force

That ties him to s 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 be slecps, he keeps her on his breast:
Whoever leaves her, he will not depart

To repose without her in the Unknowable,

There is 2 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 pame.

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.
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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.

Ewxn of CaNTO Four
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The Yopa of the King:
The Yoga of the Spirit’s Freedom
and (reatness

This knowledge first he had of time-born men.
Admitted through a curtain of bright mind

That hangs between our thought and absolute sight,
He found the occult cave, the mystic door

Near to the well of viston in the soul,

And enfered where the Wings of Glory brood

In the sunlit space where all is for ever known.
Indifferent to doubt and to belief]

Avid of the naked real’s single shock

He shore the cord of mind that fies the earth-heart
And cast away the yoke of Matier's law.

The body's rules bound not the spirit's powers:
When life had stopped its beats, death broke not in;
He dared to live when breath and thought were still.
Thus could he step into that magic place

Which few can even glimpse with hurried glance
Lifted for a moment from mind’s laboured works
And the poverty of Nature’s earthly sight.

All that the Gods have leamed is there self-known.
There in a hidden ¢chamber closed and mute

Are kept the record graphs of the cosmic scribe,
And there the fables of the sacred Law,

There is the Book of Being's index page,

The text and glossary of the Vedic truth

Are there; the rhythms and metres of the stars
Significant of the movements of our fate:

The symbol powers of number and of form,

And the secret code of the history of the world
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And Nature's correspondence with the soul

Are written in the mystic heart of life.

in the glow of the Spirit’s room of memories
He couid recover the luminous marginal notes
Dotting with light the crabbed ambiguous scroll,
Rescue the preamble and the saving clause

Of the dark Agreement by whick all is ruted
That rises from material Nature’s sleep

To clothe the Everlasting in new shapes.

He could re-read now and interpret new

Iis strange svmbo] letters, scattered abstruse signs,

Resolve its oracle and its paradox,

Its nddhag phrases and its blindfold terms,
The deep oxymoron of its truth’s repligues,
And recognise as a just necessify

Its hard conditions for the mighty work, —
Nature’s impossible Herculean tol

Only her warlock wisecraft could enforce,

Its law of opposition of the Gods,

Its list of inseparable contraries,

The dumb great Mother in her cosmic trance
Exploiting for creation’s joy and pain

Infinity’s sanction to the birth of form,
Accepts indomitably to execute

The will to know in an inconscient world,

The will to live under a reign of death,

The thirst for rapture in 2 heart of flesh,

And works out through the appearance of a soul
By a miraculous birth in plasm and gas

The mystery of God’s covenant with the Night.
Omnce more was heard in the still eosmic Mind
The Eternal’s promise to his labouring Force
Inducing the worid-passion to begin,

The cry of birth iato mortality

And the opening verse of the tragedy of Time.
Out of the depths the world’s buried secret rose;
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He read the original ukase kept back

In the locked archives of the spirit's crypt,

And saw the signature and fiery seal

Of Wisdom on the dim Power’s hiooded work
Who builds in [gnorance the steps of Light,

A sleeping deity opened deathless eyes:

He saw the unshaped thought in sowulless forms,
Knew Matter prognant with spiritual sense,
Mind dare the study of the Unknowable,

Life its gestation of the Golden Child.

In the light fopding theught's blank vacancy,
Interpreting the universe by soul signs

He read from within the text of the without;
The riddle grew plain and lost its cateh obscure.
A larger lustre it the orighty page.

A purpese mingled with the whims of Time,

A meaming met the stumbling pace of Chance
And Fate revealed a chain of seging will;

A conscious wideness filled the old dumb Space,

In the Void he saw throned the Omniscience supreme.

A Will, a hope immense now seized his heart,
And to discern the superhuman’s form
He raised his eyes to unscen spiritual heights,
Agpiring to bring down a greater world.
The glory he had glimpsed must be his home.
A brighter heavenlier sun must soon illome
This dusk room with its dark internal stair,
The infant soul in 1is small nursery school
Mid objects meant for a lesson hardly learned
Outgrow ils early grammar of intellect
And its imitation of Earth-Nature’s art,
Its earthly dialect to God-language change,
In living symbols study Reality
And learn the lomic of the Infinte.
The Ideal vaust be Nature’s common truth,
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The body illumined with the indweiling God,
The heart and mind feel one with all that is,

A conscious soul live in & conscious world.

As through a mist a sovereign peak is seen,
The greatness of the eternal Spizit appeared,
Exiled in a fragmented universe

Amid half-semblances of divine things.

These now could serve no more his regal turn:
The Immortal’s pride refused the doom to live
A miser of the scanty bargain made

Between our littleness and bounded hopes

And the compassionate Infinitudes,

His height repelied the lowness of sarth’s state:
A wideness discontented with its frame

Resiled from poor assent to Nature’s terms,
The harsh contract spurned and the diminished lease.
Only beginnangs are accomplished here;

COur base’s Matter seems alone complete,

An absolute machine without & soul.

Or all seemns a st of haly ideas,

Or we saddle with the vice of earthly form

A hurried imperfect glimpse of heavenly things,
Guesses and travesties of celestial types.

Here chaos sorts iself into a world,

A brief formation drfting m the void:

Apings of knowledge, unfinished arcs of power,
Fiamings of beauty into earthly shapes,

Love’s broken reflaxes of unity

Swim, frapgment mirrorings of a floating sun.

A packed assemblage of crude tentative lives
Are pieced into a tessellated whole.

There is ne perfect answer to our hopes;

There are bhind voiceless doors that have no key;
Thought climbs in vain and brings 2 borrowed light,
Cheated by counterfeits sold to us in fife’s mart,
Our hearis clutch at a forfeited heavenly bliss.
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‘There is provender for the mind’s satiety,
There are thrills of the fiesh, but not the soul’s desire,
Here even the highest rapture Time can give

Is 3 mimicry of ungrasped beatitudes,

A mutilated statue of ecstasy,

A wounded happiness that cannot live,

A brief felicity of mind or sense

Thrown by the World-Power to her body-slave,
Or a simulacrum of enforced delight

In the seraglios of Ignorance.

For al} we have acquired soon loses worth,

An old disvaiued credit in Time's bank,
Imperfection’s cheque drawn on the Inconscient.
An inconsequence dogs every effort made,

And chaos waits on every cosmos formed:

In each success a seed of failure lurks.

He saw the doubtfulness of all things here,

The incertifude of man’s proud confident thought,
The transience of the achievements of his force.
A thinking being in an unthinking world,

An island in the sea of the Unknown,

He is 2 smallness trying to be great,

An animal with some instinets of a god,

His life a story too common to be told,

His deeds a nwmber summing up to nought,
His consciousness a torch lit to be quenched,
His hope a star above a cradle and grave.

And vet a greater destiny may be his,

For the eternal Spirit is his truth,

He can re-create himself and all around

And fashion new the world in which he lives:
He, ignorant, is the Knower beyond Time,

He &5 the Self above Nature, above Fate.

His soul retired from all that he had done.
Hushed was the futile din of human toil,
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Forsaken wheeied the circle of the davs;

In distance sank the crowded tramp of life.
The Silence was his sole companion left,
Impassive he lived immune from earthly hopes,
A figure In the ineffable Witness’ shrine
Paciog the vast cathedral of his thoughts
Under its arches dim with infinity

And heavenward brooding of invisible wings,
A call was on him frow intangble heights;
Indifferent to the hitfle cutpost Mind,

He dwelt in the wideness of the Eternal’s reign,
His being now exceaeded thinkable Space,

His boundless thought was neighbour to cosmic sight:

A universal light was in his eyes,

A golden influx flowed through heart and brain;
A force came down into his mortal limbs,

A current from eternal seas of Biiss;

He felt the invasion and the nameless joy.
Aware of his occult omnipotent Source,
Allured by the cmniscient Ecstasy,

A living centre of the IThrmitable

Widened to equate with the world’s circumference,
He turned to his immense spirifual fate.
Abandoned on a canvas of torn air,

A picture lost in far and fading streaks,

The earth-nature’s summits sank below his feet:
He climbed to meet the infinite more above,
The Immaobile’s ocean-silence saw him pass,

An arrow leaping through efernity

Suddenly shot from the tense bow of Time,

A ray retarning to its parent sun.

Opponent of that glory of escape,

The black Inconscient swung its dragon tail
Lashing a slurabercus Infinite by its force

Into the deep obscurities of form:

Death lay bencath him like a gate of sleep.
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Chne-pointed o the immaculate Delight,
Questing for God as for a splendid prey,

He mouated burning like 4 cone of fire.

To a few is given that godiike rare release.

One among many thousands never fouched,
Engrossed in the external world's design,

[s chosen by a seciet witness Eye

And driven by a pointing hand of Light

Across his soul's vemapped immensitudes.

A pllgrima of the cverlasting Truth,

Our measures cannot kold his measureless mind;
He has turned from the voices of the narrow realm
And left the little lane of human Time.

Ir the hushed precincts of a vaster plan

He treads the vestibules of the Unseen,

Or listens following a bodiless Guide

To a lonely cry in boundless vacancy.

All the deep cosmic murmur falling still,

He lives in the hush befors the world was born,
His sou! left naked to the timeless One.

Far from compulsien of created things
‘Thought and its shadowy idols disappear,

The moulds of form and person are undone.
The ineffable Wideness knows him for its own.
A lone fererunner of the Godward earth,
Among the symbols of yet unshaped things
Watched by closed eyes, mute faces of the Unbom,
He journegys to meet the Incommunicable,
Hearitg the ¢cho of his single steps

[ the ciernal courts of Solitude.

A vameless Marvel fills the motionless hours.
His spirit wingles with Eternity’s heart

And bears the silence of the Infintte,

in a divine retreat from mortal thought,
in 2 prodigious gesture of soul-sight,
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His being towered into pathless heights,

Naked of its vesture of humanity.

As thus It rose, to meet him bare and pure

A strong Descent leaped down. A Might, 2 Flame,
A Beauty half-visible with deathless eyes,

A violent Ecstasy, 2 Swestness dire,

Enveloped him with its stupendous linbs

And penetrated nerve and heart and brain

That thrilled and fainted with the epiphany:

His nature shuddered in the Unknown's grasp.

In a moment shorter thap Death, longer thar Time,
By a power more ruthless than Love, happier than Heaven,
Taken sovergignly into eternal arms,

Haled and coerced by a stark absoltite bliss,

In a whirlwind eircuit of delight and foree
Hurded into unimaginable depths,

Upborne into immeasurable heighis,

It was tomn out from its mortaliy

And underwent a new and bourneless change,

An Omuiscient knowing without sight or thought,
An indecipherable Omnipotence,

A mystic Form that could contain the worlds,
Yet make one human breast its passionate shrine,
Drew him out of his seeking loneliness

into the magniludes of God’s embrace.

As when a timeless Eye annuls the hours
Abolishing the agent and the act,

So now his spirit shone out wide, blank, pure:
His wakened mind became an empty slate

On which the Universal and Sole could wnite.

All that represses our fallen consciousness

Was taken from him like a forgotten load:

A fire that seemed the body of a god

Consumed the Iimiting figurcs of the past

And made large room for a new self to live.
Eternity’s contact broke the moulds of sense.



Savitri - Book One - Canio Five

A greater force than the earthly held his limbs,
Huge workings bared his undiscovered sheaths,
Strange energies wrought and seresned tremendous hands
Unwound the triple cord of mind and freed
The heavenly wideness of a Godhead’s gaze.
Ag through a dress the wearer’s shape Is seen,
There reached through forms to the hidden absolute
A cosmic feeling and franscendent sight.
Increased and heightened were the instruments,
Ilinsion lost her aggrandising fens;

As from her failing hand the measures fell,
Atomic looked the things that loomed so large,
The little epo’s ring could join no more;

In the enormous spaces of the sell

The body now seemed only a wandering shell,
His mind the many-frescoed outer court

Of an Imperishable Inhabitant:

His spirit breathed a superhuman air.

The imprisoned deity rent its magie fence,

As with a sound of thunder and of seas,

Vast barriers crashed around the huge escape.
Immutably coeval with the world,

Circle and end of gvery hope and toil
Inexorably drawn round thought and act,

The fixed immovable peripheries

Effaced themselves bencath the Incarnate’s tread.
The dire velamen and the bottomless crypt
Between which hife and thought for ever move,
Forbidden still to cross the dim dread bounds,
The guardian darknesses mute and formidable,
Empowered to circumseribe the winpless spirit
In the boundaries of Mind and Ignorance,
Protecting no more a dual eternity

Vanished rescinding their epormous role:

Once figure of creation’s vain ellipse,

The expanding zero lost its giant curve.
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The old adamantine vetoes stood rno more;
Overpowered were earth and Nature's obsolete rule;
The python coils of the restricting Law

Could not restrain the swift arisen God:
Abholished were the scripts of destiny.

There was no smalt death-hunied creature more,
No fragile form of being to preserve

From an al-swallowing [mmensity,

The great hammer-beats of a pent-up world-heart
Burst open the narrow dams that keep us safe
Against the forces of the universe,

The soul and cosmos faced as equal poiwers.

A boundless being in a measureless Time
Invaded Naturc with the infinite;

He saw unpathed, unwalled his titan scope.

All was uncovered to his sealless eve.
A secret Nature stripped of her defence,
Once in a dreaded half-light formidable,
Overtaken in her mighty privacy
Lay barc to the burning splendour of his will.
In shadowy chambers lit by a strange sun
And opening hardly to hid mystic keys
Her perilous arcanes and hooded Powers
Confessed the advent of a mastering Mind
And bore the compulsion of a time-botn gaze,
Incalculable in their wizard modes,
Immediate znd invincible in the act,
Her secret strengths native to greater worlds
Lifted above our needy Hmited scope,
The occult privilege of demigods
And the sure power-pattern of her cryptic sigus,
Her diagrams of geometric force,
Her potencies of marvel-fraught design
Courted employment by an carth-nursed might.
A conscious Nature's quick machinery
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Armed with a latent splendour of mracle

The prophet-passion of a seeing Mind,

Arnd the liphtning bareness of a free soul-foree.
All once impossible deemed could now become

A natural limb of possibility,

A new domain of normalcy supreme.

An almighty occultist erects il space

This seeming ountward world which tricks the sense;
He weaves his hidden threads of consclonsness,
He builds bodies for his shapeless energy;

Qut of the unformed and vacant Vast he has made
His sorcery of solid images,

His magic of formative number and design,

The fixed rrational links none can annul,

This criss-cross tangle of invisible laws;

His infallible rules, his covered processes,

Achicve unerringly an inexplicable

Creation where our error carves dead frames

Of knowledge for a living ignorance,

[n her rystery’s moods divorced from the Maker's laws
She too as sovereignly creates her field,

Her will shaping the undetermined vasts,

Making a finite of infinity;

She too can make an order of ber caprice,

As if her rash superb wagered to outvie

The veiled Creator’s cosmic secrecies.

The rapid footsteps of her phantasy,

Amid whose falls wonders like flowers rise,

Are surer than reason, defter than device

And swifter than Imagination's wings.

All she new-fashions by the thought and word,
Compels all substance by her wand of Mind.
Mind is a mediator divinity:

Iis powers can undo all Natore's work:

Mind can suspend or change earth’s concrete law.
Affranchised from earth-habit’s drowsy seal
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The leaden grip of Matter it can break:
Indifferent to the angry stare of Death,

[t can immortalizse a moment’s work:

A simple fiat of its thinking force,

The casual pressure of its slight assent

Can liberate the Energy dumb and pent

Within its chambers of mysterious traee!

It makes the body’s slesp & puissant arm,
Holds still the breath, the beatings of the heart,
While the unseen is found, the impossible done,
Communicates without means the unspoken thought;
It moves events by its bare stent will,

Acts at a distance withowt hands or feet,

This giant Ignorance, this dwarfish Life

It can illmimine with a prophet sight,

Invoke the bacchic rapture, the Fury’s goad,

In our hody arouse the demon or the god,

Call in the Ommiscient and Omnipotent,

Awzake & forgotten Almightiness within.

In its own plane a shining emperor,

Even in this rignd realm, Mind can be king:
The logic of its demigod Idea,

Iz the leap of a transitional moment brings
Surprises of creation never achieved

Even by Matter’s strange unconscious skiil.
All's miracle here and can by miracle change.
This is that secret Nature’s edge of might.

On the margin of great immaterial planes,

In kingdoms of an untrammelled glory of force,
Where Mind is master of the life and form

And soul fulfils its thoughts by its gwn power,
She meditates upon mighty words and looks
On the unseen links that join the parted spheres.
Thence to the initiate who observes ber Iaws
She brings the light of her mysierious realms:
Here where he stands, his fest on a prostrate world,
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His mind o more cast inte Matter’s mould,
Over their bounds in spurts of splendid strength
She carries their magician processes

And the formulas of their stupendous speech,

Tilt heaven and hell become purveyors 1o earth
And the universe the slave of mortal will

A mediatrix with veiled and nameless gods
Whose alten will fouches our human life,
Imitating the World-Magician’s ways

She invents for her self-bound free will its grooves
And feigns for magic’s freaks a binding canse.

All worlds she makes the partners of her deeds,
Accorplices of her mighty violence,

Her daring leaps into the impossible:

From every source she has taken her cunning means,
She draws from the free-love marriage of the planes
FElements for her creation’s tour-de-force:

A wonder-weft of knowledge incalculable,

A compendium of divine inventien’s feats

She has combined to make the unreal true

Or Iiberate suppressed reality:

In her unhedeed Circean wonderland

Pell-mel! she shepherds her occult mightinesses;
Her mnemonics of the craft of the Infinite,

Jets of the screened subliminal’s caprice,

Tags of the gramarye of Inconscience,

Freedom of a sovereipn Troth without a law,
Thonghts that were born in the immortals” world,
Oracles that break out from behind the shrine,
Wamings from the daemonic inner voice

And peeps and lightning-leaps of prophecy

And intimations to the inner ear,

Abrupt mterventions stark and absolute

And the superconscient’s unaccountable acts,
Have woven her balanced web of miracles

And the weird technigue of her tremendous art.
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This bizarre kingdom passed into his charge.
As one resisting more the more she loves,

Her great possessions and her power and law
She gave, compelied, with a reluctant joy;
Herself she gave for rapture and for use.
Absolved from aberrations in deep ways,

The ends she recovered for which she was made:
She turned against the evil she had helped

Her engined wrath, her invisible means to slay;
Her dangerous moods and arbitrary force

She surrendered to the service of the soul

And the control of & spiritual will.

A greater despot tamed her despotism.
Assailed, surprised in the fortress of her seif,
Conguered by her own unexpected King,
Fulfiled and ransomed by her servitude,

She yvielded i a vanguished ecstasy,

Her sealed hieratic wisdom forced from her,
Fragments of the mystery of omnipotence,

A border sovereign is the occult Foree,
A threshold guardian of the earth-scene’s Beyond,
She has canalised the outbreaks of the Gods
And cut through vistas of infuitive sight
A long road of shimmering discoveries.
The worlds of 2 marvellous Unknown were near,
Behind her an ineffable Presence stood:
Her reign received their mystic influences,
Their lionforces crouched beneath her feet:
The future sleeps unknown behind their doors,
Abysms infernal gaped round the soul’s steps
And called to its mounting vision peaks divine:
An endless climb and adventure of the Idea
There tirelessly tempted the explorer mind
And countless voices visited the charmed ear;
A million figures passed and were seen no more.
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This was a forefront of God’s thousandfold house,
Beginnings of the half-screened Invisible,

A magic porch of entry glimmering

Cuivered in a penumbra of screened Light,

A, court of the mystical traffic of the worlds,

A balcony and miraculous fagade.

Above her lightened high immensities;

All the unknowr locked out from boundlessness:
It lodged upen an edge of hourless Time,

Gazing out of some everlasting Now,

Its shadows gleaming with the birth of gods,

Its bodies signalling the Bodiless,

Its foreheads glowing with the Oversoul,

Its forms projecied from the Unknowable,

Iis eyes dreaming of the Ingffable,

Its faces staring into ciernity.

Life in Ium learned its huge subconscient rear;
The little fronts unlocked o the unssen Vasts:
Her gulfs stood nude, her far transcendences
Flamed in transparencies of crowded light.

A giant order was discovered here
Of which the tassel and extended fringe
Are the scant stuff of our material lives.
This overt universe whase figures hide
The secrets merged in superconscient light,
Wrote clear the letters of its glowing code;
A map of subtls signs surpassing thought
Was hung upon a wall of inmost mind,
fllumzning the world’s concrete images
Into significant symbols by its gloss,
It offered to the intuitive exegete
Iis reflex of the eternal Mystery,
Ascending and descending fwixt life's poles
The seried kingdoms of the graded Law
Plunged from the Everlasting into Time,
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Then glad of a glory of multitudinous mind

And rich with life’s adventure and delignt

And packed with the beauty of Matter’s shapes and hues
Climbed back from Time into undying Self,

Up a golden ladder carrying the Soul,

Tying with diamond threads the Spirit's extremes.
In this drop from consciousness to corsclousnass
Each leansd on the cccult Tnconscient™s power,
The fountain of its needed Ignorance,

Archumason of the Limuts by which 1t lives.

In this soar from consciousness to consciousiass
Each lifted tops to That from whuch it came,
Crigin of all that it had ever been

And home of all that it could still become.

An organ scale of the Etenal’s acis,

Mounting to their climmax in an endless Calm,
Paces of the many-visaged Wonderful,
Predestined stadia of the evolving Way,

Measures of the stature of the growing soul,

They interpreted existence to itself

And, mediating twixi the heights and deeps,
United the veiled married opposites

And linked creation o the Ineffable.

A last high world was seen where all worlds meat;
In its summit gleam where Night i3 net nor Slegp,
The light began of the Trinity supreme.

Al there discovered what it seeks for here.

It freed the finite into boundlessness

And rose into its own efernities.

The Inconscient found its heart of conscionsness,
The 1des and feeling groping in Ignorance

At last clutched passionately the body of Truth,
The music born in Matter’s silences

Plucked nude out of ithe Ineffable’s fathomlessness
The meaning it had held but could not voice;

The petfect rhythm pow only sometimes dreamed
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An answer brought to the torn earth’s hungry need
Rending the night that had concealed the Unknown,
Giving to her her lost forgotten soul.

A grand solufion closed the long impasse

[n which the heights of mortal effort end.

A reconciing Wisdom looked on life;

It took the siriving undertones of mind

And took the confnsed refrain of human hopes
And made of them a sweet and happy cali:

It lifted from an underground of pain

The inarticalate murmur of our lives

And found for it a sense illimitable.

A mighty oneness its perpetual theme,

It caught the soul’s faint scattered utferances,
Read hardly twixt our lines of rigid thought

Or mid this drowse and coma on Matter's breast
Heard like disjointed mutterings m sleep,

It grouped the golden links that they had lost
And showed to them their divine unity,

Saving from the error of divided self

The deep spinitual cry in ali that s,

All the great Words that toiled to express the One
Were lifted into an absoiufeness of light,

An ever-burning Revelation’s fire

And the immortality of the eternal Voice.

There was no quarrel more of truth with truth;
The endless chapter of their differences,

Retold in light by an omniscient Scribe,
Travelled through difference towards unity,
Mind’s winding search Iost every tinge of doubt
Led foits end by an all-sceing speach

That garbed the initial and original thought
With the finality of an ultimate phrase:

United were Time's creative mood and tense

To the style and svntax of Identity.

A paean swelled from the Jost musing deeps;

2
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An anthem pealed to the triune ecstasies,

A cry of the moments to the Immeortal’s bliss.
Ag if the strophes of a cosmic ode,

A hierarchy of climbing harmonies

Peopled with votces and with visages

Aspired in a erescendo of the Gods

From Matter's abysses to the Spirit’s peaks,
Above were the Immortal’s changeless seats,
White chambers of dalhiance with Eternity
And the stupendous gates of the Alone.
Across the unfolding of the seas of self
Appeared the deathless countries of the Onre,
A many-miracled consciousness unrolied
Vast airn and process and unfettered norm,

A lavger Nature's great familiar reads.
Affranchised from the net of earthly sense
Calm continents of potency were glimpsed;
Homelands of beanty shut to human ¢yes,
Half-seen at first through wonder’s gleaming Lids,
Surprised the vision with felicity;

Sunbelts of knowledge, moonbelts of delight
Stretched out in an cestasy of widenesses
Bevond our indigent corporeal range.

There he could enter, there awhile abide.

A voyager upon uncharted roates

Fronting the viewless danger of the Unknown,
Adventuring across enormous realms,

He broke into another Space and Time.

Enp oF CANTO FIVE
End of Book One
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Canre One

The World-Stair

Alone he moved watched by the infinity
Around him and the Unknowable abave.

All could be seen that shuns the mortal eve,
All could be known the mind has never grasped;
All couid be done no mortal will can dare.

A limitless movement filled a limitless peace.
in a profound existence beyond earih’s,

Parent or kin to our ideas and dreams

Where Space is a vast experiment of the soul,
In a deep oneness of all things that are,

The universe of the Unknown arose.

A self-creation without end or pause

Revealed the grandeurs of the Infinite:

It flung into the hazards of its play

A million moods, a myriad energies,

The world-shapes that are fancies of its Truth
And the formulas of the freedom of its Force.
It poured into the Ever-stable’s flux

A bacchic rapture and revel of Ideas,

A passion and motion of everlastingness.
There rose unborn into the Unchanging’s surge
Thoughts that abide in their deathless consequence,
Words that immortal last though fallen mute,
Acts that brought out from Silence its dumb sense,
Lines that convey the inexpressible.

The Eterpal’'s stillness saw in unmoved joy

His umiversal Power at work display

In plots of pam and dramas of delight

The wonder and beauty of her will to be.

All, even pain, was the soul's pleasure here;
Here all experience was a single plan,
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The thousandfold expression of the One.

All came af once into his single view;
Nothing escaped his vast intuitive sight,
Nothing drew near he could not feel as kin:
He was one spirit with, that immensity.

Images in a supernal consciousness
Embodying the Uinborn who never dies,

The structured visions of the cosmic Self
Alive with the touch of being's eternity
Looked at him like form-bound spiritual thoughts
Figuring the movements of the Ineffable.
Aspects of being doaned world-outline; forms
That open moving doors on, things divine,
Became familiar to his hourly sight;

The symbols of the Spirit’s reality,

The living bodies of the Bodiless

Grew near to him, his daily associates.

The exhaustless secings of the unsleeping Mind,
Letferings of its contact with the invisihle,
Surrounded him with countless pointing signs;
The voices of a thousand realms of Life
Missioned 10 him her mighty messages.

‘The heaven-hints that invade our carthly lives,
The dire imaginations dreamed by Heil,
Which if enacted and experienced here

Qur dulled capacity soon would cease to feel
QOr our mortal frailty could not long endure,
Were set in their sublime proportions there,
There lived out in their self-born atmosphere,

They resumed their topless pitch and native power;

Their fortifying stress upon the soul

Bit deep into the ground of consciousness
The passion and purity of their extremes,

The absoluteness of their single cry

And the sovereign sweetness or violent poetry
Of their beantiful or terrible delight.
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All thought can know or widest sight perceive
Arnd all that thought and sight can never know,
All things occult and rare, remote and strange
Were near to heart’s contact, felt by spirit-sense.
Asking for entry at his rature’s gate

They crowded the widened spaces of his mind,
His self-discovery’s flaming witnesses,

Offering their marvel and their muliitade.

These now became new portions of himself,
The figures of his spirit’s greater life,

The moving scenery of his large time-walk

Qr the embroidsred tissue of his sense:

These took the place of intimate human things
And moved as close companions of his thoughts,
Or were his soul’s natural environment.

Tireless the heart’s adventure of delight,

Endiess the kingdoms of the Spirit’s bliss,
Elnnumbered tones struck from one harmony’s strings;
Each to its wide-winged universal poise,

Its fathomless fecling of the All in one,

Brought notes of some parfection yet unsgen,

Its single retreat into Truth’s secrecies,

Its happy sidelight on the Infinite.

All was found there the Unique had dreamed and made
Tinging with ceaseless rapture and surprise

And an opulent beauty of passionate difference
The recurring beat that moments God In Time.
Only was missing the sole timejess Word

That carries eternity in its lonely sound,

The Idea self-luminous key to all ideas,

The integer of the Spirit’s perfect sum

That equates the unequal All to the equal One,
The single sign interpreting every sign,

The absolute index to the Absolute.

There walled apart by its owe innerness
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In a mystical barrage of dynamic light

He saw 2 lone immense high-carved world-pile
Erect like a mountain chariot of the Gods
Motionless under an inscrutable sky.

As if from Matter's plinth and viewless base
To a top as viewless, a carved sea of worlds
Climbing with foam-maned waves to the Supreme
Ascended towards breadths immeasurabie;
It hoped to soar into the Ineffable’s reign:
A hundred levels raised it to the Unknown.
So it towered up to heights infangible

And disappeared in the hushed conscious Vast
As climbs a storeved temple-tower to heaven
Built by the aspiring soul of man to live
Near to his dream of the Invisible.

Infinity calls to it as it dreams and climbs;
Its spire touches the apex of the worid;
Mounting into great voicelgss stillnesses

It marries the earth to screened eternities.
Amid the many systems of the One

Made by an interpreting creative joy

Alone if points us to our journey back

Cut of our long sell-loss in Nafure's deeps;
Flanted on earth it holds i it all realms:

It is a brief compendium of the Vast.

This was the single stair to being's goal.

A summary of the stages of the spirit,

Its copy of the cosmic hierarchies
Kefashioned in our secret air of self

A subtle pattern of the universe.

It is within, below, without, above.

Acting upon this visible Nature’s scheme

It wakens our earth-matter's heavy doze

To think and feel and to react to joy;

It models in us our diviner parts,

Lifts mortal mind into a greater air,
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Makes vearn this life of Resh to intangible aims,
Links the body’s death with immortality’s call:
Out of the swoon of the Inconscience

It labours towards a superconscient Light.

If earth were all and this were not in her,
Thought couid not be nor life-delight’s response:
Only material forms cowld then be her puests
Dnven by an inanimate world-force.

Earth by this golden superfinity

Bore thinking man and more than man shall bear;
This higher scheme of being is our cause

And holds the key to our ascending fate:

Tt calls out of our dense maortality

The conscious spirit nursed in Matter’s houss,
The living symbol of these conscious planes,

Its influences and godheads of the unseen,

[ts unthonght logic of Reality’s acts

Arisen from the unspoken truth in things,

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

Its steps are paces of the soul's return

From the deep adventure of matenal birth,

A ladder of delivering ascent

And rungs that Nature climbs to deity.

Once in the vigil of a deathless gaze

These grades had marked her giant downward plunge,
The wide and prone leap of a godhead’s fall.

Our life is a holocaust of the Supreme.

The great World-Mother by her sacrifice

Has made her soul the body of ounr staie;
Accepting sorrow and unconsciousness

Divinity’s lapse from its own splendours wove
The many-patierned ground of all we are.

An idol of self is our mortality,

Our earth is a fragment and a residue;

Her power is packed with the stuff of greater worlds
And steeped in their colour-lustres dimmed by her drowse;
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An atavism of higher births is hers,

Her sleep is stirred by their buried memories
Recalling the lost spheres from which they fell.
Unsatisiied forces in her bosom move;

They are pariners of her greater growing fate
Angd her return to immortality;

They consent to share her doom of birth and death;

They kindle partial gleams of the All and drive
Her hlind lzbotious spirit to compose

A meagre image of the mighty Whole.

The calm and luminous Intimacy within

Approves her work and guides the unsgeing Power.
His vast design accepts & puny start,

An attempt, a drawing half-done is the world’s [ife;
Tts ifnes doubt their eoncealed sigmificance,

Iis curves join nct thelr kigh-intended close.

Yet some first image of greatness trembles there,
And when the ambignous crowded parts have met
The many-toned unity to which they moved,

The Artist's jov shall langh at reason’s rules:

The divine intention suddenly shall be seem,

The end vindicate intuition’s sure technigue.

A graph shall be of many mecting worlds,

A cube and union crystal of the gods;

A Mind shall think behind Nature's mindless mask,
A conscions Vast fill the old dwmb brute Space.
This faint and fluid sketch of soul called man

Shall stand cut on the background of leng Time

A glowing epitome of eternity,

A little point reveal the infinitudes.

A Mystery’s process is the universe.

At first was laid a strange anomalous base,

A void, a cipher of some szeret Whole,

Where zero held nfinity in its sum

And All and Nothing were a single term,

An eternal negative, a matrix Nought;
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Into its forms the Child is ever bomn

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.

Acress 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 1n a dblind stone-grip Force worked its plan
And made in sleep this huge mechanical worid,
That Matter might grow conscious of its soul
And like a busy midwife the life-power
Deliver the zero carrier of the All

Because sternal eves turned on eacth’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 ifs stir.

A spirit dreamed in the crude cosmic whirl,
Mind flowed unknowing in the sap of hfe

And Matter’s breasts suckled the divine Jdea,
A muracle of the Absclute was born,

Infinity put on a fintte soul,

All ocean lived within a wandering drop,

A time-made body housed the Hlimitabie.

To live this Mystery out our souls came here.

A Seer within who knows the ordered plan
Concealed behind our miomentary steps,
Inspires our ascent to viewless heights
As once the abysmal leap to birth and life.
His call had reached the Traveller in Time.
Apart in an unfathomed loneliness,

He travelled in his mute ang single strength
Bearing the burden of the world’s desire.

1!
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A formless stiliness ¢zlled, a nameless Light.
Above him was the white :immobile Ray,
Around him the eternal Silences,

No term was fized to the high-pitched atiempt;
World after world disclosed ifs guarded powers,
Heaven after heaven its deep beatitudes,

But stili the irrvisible Magnet drew his soul.

A figure sole on Mature's giant stair,

He mounted towards an indiscernible end

On the bare summit of created things.

EnD or CAxTO ONE
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The Kingdom of Subtle Matter

In the impalpable field of secret self,

This hitle cuter being’s vast support

Parted from vision by garth’s solid fence,

He came into a magic crystai air

And found a life that lived not by the flesh,

A light that made visible immaterial things.

A fine degree in wonder’s hierarchy,

The kingdom of subtle Matter’s faery craft
Qutlined against a sky of vivid hues,

Leaping out of a splendour-trance and haze,
The wizard revelation of its front.

A world of lovelier forms lies near to ours,
Where, undisguised by earth’s deforming sight,
All shapes are beautiful and all things true.

In that lucent ambiance mystically clear

The eves were doors to a celestial sense,
Hearing was music and the touch a charm
And the heart drew a deeper breath of power.
There dwell earth-nature™s shining origins.
The perfect plans on which she moulds her works,
The distant outcomes of her travailing force
Repose in a framework of established fate.
Attemnpted vainly now or won in vain,
Already were mapped and scheduled there the time
And the figure of her future sovereignties

[n the sumptuous lincaments traced by desire.
The golden issue of mind’s labyrinth plots,
The riches unfound or still uncaught by our lives
Unsullied by the attaint of mortal thought
Abide in that pellueid aitmosphere.

Qur vague beginnings are overtaken there,
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Our middle terms sketched out in prescient lines,
Qnrr finished ends anticipated Jive,

This brilliant reof of our descending plane,
Intercepting the free boon of heaven’s air,
Admits small inrushes of a migaty breath

Or fragrant circuits through gold lattices;

It shields our ceiling of terrestrial mind

From deathless suns and the streaming of God's rain,
Yet canalises a strange irised glow,

And bright dews drip from the Immortal’s sky.
A passage for the Powers that move our days,
Occult behind this grosser Nature's walls,

A gossamer marriage-hall of Ming with Form

Is hidden by a tapastry of dreams;

Heaven’s meanings steal through it as through a veii,
Its inper sight sustains this outer scene,

A finer consciousness with happier lines,

It has a tact our touch canaot atiain,

A purity of sense we never feel;

Its intercession with the eternal Ray

Inspires our transient earth’s briefived attempis
At beauty and the perfect shape of things.

In rooms of the young divinity of power

And early play of the eternal Child _

The embodiments of his outwinging thoughts
Laved in a bright everlasting wonder’s tints

And lulied by whispers of that lucid air

Take dream-hued rest like birds on tirneless trees
Before they dive to float on earth-fime’s sea.

All that here seems has lovelier semblance there,
Whatever our hearts conceive, our heads create,
Some high original heaunty forfeiting,

Thence exiled here consents to an garthly tinge.
Whatever is here of visible ckarm and grace
Finds there its faultless and immorial lipes;

All that is beautiful here is there divine.
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Figures are there undreamed by mortal mind:
Bodies that have no earthly counterpart

Traverse the inner eye's illumined tzance

And ravish the heart with their celestial tread
Persuading heaven to inhabit that wonder sphere.
The futore’s marvels wander in its gulfs;

Things old and new are fashioned in those depths:

A carnival of beauty crowds the heights

In that magic kingdom of ideal sight.

ir. its antechambers of splendid privacy

Matter and soul in conscions union meet

Like lovers in a lonely secret place:

In the clasp of a passion not vet unfortunate
They join their strength and sweetness and delight
And mingling make the high and low wotlds one.
Intruder from the formless Infinite

Daring to break into the Inconscient’s reign,

The spirit’s leap towards body touches ground.
As yet unwrapped in earthly lineaments,

Already it wears outlasting death and birth,
Convincing the abyss by heavenly form,

A covering of its immortality

Alive to the lustre of the wearer's rank,

Fit to endure the rub of Change and Time.

A tissue mixed of the soul’s radiant light

And Matter's substance of sign-burdened Force, —

Imagined vainly in our mind’s thin air

An gbstract phantasm mould of mental make, —
It feels what earthly bodies cannot feel

And is more real than this grosser frame.

After the falling of mortality’s cloak

Lightened is its weight to heighten its ascent;
Refined to the touch of finer environments

It drops old patterned palls of denser stuff,
Cancels the grip of earth’s descending pull

And bears the soul from world to higher world,
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Till in the naked ether of the peaks

The spirit simplicity alone 18 left,

The eteranal being's fivst transparent robe.

But when i must coroe back to its mortal load
And the hard ensemble of earth’s experience,
Then its return resumes that heavier dress.

For long befors earth’s solid vest was forged

By the technigue of the atomic Void,

A Tucent enveiope of self-disguise

Was woven round the secret spirit io things.

The subtle realms from those bright sheaths are made.
This wonder-world with all its radiant boon

Of vision and inviolate happiness,

Only for expression cares and perfect form;

Fair on its peaks, it has dangerous nether planes;
Its Tight draws towards the verge of Nature's lapse;
[t lends beauty to the terror of the gulfs

And fascinating eves to perilous Gods,

fovests with grace the demon and the snake.

Its {rance imposes earth’s inconscience,
Immortal it weaves for us death’s sombre rabe
And authorises our mortality.

This medinm serves a greater Consciousness: .
A vessel of its concealed autocracy,

It is the subtle ground of Matter's worlds,

It is the imnutable in their mutable forms,

In the folds of its creative memory

It guards the deathless type of perishing things:
Its lowered potencies found our fallen strengths;
Its thought invents our reasoned ignorance:

Its sense fathers our body’s reflexes.

Our secret breath of untried mightier force,

The lurking sun of an instant’s inner sight,

His fine suggestions are a covert fount

For our iridescent rich, imaginings

Touching things common with transfiguring hues



Savitri - Bock Two - Cante Two 107

Till even eatth’s mud grows rich and warm with the skies
And a glory gleams from the soul's decadence.

Tis knowledge is our error’s starting-point;

Its beauty dons our mud-mask ugliness,

Tis artist good begins our evil's tale,

A heaven of creative truths above,

A cosimos of harmonious dreams between,

A chaos of dissclving forms below,

It phinges lost 1n our inconscient base.

Qut of its fall our denser Matter came.

Thus taken was God’s plunge inte the Night.
This fallenr world became 2 nurse of souls
Inhabited by concealed divimty,

A Being woke and lived in the meaningless void,
A world~wide Nesclence strove towards life and thought,
A Consciousness plucked out from mindless sleep.
All here is driven by an insentieat will,

Thus fallen, mconscient, frustrate, dense, inert,
Sunk into inanimate and torpid drowse

Earth lay, a drudge of sleep, forced to create

By a subconscient yearning memory

Left from a happiness desd before she was born,
An alien wonder on her senseless breast.

This mire must harbour the orchid and the rose,
From her blind unwilling substance muist emerge
A beauty that belongs to happier spheres.

This is the destiny bequeathed to her,

As if a slain god left a golden trust

To a blind force and an imprisoned soul.

An immortal godhead’s perishable parts

She must reconstitute from fragments lost,
Re-word from a document complete ¢lsewhere
Her doubtful title to her divine Name,

A residue her sole inheritance,

All things she carries in her shapeless dust.
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Her giant energy tied to peity forms

[n the slow tentative motion of her power
With only frail blunt instrumesnts for use,

She has accepted as her nature’s need

And given to man as his stupendous work

A labour to the gods impossible,

A life living hardly in a field of death

Its portion claims of immortality;

A bruic half-conscious body serves as means
A mind that must recover a knowledge lost
Held in stone-grip by the world’s inconscience,
And wearing still these countiess knots of Law
A spint bound stand up as Nature's king,

A mighty kinship is this daring’s cause,
All we attempt 1 this imperfect worldg,
Looks forward or looks back bevond Time’s glos
To its pure idea and firm nviclate type
In an absolute creation’s fawless skill.
To seize the absolute in shapes that pass,
To feel the eternal’s touch in ime-made things,
This is the faw of all perfecticn here.
A fragment here 1s caught of heaven’s design;
Else could we never hope for greater life
And ecstasy and glory could not be.
Even in the littleness of our mortal state,
Even in this prison-house of outer form,
A briiliant passage for the infallible Flame
[s driven through gross walls of nerve and brain,
A Splendour presses or 2 Power breaks through,
Farth’s great dull barrier is removed awhile,
The inconscient seal is lifted from oor eves
And we grow vessels of creative might.
The enthusiasm of a divine surprise
Pervades our life, & mvstic stir 1s feft,
A joyfu] anguish trembles in oug limbs;



Savitrl - Book Two -~ Cante Two

A dream of beauty dances through ihe heart,
A thought from the etemal Mind draws near,
Intimations cast from the Invisible

Awaking from Infinity’s sleep come down,
Symbols of That which never yet was made.
But soon the ineri fiesh responds no more,
Then sinks the sacred orgy of delight,

The blaze of passion and the tide of power
Are taken from us and, though a glowing form
Abides astonishing earth, imagined supreme,
Too little of what was meant has left 2 trace.
Earth’s eyes half see, her forces half create;
Her rarest works are copies of heaven'’s art.

A radjance of a golden artifice,

A masterpiece of inspired device and rule,

Her forms hide what they house and only mime
The unseized miracle of self-born shapes

That hve for ever in the Eternal’s gaze.

Here in a difficult half-finished world

Is a slow toiling of unconscions Powers;

Here is man’s ignorant divining ming,

His genius born from an inconscient scil.

To copy on earth’s copies is his art.

For when he strives for things surpassing earth,
Too rude the workman’s tools, too crude his stuff,
And hardly with his heart’s blood he achieves
His transient house of the divine Idea,

His figure of a Time-inn for the Unborn,

Qur being thrills with high far memortes

And would bring down their dateless meanings here,
But, too divine for earthly Nature's scheme,
Beyond our reach the sternal marvels blaze.
Absolute they dwell, unborn, immuiable,
Immacutate in the Spirit’s deathiess air,
Immortal in a world of motionfess Time

And an unchanging muse of deep self-space.
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Only when we have climbed above ourselves,
A line of the Transcendent meets our road
And joins us to the timeless and the true;

[£ brings to us the inevitabls word,

The godlike act, the thoughts that never die.

A ripple of light and glory wraps the brain,
And travelling down the moment’s vanishing route
The figures of eternity arrive.

As the mind's visitors or the heart’s guests
They espouse our morial brevity awhile,

Or seldom in some rare delivering glimpse

Are caught by our vision’s delicate surmise.
Although beginnings only and first attempts,
These glimmerings peint to the secret of our birth
And the hidden miracle of our destiny.

What we are there and here on earth shall be
Is imaged in a contact and a call,

As vet earth’s imperfection is our sphere,

Our nature’s plass shows not our real self;
That greatness still abides held back within,
Earth’s doubting future hides our heritage:
The Light now distant shall grow native here,
The Strength that visits us our comrade power;
The Ineffabie shall find a secret voice,

The Imperishable burn through Matter's screen
Making this mortal body godhead’s robe.

The Spirit’s greatness is our timeless source
And 1t shall be our crown in endless Time.

A vast Unknown is round us and within;

All things are wrapped in the dynamic One:

A subtle link of union joins all life,

Thus all creation is a single chain:

We are not left alone in a closed scheme
Between a driving of inconscient Fores

And an incommunicable Absolute.

Onr life is a spur in a sublime soul-range,
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Our being looks beyond its walls of mind

And it communicates with greater worlds:
There are brighter earths and wider heavens than ours.
There are realms where Being broods in its own depths;
It feels in its immense dynamic core

{ts nameless, unformed, unborn potencies

Cry for expression in the unshaped Vast:
TIneffable beyond Ignorance apd death,

The images of its ever-living Truth

Look out from a chamber of its self-rapt soul:
As if to its own inner witness gaze

The Spirit holds up its mirrored self and works,
The power and passion of its timeless heart,
The figures of its farmiess ecstasy,

The grandeurs of its multitudinous might.
Thence comes the mystic substance of our souls
Into the prodigy of our nature's birth,

There is the unfallen height of zll we are

And dateless fount of ail we hope to be.

On every plane the hierafic Power,

Initiate of the unspoken verities,

Dreams to transcribe and make a part of life

In its own native style and living tongue

Some trait of the perfection of the Unborn,
Some vision seen 1 the omniscient Light,

Some far tune of the immortal rhapsodist Yoice,
Some rapture of the all-creating Bhiss,

Some form and plan of the Beauty unutterabie.
Worlds are there nearer fo those absolute realms,
Where the response to Truth is swift and sure
And spirit is not hampered by its frame

And hearts by sharp division seized and rent
And delight and beauty are inhabitants

And love and sweetness are the faw of life.

A finer substance in a subtier mould

Embodies the divinity earth but dreams;
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Its strength can overake joy’s running feet;
Overieaping the fixed hurdles set by Time,

The rapid net of an Intuitive clasp

Captures the fogitive happiness we desire.

A Nature lifted by a larger breath,

Plastic and passive to the all-shaping Fire,
Answers the flaming Godhead’s casval touch:
Immune from our inertia of response

it hears the word to which our hearts are deaf,
Adopts the seeing of immortal eyes

And, traveller on the roads of line and hue,
Pursues the spirit of beauty to its home,

Thus we draw near o the AB-Wonderfid
Following hus rapture in things as sign and guide;

Beauty 1s his footprint showing us where he has passed,

Love 1s his heartbeat’s thythm in mortal breasts,
Happiness the smile on his adorable face,

A communion of spiritual entitics,

A genius of creative Immanence,

Makes all creation deeply intimate:

A fourth dimension of aesthetic sense

Where zll Is in ourselves, curselves in all,

To the ¢cosmic wideness re-aligns our souls,

A kindling rapture joins the seer and seen;
The craftsman and the craft grown inly one
Achieve perfection by the magic throb

And passion of their close identity.

All that we slowly piece from gathered parts,
Or by long labour stumblingly evolve,

Is there self-born by its eternal right,

In us too the intaitive Fire can burn:

An agent Light, it is coiled in our folded hearts
On the celestial levels is its home:
Descending, it can bring those heavens here,
But rarely burns the flame nor burns for long,
The joy it calls from those diviner heights

L]
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Brings brief magnificent reminiscences

And high splendid glimpses of interpreting thought,

But not the utter vision and delight.

A veil is kept, something is siill held back,
Lest, captives of the beauty and the joy,
Gur souls forget to the Highest to aspire.

In that fair subtle realm behind our own
The form is all and physical gods are kings.
The inspiring Light plays in fine boundaries;
A faulticss beanty comes by Nature’s grace;
There liberty is perfection’s guarantee:
Although the absolute Image lacks, the Word
[ncarnate, the sheer spiritual cestasy,

All is a miracle of symmetric charm,

A Fantasy of perfect line and rule.

There all feel satisfled in themselves and whole,
A rich completeness is by limit made,

Marvel in an viter Littleness abounds,

An mntricate rapture riots int 2 small space:
Each rhythm-is kin to its environment,

Each line is perfect and inevitable,

Each object Taultlessly built for charm and use.
All is enamoured of its own delight,

Intact it lives of its perfection sore

In a heaven-pleased self-glad immumity;
Content to be, it has need of nothing more.
Here was not futile effort’s broken heart:
Exempt from the ordeal and the test,

Empty of opposition and of pain,

Jt was a world that could not fear nor grieve.
It had no grace of error or defeat,

Tt had no room for fault, no power to fail.

Out of some packed self-bliss it drew at once
Its form-discoveries of the mute Idea

And the miracle of its rhythmic thoughts and acts,
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s clear technique of firm and rounded lives,
Iits gracious people of inanimate shapes

And glory of breathing bodies like our own.
Amazed, his senses ravished with delight,

He moved in & divine, vet kindred world
Admiring marvellous forms se near to ours
Yet perfect like the playthings of 2 ged,
Deathless in the aspect of mortality,

In their narrow and exclusive absolutes

The finite’s ranked supremacies throned abide;
It dreams not ever of what might have been;
Only in boundaries can this abselute live.

In a supremeness hound fo its own plan
Where 2ll was finished and no widths were ieft,
No space for shadows of the immeasurable,
No room for the incalealable's surpriss,

A captive of its own beauty and escstasy,

In & magic cirele wrought the enchanted Might.
The spirit stood back effaced behind its frame,
Admired for the bright finality of its lines

A blue horizon Hrzited the soul;

Thought moved in luminous facitities,

The puter ideal’s shallows its swim-range:

Life in 1ts boundanes lingerad satisfied

With the smail happiness of the body's acts.
Assigned as Force to a bound corner Mind,
Attached to the safe paucity of her room,

She did her little works and plaved and slept
And thought not of a greater work undone.
Forgetful of her viclent vast desires,

Forgetful of the heights to which she rose,

Her walk was fixed within a radiant groove.
The beautiful body of a soul af ease,

Like one who laughs in sweet and sunlit groves,
Childlike she swung in her gold cradle of joy.
The spaces’ call reached not her charmed abode,
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She had no wings for wide and dangerous flight,
She faced no peril of sky or of ahyss,

She knew ne vistas and no mighty dreams,
No yearming for her lost infinitudes,

A perfeet picture in a perfect frame,

This faery arfistry could not keep his will:
Only 2 moment’s fine release it gave;

A careless hour was spent in & stight bliss.
Quir spirit tires of being's surfaces,
Transcended is the splendour of the form;

1t turns 1o hidden powers and deeper states,
So now he looked hevond for greater light.
His soul's peak-climb abandoning in its rear
This brilliant courtyard of the House of Days,
He left that fine material Paradise.

His destiny lay beyond in larger Space.

Enp oF Canto Two
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The Glory and Fall of Life

A n uneven broad ascent now Jured his feet.
Answering a greater Nature’s troubled call

He crossed the limits of embodied Mind

And entered wide obscure disputed fields

Where all was doubt and change and nothing sure,
A world of search and toil without repose,

As one who meets the face of the Unknown,

A questioner with none to give reply,

Attracted to a problem never solved,

Always uncertain of the ground he trod,

Always drawn on to an inconstant goal

He travelled through a land peopied by doubts
In shifting confines on a quaking base.

In front he saw a boundary ever unreached

And thought himself at eaclf step nearer now, —
A far retreating horizon of mirage.

A vagrancy was there that brooked no home,

A. journey of countless paths without z close.
Nothing he found to satisfy his heart;

A tireless wandering sought and could not cease,
There life is the manifest incalculable,

A movement of unquiet seas, a long

And venturesome leap of spirit info Space,

A vexed disturbance in the eternal Calm,

An impulse and passion of the Infinite.
Assuming whatever shape her fancy wills,
Escaped from the restraint of settied forms

She hasleft the safety of the tried and known.
Unshepherded by the fear that walks through Time,
Undaunted by Fate that dogs and Chance that springs,
She accepts disaster as a common risk;
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Careless of suffering, heedless of sin and fafi,

She wrestles with danger and discovery

In the unexplored expanses of the Soul.

To he seemed only a long experiment,

The harard of a seeking ignorant Force

That tries all {ruths and, finding none suprome,
Moves on unsatisfied, unsure of its end.

As saw some Inner mied, so life was shaped:
From thought to thought she passed, from phass fo phase,
Tortured by her own powers or prond and biest,
Now master of hersell, now toy and slave,

A huge iaconsequence was her action’s law,

As if all possibility must be drained

And anguish and bliss were pastimas of the heart,
In a gallop of thunder-hooved vicissiiudes

She swept through the race-fields of Circumstance,
Or, swaying, she tossed between her beights and deeps,
Uplified or broken on Time's incessant wheei.
Amid a tedious crawl of drab desires

She writhed, a worm mid worms in Nature's mud,
Then, Titan-statured, took ali sarth for food,
Ambitioned the seas for robe, for crown the stars
And shouting strode from peak to giant peak,
Clamouring for worlds to conquer and to rule,
Then wantonly enamoured of Sorrow’s face,

She plunged into the anguish. of the depths

And, wallowing, ¢clung to her own misery.

In dolorons converse with her sguandered self

She wrote the account of all that she had lost,

Or sat with grief as with an ancient friend.

A romp of violent raptures soon was spent,

Or she lingered tied to an inadequate joy

Missing the turns of fate, missing life’s goal.

A scene was planned for all her numberless mooeds
Where each could be the law and way of life,

But none could offer a pure felicity;
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Only a flickering zest they left behind

Or the ferce Just that brings a dead fatigue.

Amid her swift untold variety

Somsthing remained dissatisfied ever the same

And in the new saw only a face of the old,

For every hour repeated all the Test

And every change prolonged the same unease.

A spirit of her self and aim unsure,

Tired scon of too much joy and happiness,

She needs the spur of pleasure and of pain

And the native taste of suffering and unrest:

She straing for an end that never can she win.

A perverse savour hannts her thirsting lips:

For the grief she weeps which came from her own choice,
For the pleasure vearns that racked with wounds her breast;
Aspiring to heaven she turns her steps towards hell.
Chance she has chosen and danger for playfeltows;
Fate’s dreadful swing she has taken for cradle and seat.
Yet pure and bright from the Timeless was her birth,
A lost world-rapture lingers in her eyes,

Her moods are facss of the Infinite:

Beauty and happiness are her native right,

And endless bliss is her eternal home.

This now revealed its antique face of jov,
A sudden disclosure to the heart of grief
Tempting it to endure and long and hope,
Even in changing worlds bereft of peace,
In an air racked with sorrow and with fear
And while his feet trod on a soil unsafe,
He saw the image of a happier state.
In an architecture of hieratic Space
Circling and mounting towards creation’s tops,
At a blue height which never was too high
For warm communion between body and soul,
As far as heaven, as near as thought and hope,
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Ghmmered the kingdom of a griefless lifa.
Above him in a new celestial vankt

Other than the heavens beheld by mortal eyes,
As on a fretied ceiling of the gods,

An archipelago of laughter and fire,

Swam stars apart in a rippled sea of sky.
Towered spirals, magic rings of vivid hue

And gleaming spheres of strange felicity

Floated through distance ke & symbo! world.
On the trouble and the toil they could not share,
On the unhappiness they could not aid,
Impervious to life’s suffering, struggle, grief,
Untarnished by its anger, gloom and hate,
Unmoved, untouched, looked down great visioned planes
Blissful for ever in their timeless right.

Absorbed in their own beauty and content,

Of their immortal gladness they hve sure,

Apart in their self-glory plunged, remote
Burning they swam in a vague incent haze,

An everfasting refuge of dream-light,

A nebula of the splendours of the gods

Made from the musings of eternity.

Almost unbelievable by human faith,

Hardly they szemed the stuff of things that are.
As through a magic television’s glass

QOutlined to some magnifving inner eye

They shone Jike images thrown from a far scene
Too high and glad for mortal lids to seize.

But near and real to the longing heart

And to the body’'s passionate thought and sense
Are the hidden kingdoms of beatitude.

In some close nnatiained realm which yet we feel,
Immune from the harsh cluteh of Death and Time,
Escaping the search of sorrow and desjre,

In bright enchanted safe periphernes

For ever wallowing in bliss they lLie.
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Tn dream and trance and muse before our eyes,

Actoss a subtle vision's inner field,

Wide rapturous landscapes flecting from the sight,

The figures of the perfect kingdom pass

And behind them leave a shining memory’s trail.

Imagined scenes or great eternal worlds,

Dream-caught or sensed, they touch our hearts with their depths;
Unreal-seeming yet more real than life,

Happier than happiness, truer than things true

e —

If dreams fhese were or captured mmages,

[

Dreas’s truth made false earfh’s vain realities.
Tn a swift eternal moment fixed there live

Or ever recafled come back to longing eyes
Calm heavens of imperishable Light,

Ilhzmined continents of violet peace,

Oceans and rivers of the mirth of God

And griefless countries under purple suns.

This, once a star of bright remote idea
Or imagination®s comet trail of dream,
Took now a close shape of reality.
The gulf between dream-truth, ezcth-fact was crossed,
The wonder-worlds of life were dreams no more;
His vision made alf they unveiled its own:
Their scenes, their happenings met his eyes and heart
And smote them with pure loveliness and biiss.
A breathless suramit region drew his gaze
Whose boundaries Jutfed into a sky of Self
And dipped towards a strange ethereal base.
The quintessence glowed of Life’s supreme defight.
On a spiritual and mysterious peak
Only 2 miracle’s high transfiguring line
Divided life from the formless Infinite
And sheltered Tiroe against eternity.
Qut of that formless stuff Time rints his shapes;
The Eternal’s quiet holds the cosmic act:
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The protean images of the World-Force

Have drawn the strength to be, the will o iast
From a deep ocean of dynamic peace.

Inverting the Spirit’s apex towards life

She spends the plastic Hberties of the One

To cast in acts the dreams of her caprice,

His wisdon’s call steadies her careless feet,

He props her dance upon a rigid base,

His timeless still immutability

Must standartdise her creation’s miracle.

Ont of the Void's unsecing energies

Inventing the scene of a concrete universe,

By his thought she has fixed its paces, in its blind acts
She sees by flashes of his all-knowing Light.

At her will the inscrutable Supermind feans down
To puide her force that feels but cannof know,
1ts breadth of power controls her restless seas
And life obeys the governing Idea

At her will, led by a luminous Immanence

The hazardous experimenting Mind

Pushes its way through obscure possibles

Mid chance formations of an unknowing world.
Our human ignorance maves towards the Truth
That Nescience may become omniscient:
Transmuted instinets shape to diving thoughts,
Thoughts house infallible immortal sight

And Nature climbs towards God's identity.
The Master of the worlds seif-made her slave

Is the executor of her fantasies:

She has canalised the seas of ommipotence;

She has limited by her laws the IHimitable.

The Immortal bound himself to do her works:
He labours at the tasks her Ignorance sets,
Hidden in the cape of our mortality.

The worlds, the forms her goddess fancy makes
Have lost their origin on unseen heights!
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Even severed, straving from their timeless source,
Even deformed, obscured, accursed and faller, —
Since even fail has its perverted joy

And nothing she leaves out that serves delight, —
Thess too can to the peaks revert or here

Cut out the sentence of the spirit’s fall,

Recover their forfeited drvnity.

At once caught in ap eternal vision's sweep

He saw her pride and splendowr of highborn zones
And her regions crouching in the nether deeps.
Above was a2 monarchy of unfallen self,

Beneath was the gloomy trance of the abyss,

A opposite pole or dim antipodes.

There were vasts of the glory of life’s absolutes:
All Taughed in a safe iImmortality

And an eterne] childhood of the soul

Before durkness came and pain and grief were bern
Where all could dare to be themselves and one
And Wisdom played in sinless innocence

With naked Freedom in Truth’s happy sun.

There were woilds of her laughter and dreadful irony,
There were fields of her faste of toil and strife and tears;
Her head lay on the breast of amorous Death,
Sieep imitated awhile extinction’s peace.

The light of God she has parted from his dark

Ta test the savour of bare opposites.

Here mingling in man’s heart their tontes and hues
Have woven his being’s mutable design,

His life a forward-rippling stream in Time,

His natore’s constant fixed mobility,

His soul a moving picture’s changeful film,

His cosmos-chaos of personality.

The grand creatrix with her cryptic touch

Has turned to pathos and power being’s self-dream,
Made & passion-play of its fathomless mystery.
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But here were worlds lifted half-way ta heaven.
The Veil was there but not the Shadowy Wall:
In forms not too remote from human grasp
Sorne passion of the inviolate purity
Broke through, a ray of the original Bliss.
Heaven’s joys might have been earth’s if earth were purs,
There could have reached our divinised sense and heart
Some natural feiicity’s bright extreme,
Some thrill of supernature’s absolutes:
Al strengths could laugh and sport on earth's hard roads
And never feel her cruel edge of pain,
All love could play and nowhere Nature’s shame,
But she has stabled her dreams in Matter's courts
And still her doors are barred to things supreme.
These worlds could feel God’s breath visiting their tops;
Some glimmer of the Transcendent’s hem was there.
Across the white aeonic silences
Immortal figures of embodied joy
Traversed wide spaces near to eternity’s sleep.
Pure mystic voices in beatitude’s hush
Appealed to Love's immaculaie sweetnesses,
Calling htis honeyed touch to thrill the worlds,
His blissful hands to seize on Nature's imbs,
His swezt intolerant might of union
To take ali beings into his saviour arras,
Drawing to his pity the rebel and the waif
To force on them the happiness they refuse.
A chant hymeneal to the unséen Divine,
A flaming rhapsody of white desire
Lured an immortal music into the heartt
And woke the slumbering ear of ecstasy.
A purer, fierier sense had there its home,
A burning urge no earthly limbs can hold.
QOne drew a large unburdened spacious breath
And the heart sped from beat to rapturous beat.
The voice of time sang of the Immortal’s jov;
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An inspiration and a lyric cry,

The moments came with ecstasy on their wings;
Beauty unimaginable moved heaven-bare
Absolved from boundaries in the vasts of dream;
The crv of the Birds of Wonder called from the skies
To the deathless people of the shores of Light,
Creation Teaped straight from the hands of God;
Marve] and rapture wandered in the ways.

Ounly to be was a supreme delight,

Life was a happy laughter of the soul

And Joy was king with Love for minister.

The spirit’s luminousness was bodied there.
Life’s contraries were lovers or natural friends
And her extremes keen edges of harmony:
Induigence with a tender purty came

And nursed the god on her maternal breast:
There none was weak, so falschood could not live;
fgnorance was a thin shade protecting light,
Imagination the free-will of Truth,

Pleasure a candidate for heaven’s fire;

The intellect was Beaufy’s worshipper,

strength was the slave of calm spiritual law,
Power laid its head upon the breasts of Bliss.
There were summit glories inconceivable,
Autonomies of wisdom’s still self-rule

And high dependencies of her virgin sun,
Hlumined theocracies of the seeing soul

Throned in the power of the Transcendent’s ray.
A vision of grandeurs, a dream of magnitudes

In sun-bright kingdoms moved with regal gait:
Assemblies, crowded senates of the gods,

Lafe’s puissances reigned on seats of marble will,
High dominations and autocracies

And lavrelled strengths and armed imperative mights.
All objects there were great and beautiful,

All beings wore a royal stamp of power,
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There sat the oligarchies of natural Law,

Proud violent heads served one calm monarch brow:
All the soul’s postures donnad divinity.

There met the ardent mutual infimacias

Of mastery’s joy and the joy of serviiude
Imposed by Love on Love’s heart that obays
And Love’s body held beneath 3 rapturons yoke.
All was a game of meeting kinglinesses.

For worship lifts the worshipper’s bowed strengih
Close to the god’s pnde and bliss s soul adores:
The ruler there is ong with all he roles:

To him who serves with a fres equal heart
Obedience is his princely training’s school,

His nobility’s coronet and privilege,

His faith 1s a high nature’s idiom,

His service a spiritual sovereignty.

There were realms where Knowledpe joined creative Power
In her high home and made her all his own:

The grand Tlluminate seized her gleaming hmbs
And filled them with the passion of kis ray

Tl all her body was its transparent house

And all her soul a counterpart of his soal.
Apotheosised, transfigured by wisdom's touch,
Her days became a luminous sacrifice;

An Immortal moth in happy and endless fire,

She burned in his sweet intolerable blaze.

A captive Life wedded her congueror.

In his wide'sky she built her world anew;

She gave to mind’s calm pace the motor’s speed,
To thinking a need to live what the soul saw,

To living an impetns to know and see,

His sptendour grasped her, her puissance to him clung;
She crowned the Idea a king in purple robes,

Put her magic serpent sceptre in Thought’s grip,
Made forms his inward vision’s rhythmic shapes
And her acts the living body of his will.
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A flaming thunder, a creator flash,

His victor Light rode on her deathless Force:

A centaur’s mighty pallop bore the god.

Life throned with mind, a double majesty.

Waorlds were there of a happiness great and grave
And action tinged with dream, laughter with thouglht,
And passion there could wait for its desire

ntil it heard the near appreach of God.

Worlds were there of a childlike mirth and joy;
A carefree youthfulness of mind and heart

Found in the body a heavenly instrument;

it 1it an aureate halo round desire

And freed the deified animal in the limbs

To divine gambols of love and beauty and bliss.
On a radiant soil that gazed at heaven’s smile

A swift life-impulse stinted not nor stopped:

it knew not how to tlire; happy were its tears,
There work was play and play the only work,

The tasks of heaven a game of godlike might:

A celestial bacchanal for ever pure,

Unstayed by faintness as in mortal frames

Life was an eternity of rapture’s moods:

Age never came, care never lined the face.
Imposing on the safety of the stars

A race and langhter of immortal strengths,

The nude God-children in their play-fields ran
Smiting the winds with splendour and with speed;
Of storm and sun they made companions,
Sported with the white mane of tossing seas,

Stew distance trampled to death under their wheels
And wrestled in the arenas of their force.
Imperious in their radiance like the suns

They kindled heaven with the glory of their Timbs
Flung like a divine largesse to the world.

A spell to force ihe heart to stark delight,

They carried the pride and mastery of their charm
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As if Life’s banner on the roads of Space.
ideas were luminous comrades of the soui:
Mind played with speech, cast javelins of thought
But needed not these instruments’ toil to know;
Knowledge was Nature's pastime like the rest.
[nvestitured with the fresh heart’s bright ray,
An early God-iustinet’s child inheritors,
Tenanis of the perperaity of Time

Still thrilling with the first creation’s bliss,

They steeped existence in their youth of soul,
An exquisite and vehement tyranny,

The strong compulsion of their will to joy

a1

Poured smifing streams of happiness through the world,

There reigned a breath of high immune content,
A fortunate gait of days in tranguil air,

A flood of untversal love and peace,

A sovereignty of tireless sweetnass lived

Like a song of pleasure on the lips of Time.

A larpe spontaneous order freed the will,

A sun-frank winging of the soul to bliss,

The breadth and greatness of the unfettered act
And the swift fire-heart’s golden liberty.

There was no falschood of soul-severance,
There came no crookedness of thousht or word
To rob creation of its native truth;

All was sincerity and natural force,

There freedom was sole rule and highest law.
In a happy series climbed or plunged these worlds:
In realms of curious beauty and surprise,

In fields of grandeur and of titan power,

Life played at ease with her immense desires,

A thousand Edens she could build nor pause;
No bound was set to her greatness and to her grace
And to her heavenly variety.

Awake with a cry and stir of numberless souis,
Arisen from the breast of some deep Infinite,
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Smiling like a new-born child at love and hope,
in her nature housing the Immortal’s power,
in her bosom bearing the eternal Will,

No guide she needed but her luminous heart:
No fall debased the godhead of her steps,

Mo alien Night had come to blind her eves.
There was no use for grudging ring or fence;
Bach act was a perfection and a joy.
Abandoned to her rapid fancy’s moods

And the rich coloured riot of her mind,

Initizte of divine and mighty dreams,

Magician builder of unnumbered forms
Exploring the measures of the rhythms of God,
At will she wove her wizard wonder-dance,

A Dienysian goddess of delight,

A Bacchant of creative ecstasy,

This world of biiss he saw and felt its call,
But found no way to enter into its joy;
Across the conscious goif there was no bridge.
A darker air encircled stifl his soul
Tied to an timage of unquiat life,
In spite of yearning mind and longing sense,
Te a sad Thought by grey experience formed

And a vision dimmed by care and sortow and sleep

All this seemed only a bright desirable dream
Conceived in a longing distance by the heart
Of one who walks in the shadow of earth-pain.
Although he once had felt the Eternal’s clasp,
Too near to suffering worlds his pature hived,
And where he stood were entrances of Night.
Hardly, too close besei by the world’s care,

Can the dense mould in which we have been made

Return sheer joy 1o jov, pure light fo light,
For its tormented will to think and live
First to a mingled pain and pleasure woke
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And siil it keeps the habit of its birth:

A dire duality is our way to be.

In the crude beginnings of this mortal world
Lifs was not nor mind’s piay nor heart's desire.
When earth was built in the unconscions ¥Yoid
And nothing was save a material scene,
Identified with sca and sky and stone

Her young gods yeamed for the telease of souls
Asleep Tn objects, vague, inanimate,

In that desolate grandeur, in that beauty bare,
in the deaf stiliness, mid the unheeded sounds,
Heavy was the vizcommunicated load

Of Godhead in a workd that had no needs;

For nons was thers to feel or to receive.

This solid mass which brooked ne throb of sense
Could not contain their vast creative urge:
Immersed no more in Matter’s harmony,

The Spirit lost its statuesque repose.

In the uncaring trance it groped for sight,
Passioned for the movements of a conscious heart,
Famishing for speech and thought and joy and love,
In the dumb insensiiive wheeling day and night
Huzngered for the beat of yearning and response,
The poised inconscience shaken with a touch,
The intuitive silence trembling with a name,
They cried to Life to invade the senseless mould
And in brate forms awake divipity.

A voice was heard on the munte rolling globe,

A murmur moaned in the unlistening Void.

A being seemed to breathe where once was none:
Something pafit up in dead insentient depths,
Denied conscious existence, lost to Joy,

Turned as if one asleep since dateless time.
Aware of its own buried reality,

Remembering its forgotten self and right,

It yearned to know, to aspire, to enjoy, to live.
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Life heard the cafl ang left her native light.
Overflowing from her bright magnificent plane

On the rigid coil and sprawl of mortal space,

Here too the gracious great-wingsd Anget poursd
Her splendour and her sweetness and her biiss,
Hoping to fill a fair new world with 1oy,

As comeas 2 goddess to a mortal’s breast

And flls his days with her celestial clasp,

She stooped to make her home in transient shapes;
In Matter’s womb she cast the Immortal’s fire,

In the unfeeling Vast woke thought and hope,
Smote with her charm and beaunty flesh and nerve
And forced delight on carth’s insensible frame.
Alive ard clad with trees and herbs and flowers
Earth’s great brown body amiled towards the skies,
Awure replied to azure in the sea’s [augh,

New sentient creatures filled the nnseen depths,
Life’s glory and swiftaess raa in the beauty of beasts,
Man dared and thought and met with his soul the world.
But while the magic breath was on its way,

Before her gifts could reach our prisoned hearts,

A dark ambiguous Presence questioned all.

The secret Will that robes itself with Night

And offers to spirit the ordeal of the flesh,

Imposed 4 mystic mask of death and pain.

Interned now in the slow and suffering years
Sejourns the winged and wonderful wayfarer

And can no more recall ker happier state,

But must obey the inert Inconscient™s law,
Insensible foundation of a world

In whick blind limits are on beauty laid

And sorrow and joy as struggling comrades live,

A dim and dreadful muteness fell on her:
Abolished was her subtle mighty spirit

And slain her boon of child-god happiness,

And all her glory into Littleness turned
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And all her sweetness into a maivsed desire.

To feed death with her works is here life's doom.
So veiled was her immortality that she seemed,
inflicting consciousness en npconscious things,
An episode in an eternal death,

A myth of being that must for ever cease.

Such was the ovil myvstery of her change.

Enn or Cavto THREE
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The Kingdoms of the Little Lafe

A quivering trepidant uncertain world

Born from that dolorous meeting and eclipse
Appeared in the emptiness where her feet had trod,
A quick obscurity, a seeking stir.

There was a writhing of half-conscious force
Hardly awakened from inconscient sleep

And tied to an instinct-driven [gnorance,

To find itself and find its hold cn things,

nheritor of poverty and loss,

Assailed by memories that fled when seized, -
Haunted by a forgotien uplitting hope,

It strove with a blindness as of groping hands

To filt the aching and disastrous gap

Between earth-pain and the bliss from which Life feli.
A world that ever secks for something missed,
Hunting for a joy that carth has failed to keep,
Too near to our gates ifs unappeased unrest

For peace Lo Jive on the inert sokid globe.

It has joined its hunger 1o the hunger of earth,

it has given the law of craving to our lives,

It has made our spirit's nieed a fathomless gulf,

An Influence entered mortal night and day,

A shadow overcast the time-born race:

In the troubled stream where leaps a blind heart-pulse
And the nerve-beat of feeling wakes in sense
Dividing Matter's sleep from conscious Mind,
There strayed 2 call that knew not why it came.

A Power bevond carth’s scope has touched the earth;
The repose that might have been can be no more:
A formless yearning passions in man’s heart,

A cry is in his blood for happier things:
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Else could hs roam on a free sunlit 56i}

With the childlike pain-forgetting mind of beasts
Or live happy, wimoved, like flowers and trees.
The Might that came upon the earth to bless

Has stayed on earth fo suffer and aspire.

The infant laugh that rang through time is hushed:
Man’s natural jov of life is overcast

And sorrow is his nurse of destiny.

The animal’s thoughtless joy is left behind,

Carg and refisction burden hus daily walk:

He has risen to greatness and to discontent,

He is awzke to the Invisible.

Insatiate seeker, he has all te learn;

He has exhausied now life’s surface acts,

His being’s hidden realms remain to exploie.

He becomes a miind, he becomes 2 spirit and self]
In his fragile tenemeant he grows Nafure'’s lord.

In him Matter wakes from its long obscure trance,
In him earth feels the Godhead drawing near.

An eyeless Power that sees no more its aim,

A restless hungry energy of Will,

Life cast her seed in the body's indolent mould;
It woke from happy torpor a blind Force
Compelling it to sense and seek and feel.

In the enormous labour of the Voud

Perturbing with her dreams the vast routine

And dead roll of & slumbering universe

The mighty prisoner struggled for release.

Alive with her yearning woke the inert cell,

In the heart she kindled a fire of passion and need,
Amid the deep calm of inanimate things

Arose her great voice of toil and prayer and strife.
A groping consciousness in a voiceless world,

A guideless sense was given her for her road;
Thought was withheld and nothing now she knew
But all the unknown was hers to feal and clasp.

i33



Savityi - Book Two - Canro Four 134

Obeying the push of unborn things towards birth
Out of ker seal of insentient iife she broke:

In her substance of unthinking mute soul-strength
That cannot utter what jts depths divine,

Awoke a blind necessity to know.

The chain that bound her she made her instrument;
Instinct was hers, the chrysalis of Truth,

And effort and growth and striving nescience.
Inflicting on the body desire and hope,

[mposing on inconscience consciousness

She brought into Matter's dull tenacity

Her anguished claim to her lost sovereign right,
Her tireless search, her vexed uneasy heart,

Her wandering unsure steps, her cry for change.
Adorer of 2 joy without a same,

In her obscure cathedral of delight

To dim dwarf gods she offers secret rites.

But vain unending is the sacrifice,

The priest an ignorant mage who only makes
Futile nustations in the altar’s plan

And casts blind hopes into a powerless flame.

A burden of transient gains weighs down her steps
And hardly under that load can she advance;

But the hours cry to her, she travels an

Passing from thought to thought, from want to want;
Her greatest progress is a deepened need.

Matter dissatisfies, she turns to Mind;

She conguers carth, her field, then claims the heavens.
Insensible, breaking the work she has done

The stumb{ing apes over her labour pass,

And still no great transforming light came down
And no revealing rapture touched her fall.

Only a glimmer sometimes splits mind’s sky
Fustifving the ambiguous providence

That makes of night & path to unknown dawns

Or a dark clue to some diviner state,
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In Nescience began her mighty task,

[n [gnorance she pursues the unfimished work;

For Knowledge gropes, but meets not Wisdoin’s face.
Ascending slowly with unconscious steps,

A foundiing of the gods she wanders here

Like a child-sout feft near the gates of Hell
Fumbling through fog in search of Paradise.

in this siow ascension he must follow her pace
Even from her faint and dim subconscious start:
S0 only can earth’s last salvation come.
For s0 only could he know the ebscure cause
Of all that holds us back and baffles God
In the jajl-delivery of the imprisoned soul.
Along swift paths of fall through dangerous gates
He chanced into a grey obscurity
Teeming with instincts from the mindless gulfs
That pushed to wear a form and win a place.
Life here was intimate with Death and Night
And ate Death’s food that she might breathe awhile;
She was their inmate and adopted waif.
Accepting subconscience, in dumb darkness” reign
A sojourner, she hoped not any more.
Thers far away from Truth and luminous thought
He saw the original seat, the separats birth
Of the dethroned, deformed and suffering Power,
An unhappy face of falsity made true,
A contradiction of our divine birth,
Indifferent to beauty and to hght,
Parading she flaumted her animat disgrace
Unhelped by camouflage, brutal and bare,
An authentic image recognised and signed
Of her outcast force exiled from heaven and hope,
Fallen, glorying in the vileness of her state,
The grovel of a strength once haif divine,
The graceless squalor of her beast desires,
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The staring visage of her ignorance,

The naked body of her poverty.

Here first she crawled out from her cabin of mud

Where she had lain inconscient, rigid, mute:

its narrowness and torpor held her still,

A darkness clung {o her uneffaced by Light.

There neared no touch redesming from ahove:

The upward look was atien to her sight,

Forgotten the fearless godhead of her walk;

Rencunced was the plory and felicity,

The adventure in the dangerons fields of Time;

Hardly sne availed, wallowing, to bear and live.
A wide unquiet mist of seeking space,

A rayless region swallowed in vague swathes,

That seemed, unnamed, unbodied and unhoused,

A swaddled visionless and formiess mind,

Asked for 2 body to translafe its soul.

Its praver denied, it fumbled after thought.

As yet not powered to think, hardly to live,

It opened inte a weird and pigmy world

Where this unhappy magic had its source.

On dim confines where Life and Matter meet

He wandered among things half-seen, half-guessed

Pursued by ungrasped beginnings and lost ends.

There life was born but died before it could live.

There was no solid ground, no constant drift;

Only some flame of mindless Will had power.

Himself was dim to himself, half-feilt, obscure,

As1fin a struggle of the Void to be,

In strange domains where all was living scnse

But mastering thought was not nor cause nor rule,

Only a crode child-heart cried for toys of bliss,

Mind flickered, a disordered infant-glow,

And random shapeless energizs drove towards form

Aud took each wisp-fire for a guiding sun.

This blindfold force could place no thinking step;

]
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Asking for light she followed darkness’ clue.

An mconscient Power groped towards consciousness,
Matter smitten by Matter glimmered to sense,
Blind contacts, slow reactions beat out sparks

Of instinct from a cloaked subliminal bed,
sensaiions crowded, dumb substitutes for thought,
Perception answered Nature’s waking blows

But still was a mechanical response,

A jerk, a leap, a starf in Natwre’s dream,

And rude unchastened impulses jostling ran
Heedless of every motion but their own

And, darkling, clashed with darker than themselves,
Free in a world of settled anarchy.

The need to exist, the instingt to survive

Engrossed the fense precarious moment's will

And an unseeing desire felt out for food.

The gusts of Nature were the only law,

Force wrestled with force but no result remained:
Only were achieved a nascient grasp aad drive

And feelings and instincts knowing not their source,
Sense-pleasures and sense-pangs soon caught, soon lost,
And the brute motion of unthinking lives.

[t was a vain unnecessary world

‘Whose will to be brought poor and sad results

And meaningless suftering and a grey unease.
Nothing seemed worth the [abour to become.

But judged not so his spirit's wakened eye.
As shines a solitary witness star
That burns apart, Light's lopely sentinel,
In the drift and teeming of a mindless Night,
A single thinker in an aimnless world
Awailing some tremendous dawn of God,
He saw the purpose in the works of Time.
Even in that aimlessness a work was done
Pregnant with magic will and change divine.
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The first writhings of the cosmic scrpent Force
Uncoiled from the mystic ring of Matter's trance;
It raised its head in the warm air of life.

It could not cast off yet Night's stiffening sleep
Or wear as vet mind's wonder-flecks and strezks,
Put on its jewelled hood the crown of soul

Or stand erect in the blaze of spirit’s sumn.

As vet were only seen foulness and force,

The secret crawl of consciousness to light
Through a fertile slime of lust and battening sense,
Beneath the hody's crust of thickened self

A iardy fervent werking in the dark,

The fturbid veast of Nature’s passionate change,
Ferment of the soul’s creation out of mire.

A heavenly process donned this grey disguise,

A fallen ignorance in its covert night

Laboured to achieve its dumb unseemly work,

A camouflage of the Inconscient’s need

To release the glory of God in Nature’s mud,

His sight, spiritual in embodying orbs,

Couid pierce through the grey phosphorescent haze
And scan the secrets of the shifting flux

That animates these mute and solid cells

And feads the thought and loaging of the flesh
And the keen lust and hunger of its will,

This too he tracked along its hidden stream

And traced its aets to a miraculous fount.

A mystic Presence none can probe nor rule,
Creator of this game of ray and shade

In this sweet and bitter paradoxieal life,

Asks from the body the soul’s intimacies

And by the swift vibration of a nerve

Links its mechanic throbs to light and love.

1t summons the spirit's sleeping memories

Up {from subconscient depths beneath Time’s foam:
Oblivicus of their flame of happy truth,
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Arriving with heavy cyes that hardly see,

They come disguised as feelings and desires,

Like weeds upon the surface float awhile

And rise and sink on 2 somnambulist tide.

Impure, degraded though her motions are,

Always a heaven-truth broods in life’s decps:

In our obscurest members burns that fire.

A touch of God’s rapture in creation’s acts,

A lost remembrance of felicity

Lurks still in the dumb roots of death and birth,
The world’s scnseless beauty mirrors God’s delight.
That rapture’s smile i3 secret everywhere;

It flows in the wind’s breath, in the tree’s sap,

[ts bued magnificence blooms in leaves znd flowers.
When life broke throngh its half-drowse in the plant
That feels and suffers but cannot move or cry,

In beast and in winged bird and thinking man

It made of the heart’s rhythm s music’s beat;

It forced the unconscious tissues to awake

And ask for happiness and earn the pang

And thrill with pleasure and laughter of brief delight,
And quiver with pain and crave for ecstasy,
Imperative, voiceless, ili-understood,

Too far from light, too close to being’s core,

Born strangely in Time from the eternal Bliss,

It presses on heart's core and vibrant nerve;

Its sharp self-seeking tears our consciousness;

Qur pain and pleasure have that sting for cause;
Instinet with it, but blind to its true joy

The soul’s desire leaps out towards passing things.
All Nature's Jonging drive none can resist,

Comes surging through the bloed and quickened sense;
An ecstasy of the infinite is her cause.

It turns in us to finite loves and lusts,

The wil] to conquer and have, to seize and keep,

To enlarge life’s room and scope and pleasure’s range,

i3G
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To battle and overcome and make one’s own,
The hope to mix one’s joy with others’ joy,
A yearning to possess and be possessed,
To enjoy and be enjoyed, to feel, to live.
Here was its early brief attempt Lo be,
Its rapid end of momentary delight
Whase stamp of failure haunts all ignorant hife.
Inflicting still its habit on the cells
The phantom of a dark and evil start
Ghostlike pursues all that we dream and do.
Although on earth are firm established lives,
A working of habit or 2 sense of law,
A steady repetition 1n the flux,
Yet are its roots of will ever the same;
These passions are the stuff of which we are made.
This was the first cry of the awaking world.
It ¢hings around us stll and clamps the god.
Even when reason is born and soul takes form,
In beast and reptile and in thinking man
It lasts and is the fount of all their life.
This t00 was needed that breath and living might be.
The spirit in a finite ignorant workd
Must rescue so iis prisoned consciousness
Forced out in little jets at quivering points
From the Inconscient’s sealed infinitude.
Then slowly it gathers mass, looks up at Light.
This Nature lives tied to her origin,
A cluich of nether force is on her still;
Ot of unconscicus depths her instinets leap;
A neighbeur is her life to insentient Noupht.
Under this law an ignorant world was made.

In the enigma of the darkened Vasts,
En the passion and selfuloss of the Infinite
When all was plunged in the negating Void,
Non-Being's night could never have been saved
If Being had not plunged into the dark
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Carrving with it 1ts triple mystic cross.

Invoking in world-time the timeless truth,

Bliss changed to sorrow, knowledge made ignorant,
God's foree turned inlo a child’s helplessness
{an bring down heaven by their sacnfice.

A contradiction founds the base of life:

The eternal, the divine Reality

Has faced itself with its own contraries;

Being became the Void and Conscious-Force
Nescience and walk of a blind Energy

And Ecstasy took the figure of world-pain.

In a mysterious dispensation’s law

A Wisdom that prepares iis far-off ends

Planned 50 to start her slow aconic game.

A blindfold search and wrestle and fumbling clasp
Of a half-seen Mature and a hidden Soui,

A game of hide and seek in twilit rooms,

A play of love and hate and fear and hope
Continues in the nursery of mind

Its hard and heavy romyp of seli-born twias.

At last the struggling Energy can emerge

And meet the voiceless Being in wider fields:
Then can they see and speak and, breast to breast,
In a larger conscicusness, a clearer light,

The Two embrace and strive aud each know each
Regarding closer now the playmate’s face.

Even in these formless coilings he could feel
Matter's response to an infant stir of soul.

[n Nature he saw the mighty Spixit concealed,
Watched the weak birth of a tremendous Force,
Pursued the niddle of Godhead’s tentative pace,
Heard the faint thythms of a great unborn Muse,

Then came a fierier breath of waking life,

And there arose from the dim gulf of things
The strange creations of a thinking sense,

14
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Existences half-real and half-deeam.

A Yife was there that hoped not to survive:

Beings were born who perished without trace,
Events that were a formless drama’s limbs

And actions driven by a blind ereature will,

A seeking Power found out its road fo form,
Patterns were built of love and joy and pain

And symbol figures for the moods of Life.

An insect hedonism futtered and erawled

And basked m a sunlit Nature’s surface thrills,
And dragon raptures, python agonies

Crawled in the marsh and mire and licked the sun.
Huge armoured strengths shook the frail quaking ground,
Great puissant creaturves with a dwarfish brain,
And pigmy tribes imposed their small life-drift.

In a dwarl mode] of humanity

Nature now launched the extreme experience

And master-point of her design’s caprice,
Luminous result of her half-conscious climb

On tungs twixt her sublimities and grotesques

To massive from infinitesimal shapes,

Yo a subtle balancing of body and soul,

To an order of intelligeqnt litileness,

Around him in the moment-beats of Time

The kingdom of the animal s¢lf arose,

Where deed is all and mind is still half-born

And the heart obeys a dumb unseen control.

The Force that works by the light of Ignorance,
Her animal experiment began,

Crowding with conscious creatures her workd-scheme;
But to the outward only were they alive,

Only they replied to touches and surfaces

And to the prick of need that drove their lives.

A body that knew not iis own soul within,

There lived and longad, had wrath and joy and grief;
A mind was there that met the objective world
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As if a strapger or enemy at its door:

1ts thoughts were kneaded by the shocks of sense:
it captured not the spirit in the form,

[t entered not the heart of what it saw;

it looked not for the power behind the act,

[t studied not the hidden motive in things

Nor strove to find the mcaning of it all.

Beings were there who wore a human {orm;
Absorbed they lived in the passion of the scene,
But knew not whe they were or why they lived
Life had for them no 2im save Nature's joy
And the stimulus and delight of outer things;
They worked for the body's wants, they craved no more,
Content 10 breathe, to feel, to sense, to act,
Identified with the spirit’s outward shell.

The veiled spectator watching from their depths
Fixed not his inward eye upon himself

Nor turned to find the anther of the plot,

He saw the drama only and the stage.

There was no brooding stress of deeper sense,
The burden of reflection was not borne:

Mind looked on Nature with unknowing eyes,
Adored her boons and feared her monstrous strokes.
It pandered not on the magic of her laws,

It thirsted not for the secret weils of Truth,

But made a register of crowding facts

And strung sensations on a vivid thread:

It hunted and it fled and sniffed the winds,

Or siothed inert in sunshine and soft air:

It sought the engrossing contacts of the world,
But only to feed the surface sense with bliss.
These felt life’s quiver in the cutward touch,
They could not feel behind the touch the sout.
To guard their form of self from Nature's harm,
To enjoy and to survive was all their care.

The narrow horizon of their days was filled
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With things and creatures that could help and hurt:
The world’s values hung upon their little self.
Isotated, cramped in the vast unknown,

Fo save their small lives from surrounding Death
Theyv made a tiny circle of defence

Against the siege of the huge universe:

They preved upon the world and were its prey,
But never dreamed to conquer and be five.
Oheying the World-Power's hints and firm taboos
A scanty part they drew from her rich store;
Thare was no conscious code and no life-plan:
The paiterns of thanking of a httle group

Fixed a traditional behaviour’s law.

Ignorant of soul save as a wralth within,

Tied to 2 mechanism of unchanging fives

And to & dull usual sense and feeling’s beat,

They turned in grooves of animal desire.

[n walls of stone fenced round they worked and warred,
Did by a banded selfishness a2 small goed

Or wrought a dreadfull wrong and ¢rug! pain

On sentisnt fives and thought they did no ill
Ardent from the sack of happy peaceful homes
And gorped with slaughter, plunder, rape and fire,
They made of human seives their helpless prey,

A drove of captives led to lifelong woe

Or torture a spectacle made and holiday,

Mocking or thrilled by their torn victim’s pangs;
Admiring themselves as titans and as gods
Proudly they sang their high and glorious deeds
And praised their victory and their splendid force.
Ar animal in the instinctive herd

Pushed by lLife impulses, forced by common needs,
Each in his owt kind saw his ego’s glass:

All served the aim and action of the pack.

Those ke himself, by blood or custom kin,

To him were parts of his life, his adjunct selves,
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His personal nebula’s constituent stars,

Sateflite companions of his solar 1.

A master of his life’s envirenment,

A leader of a inddled human mass

Herding for safety on a dangerous sarth

He gathered them round him as if minor Powers
To make a common front against the world,

Or, weak and sole on an indifferent garth,

As a fortress for his undefended heart,

Or else to hezl his body’s lonelimess,

In others than his kind he sensed a foc,

An alien unlike force to shun and fear,

A stranger and adversary to hate and slay.

Or he lived as lives the solitary brute;

At war with al) he bore his single fate.

Absorbed in the present act, the fleeting days,
None thought to look beyvond the hour’s gains,
Or dreamed to make this earth a fairer world,

Or felt some touch divine surprise his heart.

The gladness that the fugitive morment gave,

The desire grasped, the bliss, the experience won,
Movement and speed and strength were jov enough
And bodily longings shared and quarrel and play,
And tears and laughtcr and the need calied Tove,
“In war and clasp these life-wants joined the All-Life,
Wrestlings of a divided unity

Inflicting myutual grief and happiness

In igmorance of the Self for ever one.

Arming its creatures with delight and hope

A half-awakened Nescienee struggled there

To know by sight and touch the outside of things.
Instinet was formed: in memory’s crowded sleep
The past lived on as in a bottomless sea:
Inverting into half-thought the quickened sense
She felt around for truth with fumbling bands,
Ciutched to her the little she could reach and seize
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And put aside i her subconseient cave,

So must the dim being grow in light and force
And is¢ to his higher destiny at last,

Look up to God and round at the universe,
And learn by faflure and progress by fall

And hattle with enviropment and doom,

By suffering discover his deep soul

And by possession grow to his own vasts.
Half-way she stopped and found her faith no more.
Still nothing was achieved but to begin,

Yet finished seemed the circle of her force,
Only she had beaten out sparks of ignorance,
Only the life could think and not the mind,
Only the sense could feel and not the soul,
Only was lit some heat of the flame of Life,
Some joy to be, some rapturous leaps of sense,
All was an impetus of half-conselous Foree,

A spirit sprawling drowned in dense life-foam,
A vague self grasping at the shape of things.
Behind all moved seeking for vessels to hold
A, first raw vintage of the grapes of God,

On earth’s mud a spilth of the snpernal Bliss,
Intoxicating the stupefied soul and mind

A heady wing of rapture dark and crude,
Dim, uncast yet into spiritual form,

Obscure inhabitant of the world's blind core,
An unborn podhead’s will, 2 mute desire,

A third creation now revealed its face.
A mould of body’s early mind was made,
A glint of light kindled the abscure World-Forcee;
It dowered a driven world with the seeing Tdea
And armed the act with Thought’s dynamic point:
A small thinking being watched the works of Time.
A difficult evolution from below
Called a masked intervention from above;
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Else this great, blind fnconscient universe
Could never have disclosed its hidden mind,

Or even in blinkers worked in beast and man
The Intelligence that devised the cosmic scheme.
At first he saw a dim obscure mind-power
Moving concealed by Matter and dumb life,

A current thin, it streamed in life’s vast fow
Tossing and drifting under a drifting sky

Amid the surge and glimmering tremendous wash,
Released in splash of sense and feeling’s waves.
in the deep midst of an unconscious world

Its huddied waves and foam of conscicusness ran
Pressing and eddying through a narrow strait,
Carrying expencoce in its crowded pace.

It flowed emerging into upper light

From the deep pool of its subliminal birth

To reach some high existence still unknown,
There was no thinking self, aim there was nene:
All was unrecognised stress and seekings vague,
Only to the unstable surface rose

Sensations, stabs and edges of desire

And passion’s leaps and brief emotion’s cries,
A casual colloguy of flesh with flesh,

A murmur of heart to longing wordiess heart,

Glimmerings of knewledge with no shape of thonght

And jets of subconscious will or hunger’s pulls,
All was dim sparkle on a foaming fop:

It whirled around a drifting shadow-self
In an inconscient flood of Force in Time.
Then came the pressure of a seeing Power
That drew all into a dancing tuebid mass
Circling around a single luminous point,
Centre of reference in 4 conscious field,
Figure of a unitary Light within.

It lit the impulse of the half-sentient flood,
Even an illusten gave of fixity
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As if a sea could serve as 2 fimn soil.
That strange observing Power imposed its sight.
it forced on flux a limit and a shape,
it pave ifs sticam a lower narrow bank,
Direw lines to snare the spirit’s formlssiness,
it fashiomed the life-mind of bird and beast,
The answer of the reptile and the fish,
The primitive pattern of the thoughts of man.
A finite rdovement of the Infinite
Came winging 1fs way through a wide air of Time;
A march of Knowledge moved in Nescience
And guarded in the form a separate soul.
[ts right to be immortal it veserved,
But built 2 wall against the siege of death
And threw a ook to clutch eternity.
. thinking entity appeared in Space.
A litile ordered world broke into view
Where being had prison-room for act and sight,
A floor to walk, a clear but scanty range.
An instrument-personality was born,
And a restricted clamped intelligence
Consented to restrain in narrow bounds
Its seeking; ir tied the thought fo visible things,
Prohibiting the adventure of the Unseen
And the soui’s tread through unknewn infinites.
A refiex reason, Nature-habit’s glass
[umined life 1o know and fix its field,
Accepting a dapgerous ignorant brevity
And the inconclusive purpose of its walk,
And proifit by the hour’s precarious chance
in the aflotted bourdaries of its fate.
A little joy and knowledge satisfied
This little being tied into a knot
And hung on a bulge of its environment,
A little curve cut off in measureless Space,
A little span of life in 2!l vast Time.
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A thought was there that planned, a will that strove,
But for small aims within a narrow scope,
Wasting unmeasured toil on transient things.

It knew itself a ereature of the mud;

It asked no larger law, no loftier air;

It had no inward look, no upward gaze,

A backward scholar en logic’s rickety banch
Indoctrinated by the erring sense,

It took appearance for the face of God,

For casual lights the marching of the suns,

For heaven & starry strip of doubiful biue;
Aspects of being feigned to be the whole.

There was a voice of busy interchange,

A market-place of trivial thoughts and acts:

A life soon spent, a mind the body’s slave

Here seemed the brilliant crown of Natare's works,
And tiny egos took the world as means

To sate awhile dwarf lusts and brief desires,

In & death-closed passage saw Hife's start and end
As though a blind alley were creation’s sign,

As if for this the soul had coveted birth

In the wonderland of a self-creating world

And the opportunities of cosmic Space.

This ¢reature passionate only o survive,

Fettered to puny thoughts with no wide range
And to the body’s needs and pangs and joys,
This fire growing by its fuel’s death,

Increased by what it seized and made its own:

1t gathered and grew and gave itself to none,
Only it hoped for greatness in its den

And pleasure and victory in small fields of power
And conquest of life-room for self and kin,

An animal limited by its feeding-space.

It knew not the Immortal in 1its house,

It had no greater decper cause to live.

In limits only if was powerful,
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Acute to capture truth for outward nse,

Its knowledge was the bedy's mnstrument,;

Absorbed in the little works of its prison-house
t turned around the same nnchanging points
In the same circle of interest and desire,

But thought jtself the master of its jail.
Afthoungh for action, not for wisdom made,
Thought was ifs apex or its gotter's rim;

It saw an image of the external world

And saw 1ts surface self, but knew no more.
Out of a slow confused embroiled self-search
Mind grew to a clarity cut out, precise,

A gleam enclosed in a stone ignorance.

In this bound thinking’s narrow leadership

Tied to the soil, inspired by comman things,

Attached {o a confined familiar world,

Amid the multitude of her motived plots,

Her changing actors and her million masks,
Life was a play monotonously the same,

There were no vast perspectives of the spirit,
No swift invasions of ynknown delight,

No golden distances of wide release,

This petty state resembled our human days
But fixed to etermity of changeless type,

A moment’s movement doomed to fast through Time.

Existence bridge-like spanned the inconscient gulfs,
A half-illumined building in a mist

Which from 2 void of Form arose to sight

And jutted out into a void of Soul,

A Iittle light in 2 great darkness born,

Life knew not where it went nor whence it came.
Around all floated still the nescient haze.
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The Godheads of the Little Life

A fixed and narrow power with rigid forms,

He saw the empire of the little life,

An unhappy corner in eternity.

It lived upon the margin of the Idea

Protected by Ignorance as in a shell.

Then, hoping to learn the secret of this world

He peered across its scanty fringe of sight,

To disengage from its surface-clear obscurity

The Force that moved it and the Idea that made
Imposing smallness on the Infinite,

The ruling spirit of its littleness,

The divine law that gave it right to be,

Itz claim on Nature and its need in Time.

He plunged his gaze into the siege of mist

That held this ill-lit straitened continent

Ringed with the skies and seas of ignorance

And kept it safe from Truth and Self and Light.
As when a searchlight stabs the Night's blind breast
And dwellings and trees and Ggures af men appear
As if revealed to an eye in Nothingness,

All Turking things were torn out of their veils

And held up in his vision’s sun-white blaze.

A busy restless uncouth populace

Teemed in their dusky unnoted thousands there.
In a mist of secrecy wrapping the world-scene

The little deities of Time’s nether act

Who work remote from Heaven's controlling eye,
Plotted, unknown to the creatures whom they move,
The smal! conspiracies of this petty reign

Amused with the small contrivings, the brief hopes
And little eager steps and little ways
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And reptile wallowings in the dark and dust,
And the erouch and ignominy of creeping life.
A trepidant and motley multitude,

A strange pell-mell of magic artisans

Was seen moulding the plastic clay of life,

An ¢lfin brood, an elemental kind.

Astonished by the unaccustomed glow,

As 1f immanent in the shadows started up

Imps with wiv limbs and carved beast visages,
Sprite prompters goblin-wizened or faery-small,
And genit Tairer but unsouled and poor

And fallen beings, their heavenly portion lost,
And errant divinities trapped in Tine's dust,
Ignorant and dangerous wills but armed with power,
tlalf-ansmal, half-god their mood, their shape.
Out of the greyness of a dim background

Thetr whispers come, an inarticulate force,
Awake in mind an echoing thought or word,
To their sting of impulse the heart’s sanction draw,
And in that little Nature do their work

And fill its powers and creatures with unease.
{ts sced of jov they cnrse with sortow’s fruit,
Put out with error’s breath its scanty lights
And turn its surface truths to falsehood’s ends,
Its small emaotions spur, its passions drive

Te the abyss or through the bog and mire:

Or else with a goad of hard dry lusts they prick,
While jogs on devious ways that nowhere lead
Life’s cart finding no issue from ignorance.

To sport with good and evil is their law;
Luring to fallure and meaningless success,

All models they corrupt, all measuves cheat,
Make knowledpe a poison, virtus a pattern dull
And lzad the endless cycles of desire

Through semblances of sad or happy chance
To an inescapabiz fatality.
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All by their infiluence is enacted there,

Nor there alone is their empire or their cole:
Wherever are soniless minds and gddeless fives
And m a small body self is all that counts,
Wherever love and lipht and largenass Jack,
These crooked fashioners take up their task.

To all half-conscious worlds they extend their reign.

Here 100 these godlings drive our human hearts,
Our nature’s twitight is their lurking place.
Here 100 the darkened primitive heart obevs
The veiled suggestions of a hidder Mind

That dogs our knowledge with misleading light
And stands between us and the truth that saves.
It speaks to us with the voices of the Night:
Our darkened lives to greater darkness move;
Qur seekings listen to calamitous hapes.

A structare of unseeing thoughts is built

And rcason used by an frrational Force,

This earth alone is not cur teacher and nurse;
The powers of all the worlds have entrance here.
T_ their own fields they foltow the wheel of law
égd cherish the safety of & settled type;

On earth out of their chanpeless orbit thrown
Their law is kept, lost their fixed form of things.
Into a creative chaos they are cast

Where all asks order but 18 driven by Change:

Sirangers to earth-nafure, they must learn earth’s ways,

Aliens or opposites, they must unite:

They work and battle and with pain agree:

These join, those part, all parts and joins anew,
Till all have found their divine harmony.

Our life’s uncertain way winds circling on,

Our mind’s unguiet search asks always light,

Till they have learnt their secret in their source,

In the light of the Timeless and its spaceless home,
In the joy of the Eternal sole and one.
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But now the Light supreme is far away:

Our conscious life obeys the inconscience’ laws;
To ignorant purposes 2nd blind desires

Our hearts are moved by an ambiguous force;
Even onr mind’s conquests wear a battered crown.
A slowly changing order binds our will.

This is our doom until our souls are free.

A mighty Hand then rolis mind’s firmaments back,
Infinity takes up the fimi{e’s acts

And Nature steps into the eternal Light.

Then only ends this dream of nether life.

At the outset of this enigmatic world
Which seems at once an enormous brute machine
And a slow unmasking of the Spirit in things,
I this revolving chamber without walls
In which God sits impassive everywhere
As if unknown to himself and by us unseen
In a miracie of inconscient secrecy,
Yet is all here his action and his will.
In this whirl and sprawl through infinite vacancy
The Spirit became Matter and lay in the whirl,
A body sleeping without sense or soul.
A mass phenomenon of visible shapes
Supported by the silence of the Void
Appeared in the eternal Consciousness
And seermned an cutward and insensible world.
There was none there to see and none to feel;
Only the mizaculous Inconscient,
A subtle wizard skilled, was at its task.
Inventing ways for magical results,
Managing creation’s marvellous device,
Marking mechanically dumb wisdom’s points,
Using the unthought inevitable Tdza,
It did the works of God’s intelligence
Or wrought the will of some supreme Unknown.
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Still consctousness was bidden in Nature’s womb,
Unfelt was the Bliss whose rapture dreamed the worlds.
Being was an inert substance driven by Force.
At first was only an ethenc Space:

Its huge vibrations circled round and round
Housing some unconceived fnitiative:

Upheld by a supreme original Breath

Expansion and contraction’s mystic act

Created touch and friction in the void,

Into abstract emptiness brought clash and ciasp:
Parent of an expanding unjverse

In a matrix of disintegrating force,

By spending it conserved an endless sum.

QOn the hearth of Space it kindied a viewless Fire
That, scatiering worlds as one might scatter seeds,
Whirled out the luminous order of the sfass,

An ocean of electric Energy

Formlessly formed its strange wave-particles -
Constructing by thetr dance this solid scheme,

its mightiness in the atom shut to rest;

Masses were forged or feigned and visible shapes;
Light flung the photon's swift revealing spark
And showed, in the minuteness of its flash
Imaged, this cosmos of apparent things.

Thus has been made this real impossible world,
An obvious miracle or convincing show.

Or so it seems to man’s audacious mind

Who seats his thought as the arbiter of truth,
His personal vision as impersonal fact,

As witnesses of an objective world

His erring sense and his nstruments’ artifice,
Thus must he work Iife’s tangible riddle out

In a doubtful light, by error seize on Truth

And stowly part the visage and the veil.

Or else, forlorn of faith in mind and sense,

His knowledge a bright body of ignorance,
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He sess in all things strangely fashioned here
The unwelcome jest of a deceiving Force,

A parable of Maya and her might.

This vast perpetual motion canght and held

In the mysterious and unchanging change

Of the nersistent movement we call Time

And ever renewing its recurrent beal,

These mobile rounds that stereotype a flux,
These static objects in the cosmic dance

That are but Energy’s seli-repeating whirls
Prolonged by the spirit of the brooding Void,
Awalizd life and sense and waking Mind.

A Iittle the Dreamer changed his pose of stone.
But when the Inconscient’s scrupulous work was done
And Chance coerced by fixed immutable laws,
A scene was set for Nature’s conscious play.
Then stivred the Spint’s mute mmobile sieep;
The Force concealed broke dumbly, slowly out.
A dream of living woke in Matter’s heart,

A will io live moved in the Inconscient’s dust,
A freak of living startled vacant Time,
Ephemeral in a blank eternity,

Infinitesimal in a dead Infinite.

A subiler breath quickenad dead Matter’s forms;
The world’s set rhythm changed to a conscious cry;
A serpent Power twinned the insensible Force.
Islands of living dotted lifeless space

And germs of living formed in formless air.

A life was born that followed Matter's law,
Ignorant of the motives of its steps;

Ever inconstant, vet for ever the same,

[t repeated the paradox that gave it birth;

Its restless and unstable stabilities

Recurred incessantly in the flow of Time

And purposeful movements in unihinking forms
Betrayed the heavings of an imprisoned Will.
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Waking and sleep lay iocked in mutual arms;
Helpless and indistinct came pieasurc and pain
Trembling with the first faint theills of a2 World-Soaul.
A strength of life that counld not cry or move,

Yet broke into beauty signing some deep delight:
An inarticulate sensibilify,

Throbs of the heart of an unknowing world,

Ran through its somuolent torper and there stirred
A vague uncertam thell, a wandering beat,

A dim unclosing as of secret eyes.

Infant self-fecling grew and birth was born.

A godhead woke but Iay with dreaming limbs;

Her house refused to open its sealed doors.
Insentient to our eyes that only see

The form, the act and not the imprisoned Ged,

Life hid i her pulse occult of growth and power

A consciousness with mate stified beats of sense,

A mind suppressed that knew not yvet of thought,
An Inert spirit that could only be.

At first she mised no voice, no motion dared:
Charged with warld-power, instinct with living force,
Only she clung with her roots to the safe earth,
Thritled dumbly to the shocks of ray and bresze
And put out tendril fingers of desire;

The strength in her yearning for sun and light

Felt not the embrace that made her breathe and live;
Absorbed she dreamed content with beauty and hue.
At 1ast the charmed Immensity looked forth:

Astir, vibrant, hungering, she groped for mind;
Then slowly sense quiverad and thought peered out;
She forced the reluctant mould to grow aware.

The magic was chiselled of a conscious form;

Its tranced vibrations rhythmed a guick response,
And luminous stirrings prompted brain and nerve,
Awoke in Matter spirit’s identity

And in a body lit the miracle
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{f the heart's love and the soul's witness-gaze.
Impelied by an unseen Will there could break ocut
Fragments of some vast impulsa to become

And vivid glimpses of a secret self,

And the doubtful seeds and force of shapes to be
Awoke from the inconscient swoon of things.

An animal creation crept and ran

And flew and called between the earth and sky,
Hunted by death but hoping siill {o live

And glad to breathe if enly for a while.

Then mar was moulded from the original brote.
A thinking mind had come to hft life’s moods,

A keen-gdged tool of a Nature mixed and vague,
An intelligence haif-witness, half-machine.

This seering driver of her wheel of works
Missioned to motive and record her drift

And fix its law on her inconstant powers,

This master-spring of a delicate enginery,

Aspired to enlighten its user and refine

Lifting to a vision of the indwelling Power

The absorbed mechanic’s crude infiiative:

He raised his eyes; Heaven-light mirrored a Face,
Amazed atf the works wrought in her mystic sieep,
She looked vpon the world that she had made:
Wondering now seized the preat automaton;

She pavsed to understand her self and aim,
Pondering she lzarsed to act by conscious rale,

A visioned measure guidsd her rhythmic steps;

Thought bordered her instincts with a frame of will

And it with the idea her blinded urge.

On her mass of impulses, her reflex acts,

On the Inconscient’s pushed or puided drift
And mystery of unthinking accurate steps

She stuck the specious image of a Seif,

A Tiving 1dol of disfigured spirit:

On Matter's acts she imposed a patterned law;
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It sees the hurrying erowd of moments stream
Towards the stilf greatness of a distant hour.

This huge world unintelligibly turos
In the shadow of a mused Tnconsciencs;
It hides a key to inner meanings missed,
Iz locks in our hearts a voice we cannot hear.
An enigreatic labour of the Spirit,
An exact machine of which none knows the use,
An art and ingenuity without sense,
This minute elaborate orchestraied hife
For ever plays its motiveless symphonies,
The mind learns and knows net, turning its back to truth;
it studics surface laws by surface thought,
Life’s sieps surveys and Nature’s process sees,
Not seeing for what she acts or why we live;
It marks her tireless care of just device,
Her patient intricacy of fine detatl,
The ingenious spirit’s brave inventive plan
In her great futile mass of endless works,
Adds purposeful figures to her purposeless sum,
its gabled storeys piles, 16s climbing roofs
On the close-carved foundations she has laid,
Imagined citadels reared n mythic air
Or mounts a stair of dream to a mystic moon:
Transient creations point and hit the sky:
A world-conjecture’s scheme is laboured ont
On the dim floer of mind’s incertitude,
Or painfully built 2 fragmentary whole,
Impenetrable, a mystery recondite
Is the vast plan of which we are a pari;
Its barmomnes are discords to our view,
Because we know not the great theme they serve.
Inscrutable work the cosmic agencies,
Omly the fringe of a wide surge we see;
Cur instruments have not that greater light,
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Our will tunes not with the eternal Will,

Our heart’s sight 13 t00 blind and passionate.
Impolent to share in Nature's mystic tacr,

Inapt to feel the pulse and core of things,

Qur reason cannot sound iife's mighty seq

And only counts its waves and scans its foam:
It knows not whence these motions touch and pass,
1t secs not whither sweeps the hurrying floed:
Only it strives to canalise its powers

And hopes 1o turn ils course 1o human ends:
But alt its means come from the Tnconscient’s store.
Unseen here act dim huge world-energies

And only trickles and curreats are our share,
Our mind lives far off from the anthentic Light
Catching at little fragments of the Truth,

Tn 2 small corner of infimfy,

Our lives are lets of an ocean’s fores,

Our conscious maovenents have sealed ongms
But with those shadowy seats no converse hold;
No understanding binds cur comrade parts;
Our acts emerge from a ¢rypt our minds ignore.
QOur deepest depths are ignorant of themselves;
Even our body is 2 mystery shop,

As our earth’s roots lurk screened below our earih,
So lic unseen our roots of mind and life.

Our springs are kept close hid beneath, within;
Our souls are moved by powers behind the wall,
I the subierrancan reaches of the spirit

A puissance acts and recks not what it means;
Using unthinking menitors and scribes,

It 15 the cause of what we think and feel.

The troglodvtes of the subcenscious Mind,
ilt-trained slow stamumering interpreters,

Only of their small task’s routine aware

And busy with the record in our cells,
Concealed in the subliminal secrectes
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Mid an obscure ocenit machinery,
Capture the mystic Morse whose rieasured ilt
Transmits the messages of the cosmic Forga.
A whisper falls into life’s inner ear
And echoes from the dun subconscient caves,
Speech leaps, thought quivers, thic heart vibrates, the will
Answers and tissue and nerve obey the call,
Our ives franskate these subtle intimacies
All iz the commstres of 2 secret Power,

A thinking puppet is the mind of life:
Its choice is the work of elemental sirengths
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-hiued and dull,
Yet filled with poignant small ignoble things,
The conscious Dol is pushed a hundred ways
Arnd feels the push but not the hands that drive.
For none can see the masked ironic troupe
To whom our figure-selves are marionsttes,
Our deeds unwitting movements in their grasp,
Our passionate strife an enterfainment’s scene.
Ignorant themselves of their own fount of strength
They play their part in the enormous Whole.
Agents of darkness imitating Tight,
Spints obscure and moving things obscure,
Unwillingly they serve a mighticr Power,
Ananke’s engines organising Chance,
Chanuels 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 incoherences 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,
Against all higher Truth their stuff rebels:
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Only to Titan force their will les prone.
[nordinate their hold on human hearts,

in all our nature’s lurns they intervene,
Insignificant architects of low-built lives

And engineers of interest and desive,

Out of crude earthiness and muddy thrilis
And coarse reactions of maferial nerve

They build our huddled structures of self-will
And the ill-lighted mansions of our thought,
Or with the ego’s factories and marts
Surround the beantiful temple of the soul.
Artists minute of the hues of Littleness,

They set the mosate of Life’s comedy

Or plan the trivial tragedy of our days,
Arrange the deed, combine the circumstance
And the fantasia of the moods costume,
These unwise prompters of man’s ignorant heart
And futars of his stumhling speech and will,
Movers of peity wraths and lusts and hates
And changeful thoughts and shallow emotion’s starts,
These shight illusion-makers with their masks,
Painters of the decor of a dull-husd stage
And nimble scene-shifters of the human play,
Ever are busy with this 1il-it scene.
Ourselves ncapable to build our fate

Only as actors speak and strut cur parts
Until the piece is done and we pass off

Into a brighter Time and subtler Space.

Thus they inflict their little pigroy law

And curb the mounting slow uprise of man,
Then his too scanty walk with death they close.

This is the ephemeral creature’s daily life,
As long as the human animal is ford
And a dense nether nature screens the soul,
As long as intelfect's cutward-gazing sight

{63
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Serves earthv interest and creature joys,

An incurable littleness pursues his days.

Ever since consciousness was born on earth,
Life is the same in insect, ape and man,

Ets stoff nnchanged, its way the common route,
If new designs, if richer detalls grow

And thought is added and more tangled cares,
if little by little it wears a brighter face,

Stifl even in man the plot is mean and poor.
A gross content prolongs his fallen state;

His small successes are failures of the soul,
His little pleasures punctuate frequent griefs:
Hardship and toil are the heavy price he pays
For the right to live and his last wages death.
An 1nertia sunk towards inconscience,

A sleep that imitates death is his repose,

A puny splendour of creative force

Is made his spur to fragile human works
Which yet outlast their brief creator’s breath.
He dreams sometimes of the revels of the pods
And sees the Dionysian gesture pass, —

A leonine greatness that would tear his soul
If through his fatling limbs and fainting heart
The sweet and joyful mighty madness swept:
Trivial amusements stimlate and waste

The enecgy givern to him 10 grow and be.

His little hour is spent in Httle things.

A brief companionship with many jars,

A little love and jealousy and hate,

A touch of friendship mid indifforent erowds
Draw his hieart-plan on life’s diminutive map,
If something great awakes, too frail his pitch
To reveal is zenith tension of delight,

His thought to eternise its ephemeral soar,
Art’s beilliant gleam 1s a pastime for his eyes,
A thnill that smites the nerves is music’s spell.
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Amidst his harassed toil and welter of carss,
Pressed by the labour of his crowding thoughts,
He draws sometimes around kis aching brow
Nature's calm mighty hands o hzal his iife-pain.
He 15 saved by her silence from his rack of self;
In her tranguil beauly s s purest bliss.

A new life dawns, he looks cut from vistas wide:
The Spirit’s breath moves him but soon reiires:
His strength was not made to hold that puissant guest.
All dulls down to convention and routing

Or a fierce excitement brings him vivid joys:

His days are tinged with the red hue of strife
And lust’s hot glare and passion’s crimson stain:
Battle and murder are his tribal game.

Time has he none to turn his eyes within

And look for his lost self and his dead soul.

His motion on tog short an axis wheels;

He cannot soar but creeps on his long road

Or if, impatient of the trudge of Time,

He would make a splendid haste on Fate's siow road,
His heart that runs soon pants and tires and sinks;
Or he walks ever on aud finds no end.

Hardly a few can climb to preater life.

All tunes fo a low scale and conscious ptch.

His knowledge dwells in the house of Ignorance;
His force nears not even once the Ommpotent,
Rare are his visits of heavenly ecstasy.

The bliss which sleeps in things and tries o wake,
Breaks out i him in & small joy of life;

This scanty grace i his persistent stay;

It Tightens the burden of his many ills

And reconciles him to his little world.

He is satisfied with his common average kind;
Tomerrow’s hopes and his old rounds of thought,
His old familiar interests and desires

He has made a thick and narrowing hedge
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Defending his small iife from the Invisible;

His being’s kinship fo infinity

He has shut away from him into inmost self,
Fenced off the greatnesses of hidden Gad.

His being was forraed to play a trivial part

In ¢ liftle drama on a petiy stape;

In a narrow plot he has pitched his tent of life
Beneath the wide gaze of the starry Vast,

He is the crown of all that has been done:

Thus is creation’s labour justified;

This is the world’s result, Nature’s last poise!

And if this were zll and nothing more were nieant,
If what now seems were the whole of what must be,
If this were not a stad= through which we pass

On cur road from Matter to eternal Self,

To the Light that made the worlds, the Cause of things,
Well might interpret our mind’s limited view
Existence as an accident in Time,

illusion or phenomenon or freak,

The paradox of a creative Thought

Which moves between unreal oppesites,

Inanimate Force struggling to feel and know,
Matter that chanced to read itself by Mind,
Inconscience tmonstrously engendering soul.

At times all looks unreal and remoie:

We seem. to live in a fiction of our thoughts
Pieced from sensation’s fanciful traveller’s tale,

Or caught on the film of the recording brain,

A figment or circumstance in cosmic sleep.

A somanambulist walking under the moon,

An image of ego treads through an ignorant dream
Counting the moments of a spectral Time,

In a false perspective of effect and cause,

Trusting te a specious prospeci of world-space,

It drifts incessantly from scene {o scene,

Whither it knows not, to what fabulous verge.
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All here 1s dreamed or doubtfully exisis,
But who the dreamer s and whence he looks
Is stifl unknown or only a shadowy guess,
Or the world is real but curselves too smail,
Tnsufficient for the mightiness of our stage.
A thin life-curve crosses the titan whirl

OfF the orbit of a soulless universe,

And in the belly of the sparse rofling mass
A mind looks out from a smal casuaf globe
And wonders what itself and ali things are.
And yet to some Interned subjective sight

That strangely has formed in Matter's sightless stuff,

A pointitiage minute of little self

Takes figure as world-being’s conscious base.
Such 15 our scene in the half-light below.

This is the sign of Matier's infinite,

This the weird purport of the picture shown

To Science the giantess, measurer of her freld,
As she pores on the record of her close survey
And mathematises her hugs external worid,

To Reason bound within the circle of sense,

Or in Thought's broad impalpable Exchange

A speculator in tenuous vast ideas,
Abstractions in the void her currency

We know not with what firm values for its base.
Only religion in this bankruptey

Presents its dubious riches to our hearts

Or signs unprovisionad cheques on the Beyond:
Our poverty shall there have its revenge.

Qur spiri(s depart discarding a futile life

Into the black unknown or with them take
Death’s passport into immortality.

Yet was this only a provisicnal scheme,
A false appearance sketched by limiting sense,
Mind’s insufficient self=discovery,
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An early attempi, 4 fizst experiment,

This was a toy 0 amuse the infant eacth;

But knowledge ends not in these surface powers
That live upon a ledge in the Tgnorance

And dare not look into the dangerous depths

01 1o stare upward measuring the Unknown,
‘There 15 a desper seeing from within

Atd, when we have left thess small purlieus of nad,
A grealer vision meets us on the heiphts

In the tuminous wideness of the Spirit's gaze,

At last there wakes in us a witness Soul

That looks at truths unseen and scans the Unknown;
Then alt assumes & new and marvellous face,

The world quivers with & God-lighi at its cors,

Iz Time's deep heart high purposes move and live,
Life’s borders crumble and join infinity.

This broad, confused, yet rigid scheme becomes

A mapmificent imbroglio of the Geods,

A game, a work ambiguously divine,

Cur seekings are short-fived experiments

Made by a wordless and inscretable Power
Testing its issnes from inconscicut Night

To meet w5 luminons self of Truth and Bliss.

It peers at the Real through the apparent form;

It labourg in our mertal mind and sense;

Amid the fisures of the Ignorance,

In the symbol pictures deawn by word and thought,
it seeks the truth to which ail figares point;

It looks for the source of Light with vision’s lamp;
It works to find the doer of alf works,

The unfelt Self within who is the suide,

The unknown Self above who is the goal.

All Is not here a blinded Nature's task:

A Word, a Wisdom watches us from on high,

A Witness sanctioning her will and works,

An Eye unseen in the unsesing vast;
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Therz is an Influence from & Light above,

There ara thoughts remete and sealed eternjtias;
A mystic modive drives the stars and suns.

ir: this passape from a deaf unknowing Foree

To struggling consciousness and transient breath
A mighty supernatare waits on Time.

The world is other than we now think and sae,
Our lives a deeper mystery than ws have dreamed,;
Cur minds are starters in the race to God,

Our souds deputed seives of fhe Supreme.

Across tive cosmic field through narrow lanes
Askirg a scanfy dole from Fortune’s hands

And garbed in beggar’s robes there walks the Qre.
Even in the theatre of these small lives

Bebind the act a secret sweetness breathes,

An urge of miniature divinity,

A myystic passion frem the wells of God

Flows through the gnarded spaces of the soul;

A force that helps, supports the suffering earth,
An unseen nearness and a hidden joy.

There are muffled throbs of laughter’s undertones,
The murmur of an occult happiness,

An exuitation in the depths of sieep,

A heart of bliss within a world of pain.

An Infant nursed on Nature's covert breast,

An Infant playing in the magic woods,

Fluting to rapture by the Spirit's streams,

Awaits the hour when we shall turn to his call.

In this investiture of fleshly life

A soul that 15 & spark of God survives

And sometimes it breaks through the sordid screen
And kindles g fire that makes us half-divine.

In our body’s cells there sits a hidden Power

That sees the nuseen and plans cternity,

Qur smallest parts have room for deepest needs;
There too the golden Messengers can come:

159



Savitri - Book Twe - Cante Five 170

A door is cut in the mud wall of self;

Across the lowly threshold with bowed heads
Angels of cestasy and self-giving pass,

And lodged in an inngr sanctuary of dream

The makers of the image of deity live.

Pity is there and fire-winged sacrifice,

And flashes of sympathy and tenderness

Cast heaven-lights from the heart’s secluded shrine.
A work is done in the deep silences;

A glory and wonder of spiritual sense,

A laughter 1n beauly’s everlasting space
Transforming world-experience info joy,

[mhabit the mystery of the untouched pulfs;
Lulled by Time’s beats eternity sleeps in us.

In the sealed hermetic heart, the happy core,
Unmoved behind this outer shape of death

The eternal Enlity prepares within

Its matter of divine felicity,

Hs reign of heavenly phenomenon.

Even in our sceptic mind of ignorance

A foresight comes of some immense release,

Our will lifts towards it slow and shaping hands.
Each part in us desires its absolute:

Our thoughts cover the everlasting Light,

Our stiength derives {rom an omnipotent Force,
And since from a veiled God-joy the worlds were made
And since eternal beauty asks for form

Even here where all is made of being’s dust,

Our hearfs are captured by ensnaring shapes,
Our very senses blindly seek for bliss.

Our error crucifies Reality

To {orce its birth and divine body here,
Compelling, incarnate in 2 human form

And breathing in limbs that one can touch and clasp,
Its knowledge to rescus ancient Ignorance,

Its saviour light the inconscient universe.
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And when that greater Self comes sea-like down
To fill this image of our {ransience,

All shall be captured by delight, transformad:
In waves of undreamed ecstasy shail roil

Our mind and life and sense and laugh in a fight
Othar than this hard limited human day,

The body's tissues thrill apotheosised,

Its cells sustain bright metamorphosis,

This littic being of Tirne, this shadow-soul,

This living dwarf figure-head of darkened spirit
Out of its traffic of petty dreams shall rise.

Its shape of person and ifs ego face

Divested of this mortal travesty,

Like a clay troil kneaded nto 2 god

New-made in the image of the eternal Guest,

It shall be caught to the breast of a white Force
And, flaming with the paradisat touch

In a rose-fire of sweet spiritual grace,

In the red passion of its infinite change,

Quiver, awake, and shudder with ecstasy,

As if reversing a deformation’s spell,

Released from the black magre of the Night,
Renouncing servitude to the dark Abyss,

It shall learn at last who lived within unseen
And seized with marvel in the adcriog heaxt

To the enthroned Child-Godhead knest awars,
Trembling with beaunty and delight and love.
But first the spirit’s ascent we must achieve

QOut of the chasm from which our nature rose,
The soul must soar sovereign above the form
And climb to summits beyond mind’s half-slesp;
Our hearts we must inform with heavenly strength,
Surprise the animal with the occult god.

Then kindling the gold tongue of sacrifice,
Calling the powers of a bright hemisphete,

We shall shed the discredit of our mortal state,
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Make the abvsm a road for Heaven's descent,
Acquaint our depths with the supernal Ray
And cleave the darkness with the mystic Fire.

Adventuring once more in the natal mist
Across the dangerous haze, the pregnant stir,
He through the astral chaos shore a way
Mid the grey faces of its demon gods,
Qaestioned by whispers of its flickering ghosts,
Besizged by sorceries of its fisent force,
As one who walks onguided through strange fields
Tending he knows not where nor with what hope,
He trod 2 seil that failed beneath his fest
And journeyed in stone strength to a fugitive end.
His trail behind him was a vanishing line
Of glimmering points in a vague immensity;
A bodiless murmur travelled at his side
In the wounded gloom complaining against light.
A Iuge obstruction its immobile heart,
The watching opacity multiplied as he moved
its hestile mass of dead and staring eyes;
The darkness glimmered like a dying torch,
Around him an extinguished phantom glare
Peopled with shadowy and misleading shapes

The vague Inconscient’s dark and measureless cave.

His only sunlight was his spirit’s flame.
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The Kingdoms and Godheads of the Greater Life

A's one who between dim receding walls
Towards the far gleam of a tunnel’s mouth,
Hoping for light, walks now with freer pace

And feels approach a breath of wider air,

S0 he escaped from that grey anarchy.

Into an ineffectnal world he came,

A purposeless region of arrested birtn

Where being {rom non-being fled and. dared

To live but had no strength leng to abide.

Above there gleamed & pondering brow of sky
Tormented, crossed by wings of doubtfu] haze
Adventuring with a voice of roaming winds

And cryiag for a direction in the void

Like blind souls Iooking for the selves they lost
And wandering through unfamiiiar worlds;
Wings of vague questioning met the query of Space.
After denial dawned a dubious hope,

A hope of self and form and leave to live

And the birth of that which never yet could be,
And joy of the mind’s hazard, the heart’s choice,
Grace of the unknown and hands of sudden surprise
And a touch of sure delight in nasure things;

To a strunge uncertain tract his journey camne
Where consciousness played with unconscious sell
And birth was an attempt or episode.

A charm drew near that could not keep its spell,
An eager Power that could not find ifs way,

A Chance that chose a strange arithmetic
Bui.could not bind with it the forms it made,

A maultitude thai could not guard its sum
Whirh lees than zerny orew amd more than one.
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Arriving at a large and shadowy sense

That cared not to define its flesting dnft

Life laboured in a strange and mythic air
Dennded of her sweet magnificent suns.

In worlds imagined, never yet made true,

A lingering ghmmer on creation’s verge,

One straved and dreamed and never stopped to achieve:
To achieve would have destroyed that magie Space.
The marvels of a twilight wonderland,

Fuli of & beavty strangely, vainly made,

A surge of fanciful realities,

Dim: tokens of a Splendour sealed above,
Awoke the passion of the eyes’ desire,
Compelied belief or. the enamoured thought
And drew the heart but led 1t o no goal.

A magic flowed as if of moving scenes

That kept awhile their fugitive delicacy

Of sparing Jines limned by an abstract art

In a rare scanfed light with fzint dream-brush
On a silver background of incertitude.

An infant glow of heavens near to morn,

A fire intense conceived but never lit,

Caressed the air with ardent hints of day.

The perfect longing for imperfection’s charm,
The illumined caught by the snare of Ignorance,
Ethereal creatures dravn by body's Jure

To that region of promise, beating invisible wings,
Came hungry for the joy of finite life

But too divine to tread created soil

And share the fate of perishable thinps.

The Children of the unembodied Gleam

Arnsen from a formicss thought I the soul

And chased by an imperishable desire,
Traversed the field of the pursuing gaze.

A will that unpersisting failed, worked there:
Life was & search but finding never came.
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There nothing satisfied, but alt utlured,

Things seemed to be that never whelty are,
fmages were sean that Jooked hike hving acts
AnG symbols hid the senss they claimed to show.,
Paic dreams grew real {0 the dreamer’s eyes,

The souls came there that vainly strive for hirth,
And spirits entrapped mught wander through 2 time,
Yet never find the truth by which they live,

All ran hike hopes that hunt a lurking chance;
Nothing was solid, nothing felt complete:

All was unsafe, miraculous and half-true.

it seemed a realm of lives that had no base.

Then dawned a greater seeking, broadened sky,
A journey under wings of brooding Force,
First came the kingdom of the momuing star:
A twilight beauty trembled under ifs spear
And the throb of promise of a wider Life,
Then slowly rose & great amd doubting sun
And in its light she made of self a world.
A spirit was there that sought for its own deep self,
Yet was content with fragments pushed in front
And parts of living that belied the Whole
But, pieced together, mighi one day be frue,
Yet something seemed to be achieved at iasi.
A growing volume of the will to be,
A text of living and a2 graph of force,
A script of acts, & song of conscious forms
Burdened with meanings fugitive from thought’s grasp
And crowded with undertones of life’s rhythmic cry,
Could write itself on the hearts of Lving things.
In an outbreak of the might of secret Spirit,
In Life and Matter’s answer of delight,
Some face of deathless beauty could be canght
That gave fmmortality to a moment’s joy,
Some word that could incarnate highest Truth
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Leaped out from a chance tension of the soui,
Some hue of the Absolute could fall on life,
Some glory of knowledge and intuitive sight,
Some passion of the rapturous heart of Love.
A hierophant of the bodiless Secrecy
Interned 1n an unseen spiritual sheath,
The Will that pushes sense beyond its scope
To feel the light and jov intangible,
Half found its way into the Ineffable’s peace,
Half captured a sealed sweetness of desire
That yearned from a bosom of mysterious Bliss,
Half manifested veiled Reality,
A soul not wrapped inte its cloak of mind
Could glimpse the true sense of a world of forms;
Wumined by a vision in the thought,
Upbuoyed by the heart’s understanding flame,
It could hold in the conscious ether of the spirit
The divinity of a symbol universe.

This reaim inspires us with our vaster hopes:
Tts forces have made landings on our globe,
Its signs have stamped their patterns on our lives:
It lends a sovereign movement to our fate,
Tts errant waves motive our 1ife’s high surgs.
All that we seek for is prefigured there
And all we have not known nor even sought
Which yet one day must be born in human hearts
That the Timeless may fulfil itself in things.
Incarnate in the mystery of the days,
Eternal in an unclosed Infinite,
A mounting endless possibility
Chmbs high upon a topless ladder of dream
Forever in the Being's conscious trance.
All on that Iadder monnis to an unseen end,
An Energy of perpetual transience makes
The journey from which ne return is sure,
The pilgrimage of Wature to the Unknown.

I7g
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As if in her ascent to her lost sourge

Ske hoped 10 unroli ali that could cver be,
Her high procession moves from stage to stzge,
A progress leap from sight (o ereater sight,

A process march from form to ampler form,
A cargvan of the inexhaustible

Formations of 2 boundless Thought and Force.
Her timeless Power that lay once on the iap
Of = beginningless and endless Calm,

Now severed from the Spirit’s immaortal bliss,
Erects the type of ali the joys she nas losi;
Compelling transient substance into shape,
She hopes by the creative act’s release

To o’erleap sometimes the gulf she cannot £11,
To hea! awhile the wound of severapce,
Escape from the moment’s prison of littleness
And meet the Eternal’s wide sublimities

In the uncertain time-field portioned here.
Almost she nears what never can be attained;
She shuts eternity into an hour

And fills a little soul with the Infinite;

The Immobile lzans to the magic of her calf,
She stands on a shore in the Hlimitable,
Perceives the formless Dweller in all forms
And feels around ber mfinity’s embrace,

Her task no ending knows, she serves no atm
But labours driven by a nameless Wil

That came from some unknowable formless Vast,
This is her secret and impossible task

To catch the boundless in a net of birth,

To cast the spirit into physical form,

To lend speech and thought to the Ineffable;
She is pushed to reveal the ever Unmanifest,
Yet by her skill the impossible has been done;
She follows her sublime ifrrational plan,
Invents devices of her magic art

17
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To find new bodies for the Infinite

And images of the Unimaginabie;

She has lared the Eternal into the arms of Time.
Even now herself she knows not what she has done.
For all is wrought beneath a baffling mask:

A semblance other than its hidden truth

‘The aspect wears of an illusion’s trick,

A feigned time-driven unreality,

The unfinicshed creation of a changing soul

In a body changing with the inhabitant,
Insigrificant her means, infinitz her work:

Omn o great field of shapeless consciousness

In little finite strokes of mind and sense

An endless truth she endiessly unfolds:

A timeless mystery works out in Time.

The greatness she has dreamed her acts have missed
Her labour is a passion and a pain,

A rapture and pang, her glory and her curse:
And yet she cannot choose but labours on;
Her mighty heart forbids her to desist,

As long as the world lasts her failure Tives
Astonishing and foiling Reason’s gaze,

A folly and a beauty unspeakable,

A superb madness of the will to live,

A daring, a deliriam of delight.

This is her being’s law, ifs sole resource;

She sates, though satisfaclion never comes,
Her hungry will to lavish everywhere

Her many-imaged fictions of the Self

And thousand fashions of one Reality,

A world she made touched by truth’s fleeing hem
A world cast into a dream of what it secks,
An icon of truth, & conscious mystery’s shape,
It lingered not itke the earth-mind hemmed in
In solid barriers of apparent fact;

It dared to trust the dream-mind and the soul

L]
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A hunter of sprritval verities
Still only thought or guessed or held by faith,
It seized 30 imagination and confined
A painted bird of paradise in a cage.
This greater life is enamonred of the Unseen;
It calls to some highest Light bevond its reach,
it can feel the Sience that absoives the soul;
it feels a saviour touch, a ray divine:
Beauty and good and truth its gocheads are.
It 1s near to heavenlier heavens than earth's ayes see,
A direr darkness than man’s life can bear,
Tt has kinship with the demon and the god.
A strange enthusiasm has moved ifs heart;
It hungers for heights, it passions for the supreme.
It hunts for the perfect word, the perfect shape,
It leaps to the summit thought, the summit light.
For by the form the Formless is brought close
And all perfection fringes the Absolate.
A child of heaven who never saw his home,
Tis impetus ragets the etzrnal at a point:
It can only near and touch, it cannot hold;
[t can only strain towards some bright extreme:
its greainess 1s to seek and to create.

On every plang, this Greainess must create,
On earth, in heaven, in hell she is the same;
Of every fate she takes her mighty part.
A guardian of the fire that lights the suns,
She triumphs in her glory and her might:
Opposed, oppressed she bears God’s urge to be born:
The spirit survives upon non-being’s ground,
World-force outlasts world-disillusion’s shock:
Dumb, she is still the Word, inert the Power.
Here fallex, a slave of death and ignorance,
To things deathless she is driven fo aspire
And moved to know even the Unknowablk.
Even nescient, null, her sleep creates a world.
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When most unseer, most mightily she works;
Floausad in the atom, buried in the clod

Her quick creaiive passion cannot ¢ease,
Inconscience s her long gigantic pauss,

Her cesmic swoen is a stupendous phase:
Time-born, she hides her immortality;

In death, her bed, she waits the hour o rise.

Even with the Light denied that sent her forth

And the hops dead she needed for her task,

Even when her brightest stars are quenched in Night,
Mourished by hardship and calamity

And with pain for her body's handmazid, masseuse, nurse,
Her torturad invisible spirit continues still

To toil though in darkness, to create though with pangs;
She carries crucified God upon her breast.

In chill insentient depths where joy is none,
Immured, eppressed by the resisting Void

Where noihing moves and nething can become,

Still she remembers, still invokes the skill

The Wonder-Worker gave her at her birth,

Imparts to drowsy formlessness a shape,

Reveals a world where nothing was before.

[n realms confined to a prone circle of death,

To a dark eternity of [gnorance,

A quiver in an inert inconscient mass,

Or mopnisoned m immobilised whorls of Foree,

By Muzter’s blind compulsion deaf and mute

She reposes motionless in its dust of sleep.

Then, for her rebel waking's punishment

Given only hard mechanc Circumstance

As the enginery of her magie craft,

She fashions godlike marvels out of mud;

[n the plasm she sets her dumb imimortal urge,

Helps the live tissue to think, the closed sense to feel,
Flashes through the frail nerves poignant messages,
in a heart of flesh miracolously loves,
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And keep him as her cherished prisoner

That never they may part again in Time.

A sumptuous chamber of the Spirit's sleep

At first she made, a deep interior room,

Where he slumbers as if 2 forgotten guest.

But now she turns to break the oblivious spell,
Awakes the sleeper on the sculptured couch;
She finds again the Presence in the form

And m the light that wakes with him recovers
A meaning in the hurry and trudge of Time,
And through this mind that once obscured the soul
Passes a glint of unseen deity.

Across a luminous dream of spirii-space

She builds creation Hke a rainbow bridge
Between the original Silence and the Void,

A net is made of the mobile universe;

She weaves a snare for the conscious Infinite,
A knowledge is with her that conceals its steps
And seems a mute omuipotent Ignorance.

A might 1s with her that makes wonders true;
The incredible 1s her stuff of commen fact.
Her purpcoses, her workings riddles prove;
Examined, they grow other than they were,
Explained, they seem yet more inexplicable.
Even in our world a mystery has reigned
Earth’s cunning screen of trivial plainness hides;
Her larger levels are of sorceries made.

There the enigma shows its splendid prism,
There is no deep disguise of commonness;
Occult, profound comes all experience,

Marvel 1s ever new, muracle divine.

There is a screened burden, a mysterions touch,
There is a secracy of hidden sense.

Although no earthen mask weighs on her face,
Into herself she flees from her own. sight.

All forms are tokens of some veiled idea
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Whase covert purpose lurks from mind's pursuit,
Yet is 2 womb of soversign consequence.
There every thought and fecling 15 an act,
And every act a symbol and 2 stgn,

And every symbol hides a lving power.

A umiverse she builds from truths and mytks,
But what she needed most she cannot build;
Al shown is a figure or copy of the Truth,
But the Real veils from her its mystic face.
All else she finds, there tacks etermity;

All 15 sought out but missed the Infiniie.

A consciousness Ht by a Truth above
Was felt; 1t saw the light but not the Truth:
it caught the Idea and built from it a world;
It made an Image there and called it God.
Yet something frue and inward harboured there.
The beings of that world of greater life,
Tenanis of a larger air and freer space,
Live not by the body or in outward things:
A deeper living was their seat of self.
In that intense domain of intimacy
Ohbjects dwell as companions of the soul;
The body’s actions are a minor script,
The surface rendering of a life within.
All forces are Life’s retinue in that world
And thought and body as her handmaids move.
The universal widenesses give her room:
Al feel the cosmic movement in their acts
And are the instruments of her cosmic might,
Or their own self they make their universe.
In all who have risen to a greater Life
A voice of unborn things whispers to the ear,
To their eyes visited by some high sunlight
Aspiration shows the image of a crown:
To work out a seed that she has thrown within,
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To achieve her power in them her creatures live.
Each is a greatness growing towards the helghts
{Or from his inner centre oceans out;

In circling ripples of concentric power

They swallow, giutted, their environment.

Even of that largencss many a cabin make;

In narrewer breadths and briefer vistas pent

They live content with some small greatness won.

To ruie the littie empire of themselves,

To be a figure in their private world

And make the miilew’s joys and griefs their own
And satisfy their life-motives and life-wants
[s charge enough and office for this strength,
A steward of the Person and his fafe,

This was transition-itne and starting-point,
A first immigration into heavenliness,

For all who cross tnte that brilliant sphere:
These are the kinsmen of our earthly race;
This region borders on our mortal state.

This wider world cur greater movements gives,
Its strong formations build our growing sefves;
{ts creatures arg our brighter repiicas,

Complete the types we only iniiate

And are securely what we strive to be.

As if though{-out eternal characters,

Entire, not pulled as we by contrary tides,

They follow the unsezn leader in the heart,

Their lives obey the Inner nature’s law.

There is kept grandenr’s store, the hero’s mould;
The soul is the watchful builder of its fate;
None 15 a spirit indifferent and mert;

They choose their side, they see the god they adore.

A battle is joined between the frue and false,
A pilgrimage sets out to the divine Light.
For even Ignorance there aspires to know
And shines with the lustre of a distant star;

184



Savitri - Book Two - Canto Six I&s

There 15 a knowledge in the heart of sleep

And Nature comes to them as a conscious foree.
An ideal is their leader and their king:

Aspiring to the monarchy of the sun

They cali in Truth for their high povernment,
Hold her incarnate in their daily acts

And fill their thoughts with ber inspired voice
And shape their lives into her breathing form,
Tili in her sun-gold godhead they too share.

Or to the truth of Darkness they subscribe;
Wheilicr for Heaven or Hell they must wage war:
Warriors of Good, they serve a shiming cause

Or are Evil’s soldiers in the pay of Sin.

For evil and good an equal tenure keep
Wherever Knowledge is Tenorance's twin.

All powers of Life towards their podhead tend

In the wideness and the daring of that air,

Each builds iis temple and expands its cuit,

And Sin too there is a divinity.

Affirming the beauty and splendour of her law
She ¢laims life as her natural domain,

Assumes the world’s throne or dons the papal robe:
Her worshippers preclaim her sacred right.

A red-tiaraed falsehood they revere,

Worship the shadow of a crooked god,

Admit the black Idea that twists the brain

Or lie with the harlot Power that slays the Sonl
A mastering virtue statuesques the pose,

Or a titan passion goads to & proud wnrest:

At Wisdom's aitar they are kings and priesis

Or their life a sacrifice to an idol of Power.

Or Beauty shings on them lke a wandering star;
Too far to reach, passionate they follow her light;
[n Art and Life they catch the All-Beautiful's ray
And make the world their radiant treasure house:
Even common figures are with marvel robed;
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A charm and greatness locked in every hour
Awakes the jov which sieens in 2l things made,

A mighty victory ¢r & mighty fail,

A throne in heaven or & pt in hell,

The dual Tnergy they have fustified

And markad their souis with her {remendous seal:
Whatever Fate may do to them they have earned:
Semething they have done, something they have been, they live.
There Matter is soul’s result and not its cause,

In a contrary balance to earth’s tieth of things
The gross weighs less, the subtie counts for more;
QOrn inner values hange the outer plan.

As quivers with the thought the expressive word,
As yearns the act with the passion of the sonl
This world’s apparent sensible design

Looks vibrant back to some Interior might.

A Mind not limited by external sense

Gave figures to the spirit’s imponderables,

The world’s impacts without ¢chanuels registered
And turned into the body's concrete thrill

The vivid workings of a bediless Force;

Powers here subliminal that act unseen

Or 1o ambush crouch waiting behind the wall
Came out in front uncovering their face.

The occult grew there overt, the obvious kept

A covert tarn and shouldered the unknown;

The unseen was felt and jostled visible shapes.

In the communior: of iwo mesting minds

Thought Iooked at thought and had no need of speech;
Emotion clasped emotion in two hearts,

They felt each other’s thrill in the flesh and nerves
Or melted each in each and grew immenses

As when two houses burn and firg joins fire:

Hate grappled hate and love broke in on love,
Will wrestled with will on mind’s invisible ground;
Others’ sensations passing through like waves
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Left guivering the subtle hody's frame,

Their anger rushed galloping i brute ziiask,

A charge of trampling hooves on shaken soil,
Cue feit another’s grisl invade the hreast,
Anothet’s joy exulting ran through the blood:
Hearts could draw close through disiancs, volces near
That spoke upon the shore of alien seas.

There beat a throb of living interchange:

Being felf being even when afar

And consciousness replied to consciousness.

And yet the ultimate oneness was not there.
There was a separateness of soul from soul:

An inner wall of silence conld be built,

An armour of conscious might protect and shieid ;
The being could be closed in and solitary;

QOne conld remain apart in self, alone.

Identity was not yet nor union’s peace.

All was imperfect still, half-known, half-done:
The miracle of Inconscience overpassed,

The miracle of the Saperconscient still
Unknown, self-wrapped, unfelt, unknowable,
Looked down on them, origin of all they were.
As forms they came of the formless Infinite,

As names lived of a nameless Eternity.

The beginning and the end were there occuli;

A middle term worked unexplained, abrupt:
They were words that spoke to a vast wordless Truih,
They were figures crowding an unfinished sum.
None truly knew himself or knew the world

Or the Reality living there enshrined:

Only they knew what Mind could take and build
Out of the secret Supermind’s huge store,

A darkness vnder them, a bright Void above,
Uncertain they lived in a great climbing space;
By mysieries they explained a Mystery,

A, riddling answer met the riddle of things.
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As e moved in this ether of ambiguous hfe,
Himsel! he grow a riddle o himself;
As symbols he saw all and sought thair sense.

Across the izaping springs of death and birth
And over shifting borders of soul-change,
A hunter on the Spirit's creative track,
He followed in life's fine and mighty tratis
Pursuing her secalad formidable delight
In a perilous adventure withont close.
At firet no aim appeared in these large steps:
Only the wide saurce he saw of ail things here
Locking towsrds a wider source beyond.
Fur as she drew away from earthly lines,
A tenser drag was felt from the Unknown,
A higher context of delivering thought
Dirove her towards marvel anc discovery.
There came a high release from peftier cares,
A mightier ynage of desire and hops,
A vaster formula, a greater scene.
Ever she circled fowards some far-off Light:
Her signs still covered more than they revealed;
But tled to some immediate sight and wiil
They lost their purport in the joy of use,
Till stripped of their infinite meaning they became
A cipher gieaming with unreal sense.
Armed with a magical and haunted bow
She aimed at a target kept invisible
And ever deemed remote though always near.
As one who spells illumined characters,
The key-book of a crabbed magician text,
Be scanned her subtle fangled weird designs
And the screened difficult theorem of her clues,
Traced in the monstrous sands of desert Time
The thread beginnings of her titan works,
Watched her charade of action for some hint,
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Read the No-gestures of her sithouettes,

And strove to capture in their burdened drift

The dance-fantasia of her sequences

Escaping into rhythmic mystery,

A glimmer of fugitive fect on flecing soil,

In the labyrinth pattern of her thoughis and hopes
And the byways of her intimate desires,

in the complex corners crowded with har droams
And rounds eressed by an intrigue of irrelevant rounds,
A wanderer straving amid fugitive scenes

He lost its signs and chased each failing gusss.
Ever he met kev-words, ignorant of their key.

A sun that dazzled its own eye of sight,

A luminous enigma’s brilliant hood

Lit the dense purple barrier of thought’s sky:

A dim large trance showed to the night her stars.
As if sitting near an open window's gap,

He read by lightning-fiash on crowding flash
Chapters of her metaphysical romance

Of the soul’s search for lost Reality

And her fictions drawn from spirit’s authentic fact,
Her caprices and conceits and meanings locked,
Her rash unseizabie freaks and mysteried turns.
The magnificent wrappings of her secrecy

That fold her desirable body out of sight,

The strange significant forms woven on her robe,
Her meaningful outlines of the sounls of things

He saw, her false transparencies of thought-hue,
Her rich brocades with imaged fancies sewn

And muiable masks and broideries of disguise.

A thousand baffling faces of the Truth

Looked at him from her forms with nunknown eyes
And wordless mouths unrecognisable

Spoke from the figures of her masquerade,

Or peered from the recondite magnificence

And subtle splendour of her draperies.
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in sudden sointfiations of the unkaown,
Inexpressive sounds became veridical,

fdeas that sesmed unmeaning flashed out fruth;
Yoices that came from unseen waiting worids
Utteraed the svliables of the Unmanifest

To clothe the body of the mvstic Word,

And wizard diagrams of the oecult Law

Sealed some precise unreadable karmony,

{Or used hue and fipure to reconstitnie

The herald blaxon of Time's szerei things.

In her green wildernesses and hurking depths,

In her thickets of joy whera danger clasps delight,
He glimpsed the hidden wings of her songster hopes,
A glirnmer of blue and gold and scarlet fire.

in her covart janes, bordering her chance field-paths
And by her singing rivulets and calm Jakes

He found the glow of her golden fruits of bliss

And the beauty of her fowers of dream and muse.
As if a miracle of heart’s change by joy

He watched in the alchemist radiance of her suns
The crimsen outhurst of one secnlar Hower

On the tree of sacrifice of spiritual love.

in the sleepy splendour of her noons he saw,

A perpetual repetition through the hours,

Thought's dance of dragon-flies on mystery’s stream
That skim but never test 1ts murnurs’ race,

And beard the laughter of her rose desires

Running as if te escape from longed-for hands,
Jingling sweet anklet-bells of fantasy.

Amidst live symbols of her occult power

He moved and fzlt them as close real forms:

In that life more conerete than the lives of men
Throbbed heart-beats of the idden reality:
Embodied was thers what we but think and feel,
Self-framed what here takes outward borrowed shapes.
A comrade of Silence on her austere heights
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Accepled by her mighty lonehness,

He sieod with her on meditating poaks

Where iife and being are 2 sacramant

Offered to the Reality beyond,

And saw her logse into Infimity

Her hooded eagles of significance,

Messengers of Thought to the Unknowable.
Identified in scul-vision and soul-sense,

Entering Into fier depths as into 2 house,

All ke became that she was or fonged to be,

He thought with her thoughts and journeved with her steps,
Lived with her breath and scanned all with her eyes
That he might learn ¢he secret of her soul.

A witness overmastered by his scens,

He admired her splendid fromt of pomp and play
And the marvels of her rich and delicate craft,
Arnid thrilled to the insistence of her cry;
impassioned he bore the sorceries of her might,
Felt laid on him her abrupt mysterious will,

Her hands that knead fate in their violent grasp,
Her touch that moves, her powers that seize and drive,
But this too he saw, her soul that wept within,
Her seekings vain that c¢lntch at flesing truth,

Her hopes whose sombre gaze mates with despair,
The passton that possessed her longing limbs,

The trouble and rapture of her yearning breasts,
Her mind that toils unsatisiied with its fruits,

Her heart that captures not the one Beloved.
Always he met a veiled and seeking Foree,

An exiled goddess building mimic heavens,

A Sphinx whose eyes look up to a hidden Sun.

Ever he felt near 2 spirit in her forms:
Its passive presence was her nature’s strength;
This sole is teal in apparent things,
Even upon carth the spirit is life’s key,

T
-—
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But her solid outsides nownere bear 115 trace.
Hs stamp on her acts 15 undiscoverabie.

A pathos of lost heights is 1ts appeal.

Oniy sometimes is caught a shadowy line

That seams a hint of veiled realiey,

Life stared at him with vagus confased outlines
Offering a picture the eyes could not keep,

A story that was yet not written there.

As in a fragmentary half-lost design

Life’s meanings fed from the pursuing eye,
Life's visage hides life’s real self from sight;
Life's secret sense is written withun, above.

The thought that gives it sense lives far beyond;
it is not sgen in its half-finished design.

!n vain we hope to read the baffling signs

Or find the word of the half-played charade.
Only in that greater life a cryptic thought

Is found, is hinted some interpreting word
That makes the earth-myth a fale intelligible.
Something was seen at last that locked like truth.
in a half it air of hazardous mystery

The eye that looks at the dark half of truth
Madz oot ar image mid a vivid biur

And peering through & mist of subtle fints

He saw a half-blind chained divinity
Bewildered by the world in which he moved,
Yet conscious of some light prompting his soul.
Attracted o strange far-off shimmerings,

Led by the fiuting of a distant Player

He sought his way amid fife’s laughter and call
And the index chaos of her mytiad steps
Towards some tofal deep infinitude.

Around crowded the forest of her signs:

At hazard he read by arrow-leaps of Thought
That hit the mark by guess or lnminous chance
Her changing coloured road-lights of idea
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And her signals of uncertain swift svent,

The hieroglyphs of her symbol pagaantiies

And her landimarks in the tangied paths of Thne.
In her mazes of appreach and of retreat

To every side she draws him and repels,

But drawn ic0 near escapes from his embrace;
All wavs she teads him bat so way is sure,
Allured by the many-toned marvel of her chani,
Attracted by the witcheraft of har moods

And moved by her casual touch to joy and grief,
He loses himself in her but wins her not.

A fugitive paradise smiles at him from her eyes:
He dreams of her beauty made for ever his,

He dreams of his mastery heor limbs shail bear,
He dreams of the magic of her breasts of bliss,
In her iumined script, her fanciful

Translation of God’s pure origimal text,

Hge thinks to read the Scripture Wonderful,
Hieratic key to unknown beafitudes.

But the Word of Life is hidden in ifs script,
The chant of Life has lost its divice note.
Unseen, a captive in a house of sound,

The spirtt lost in the splendour of a dream
Listens to a thousand-voiced iflusion’s ode,

A delicate weft of sorcery steals the heart

Or a fiery magic tints her tones and hues,

Yet they but wake a thrill of transient grace;

A vagrant march struck by the wanderer Time
They call to a brief unsatisfied delight

Or wallow it ravishments of mind and sense,
But miss the luminous answer of the soul.

A blind heart-throh that reaches joy through tears,

A yearning towards peaks for ever unreached,
An ecstasy of unfulfilied desire

Track the last heavenward climbings of her voice,
Transmuted are past suffering’s memories

193



Savitel - Bosk Two - Canio Six

Tric an old sadness's sweet sscaping train:
‘Turned are her tears to gems of dizmond pain,
Her sorrow into a magic crown of song.

Brief are ner snatches of felicity

That touch the surface, then escape or die:

A lost remembrance echoss in her depths,

A deathless lenging is hers, 2 veiled sell’™s call;
A prisoner in the mortal’s imiting world,

A spirit wounded by fife sobs in her breast;

A cherished suffering is her despest cry.

A wanderer on forlem despairing routes,
Along the roads of sound a frustrate voice
Forsuken cries te a forgotten biiss,

Astray in the echo caverns of Destre,

It guards the phantoms of a soul’s dead hopes
And keeps alive the voice of perished things
Or lingers upon sweet and errant notes
Hunting for pleasure in the heart of pam.

A fateful hand has touched the cosmic chords
And the infrusion of a troubled strain

Covers the inner music’s hidden key

That guides unheard the surface cadences,
Yet i3 it joy to live and to create

And joy to love and labour though all fails,
And joy to seek though-all we find deceives
And all on which we lean betrays our trust;

Yet something in its depths was worth the pain,
A passionate memory haunts with ecstasy’s fire.

Even grief has joy hidden beneath its roots:
For nothing is truly vain the One has made:
In our defeated hearts God’s strength survives

And victory’s star still lights our desperate road;

Our death is made a passage to new worlds.
This to Life’s music gives its anthem swell,
Ta all she lends the glory of her voice;

Heaven's raptures whisper to her heart and pass,
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Earth’s transient yearnings cry from her lips and fade.

Alone the God-given hymn escapes her art
That came with her from ker spiritual home
But stopped half-way and failed, a sifent word
Awake 1n some deep pause of waiting worlds,
A murmur suspended in eternity’s hush;

But no breath comes from the supernal peace;
A sumptuous interlude occupies the ear

And the heart Listens and the soul consenis;

An evanescent rausic it repeats

Wasting on transience Time's eternity.

A tremolo of the voices of the hours

Oblivicus screens the high intended theme

The seli-cmbodying spirit came to play

On the vast clavichord of Nature-Force.

Only a mighty mwmaur here and there

Of the eternal Word, the blissful Voice

Or Beauty’s touch transfiguring heart and sense,
A wandering splendour and a mystic cry,
Recalls the strength and sweetness heard no more.

Here is the gap, here stops or sinks life’s force;
This deficit paupers the magician’s skill:
This want makes all the rest seem thin and bhare,
A hatf-sight draws the horizon of her acts:
Her depths remember what she came to do,
But the mind has forgotten or the hearf mistakes:
In Nature’s endless lines 15 lost the God.
In knowledge to sum up omniscience,
In action to erect the Omnipotent,
To create her Creator here was her beart’s conceit,
To invade the cosmic scene with utter God.
Todling to transform the still far Absolute
Into an all-fujfilling epiphany,
Into an witerance of the Ineffable,

She would bring the glory hers of the Absolute’s force,
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Chenpe poise inte creation’s rhythmic swing,
Marry with a sky of calm a sea of dliss,

A fire to call eternity info Tims,

Muke body's joy as vivid ag the seul’s,

Earth she would 1ift to nsighbourhood with heaven,
Labours life to eguate with the Supreme

And reconciie the Bternal and the Abyss,

Her pragmatism of the transcendent Trath

Fills silznce with the voices of the gods,

8ut in the cry the single Voice is lost.

For Nafures vision climbs beyond her acts.

A Nife of gods in heaven she sges above,

A demi-god emerging from an ape

is all she can in cur mortal element.

Here the half-god, the haif-titan are her peak:
This preater [ife wavers twixt earth and sky.

A noignant paradox pursuss ber dreams:

Her hooded engrgy moves an ignorant world

To lock for a joy her own strong clasp puts off';
I her embrace it cannct tum 10 its source,
Immense her power, endless her act’s vast drive,
Astray is its significance and lost.

Although she carries in her secret breast

The law and journeying curve of all things born
Her knowladge partial seems, her purpose small;
On 2 soil of yearning tread her sumptuous houts.
A leaden Nescience weighs the wings of Thought,
Her power oppresses the being with its garbs,
Her action prisons its immertal gaze.

A sense of lirnit haunts her masteries

And nowhere is assured content or peace:

For ali the depth and beanty of her work

A wisdom lacks that sets the spirit free.

Axn old and faded charm had now her face

And palied for him her quick and curious lore;
His wide soul asked a deeper joy than hers.
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Out of her daedal ines he sought escape;

But neither gaie of horn acr ivory

He found nor postern of spiritual sight.

There was no issue from that dreamilike space.
Our being must move eternally through Time;
Beath helps us not, vain is the hope to cease;
A secret Will compels us to endure.

Ohr life's repose is in the Tafinite;

Tt cannot end, its end is Life supreme.

Desgth is a passage, not the goa! of our walk:
Some ancient desp impulsion labours oz:

Our souls are dragged as with a hidden leash,
Carried from birth to birth, from world to world,
Our acts proloag after the body's fall

The old perpetual journey without panse.

No silent peak is found where Time can rest.
This was a magic stream that reached no sea.
However far he went, wherever turned,

The wheel of works ran with him and outstripped;

Always a farther task was left to do.

A beat of action and a cry of search

For ever grew in that unquiet world;

A busy murmur filled the heart of Time.

All was contrivarce and unceasing stir.

A hundred ways to live were tried in vain:

A sameness that assumed a thousand forms
Strove to escape from its long monotone

And made new things that soon were like the oid.
A curious decoration lured the eye

And novet values furbished ancient themes
To cheat the mind with the idea of change.

A different picture that was still the same
Appeared upon the cosmic vague background.
Only another labyrinthine house

Of creatures and their doings and events,

A city of the traffic of bound souls,
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A market of creation and her wares

Was offered to the labouring mind and heart.
A circudt ending where it first began

is dubhad the forward and cternal march

Of progress on perfection’s unknow: road.
Each final schema leads to a seque! plan,

Yet every new departure seems the last,
Inspired evangel, theory's ultmate peak,
Proclaiming a panacse for all Time's ills

Or carrving thought in its witimate zenith fight
Ard trumpeting supreme discovery;

Fach brief ides, a structurs perishable,
Publishes the immortaiity of s rule,

its clatm to be the perfect form of things,
Truth's Jast epitome, Time's golden best,

But nathing has been achieved of infinile worth:

A world made ever anew, never compleate,
Prled alwavs half-attempts on lost attempts
And saw a fragment as the sternal Whols,

In the aimiess mounting total of things done
Existernce seemed a vain necessity’s act,

A wrestle of cternal opposites

In & clasped antagonism's close-locked embrace,
A play without denouement or idea,

A hunger march of lives without a goal,

Or, written on a bare blackboard of Space,
A funle and recurring sum of souls,

A hope that failed, a light that never shone,
The labour of an unaccomplished Force
Tied to 1ts acts in a dim eternity.

Therz 18 no end or none can yet be seen:
Although defeated, Jife must struggle on;
Albways she sees a crown she cannot grasp:
Her eyves are fixed beyond her fallen state.
There quivers stll within her breast and ours
A plory that was onee and is no more,
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Or there calls to us from some unfulfilled bevond
A greatness yel unreached by the halting world.
In & memory behind our mortal sense

A dream persists of larger happier air

Breathing around free hearts of joy and love,
forgotten by us, irumertal in lost Time.

A ghost of bliss pursues her hannted depths;
For she remembers still though now so far

Her rzalm of golden ease and glad desire

And the beauty and strength and happiness that were hers
In the sweeiness of her glowing paradise,

In her kingdom of immaortal ecstasy

Half-way between God’s sdence and the Abyss.
This knowledge in our hidden parts we keep;
Awake to a vague mystery’s appeal,

We meet a deep unseen Reality

Far truer than the world’s face of present Truth:
We are chased by a self we cannot now recail
And moved by a Spirit we must st1lj become,

As one who has lost the kingdom of his soul,
We look back to some god-phase of our birth
Other than this imperfect creature here

And hope in this or a diviner world

To recover vet from Heaven’s patient guard
What by our mind’s forgetfulness we miss,

Cur being’s natural felicity,

Cur heart’s delight we have exchanged for grief,
The body's thrill we bartered for mere pain,

The bliss for which our mortal nature yearns

As yearns an obscure moth to blazing Light,
Q“ur_ lifeisa _II_:t_s:Ech toa vl::tnr? ever won.

This eager turmoil of unsatisfied strf:ngths,
These long far files of forward-striving hopes
Lift worshipping eves to the blue Void called heaven
Looking for the golden Hand that never came,
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The advent Tor which &% creation waifs,

Tha heantiful visage of Ewerniy

"That shall anpear upon the roads of Time,
Vet siill to ourselves we say rekingling faith,
O, sursiy one day he shall coms 1o cuz oy,
One day he shall create our life anew

And ufter the menme formula of pease

And bring perfection (o the scheme of things.
{One day he shall descend to life and earth,
Leaying the secrecy of the eternal doors,

Into a world that eries to him for help,

And bring the truth that sets the spirit freg,
The joy that is the baptism of the soud,

The strength that is the outstretched am of Love.

One day he shali lift his beauty’s dreadful veil,
impose delight on the world’s beating heart
And bare his secret body of light and bliss,”
Bt now we strain to reach an unknown goal:
There is 1o end of seekin g and of birth,
There is 0o end of dying and retwn;

The life that wins its aim asks greater aims,
The life that fails and dies must Jive again;
Tiil it has found i#tself it cannoct cease.

All must be done for which life and death were made.

But who shall say that even then is rest?

Or there repose and action are the same

In the desp breast of God’s supreme defight.
In a high siate where ignorasce is no more,
Each mevement is 2 wave of peace and biss,
Repose God’s motionless creative force,
Action & ripple in the Infinits

And birth a gesture of Bternity.

A sun of transfipuration still can shine

And Night can bare its core of mystic light;
The self-cancelling, self-afflicting paradox
Tute a sell-luminows mystery might change,
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The imbroglic inte a joyful miracte.

Then God could be visible hare, here take a shape;
Disclosed wonld be the spirit’s identity;

Life would reveal her true immortal face,

But now a fermless labour is her fate:

In its recurrent decimal of events

Birth, death appear as its vibrating points;

The old question-mark margins each finished page,
Fach. volume of her effort’s history.

A limping Yes through the aeons journeys still
Accompanied by an eternal No.

All seems in vam, vet endless 13 the game.
Impassive turns the ever-circling Wheel,

Life has no issue, death brings no release.

A prisoner of itself the being lives

And keeps its futile Immortality;

Extinction is denied, its scle escape.

Amn error of the gods has made the world.

Or indifferent the Fternal waitches Time.

ExD oF CANTO SIx



Canre Sevss

The Descent intc Night

A mind absolved from Hife, made calm to know,
A heart divorced from the blindness and the pang,
The seal of tears, the bond of ignorance,

He turned io find that wide worid-failure’s cause.
Away he lpoked from Nature’s visible face

And sent his gaze intg the viewless Vast,

The formidabie unknown Infinity,

Asleep behind the endless coil of things,

That carries the universe in its timeless breadths
And the nipples of its being are our lives.

The worlds are buijlt by its unconscious Breath
And Matter and Mind are its figares or its powers,
Our waking thoughts the oufput of its dreams.
The veil was rent that covers Nature’s depths:
He saw the fouant of the world’s lasting pain

And the mouth of the black pit of Ignorance;
The evil guarded at the roots of life

Raised up its head and looked into his eyes.

On a dim bank where dies subjective Space,
From a stark ridge overlooking all that s,

A tenebroys awakened Nescience,

Her wide blank eves wondering at Time and Form,
Stared at the inventions of the living Void

And the Abyss whence cur beginnings rose.
Behind appeared a grey carved mask of Night
Watching the birth of all created things.

A hidden Puaissance conscious of its force,

A vague and lurking Presence everywhere,

A contrary Doom that threatens all things made,
A Death figuring as the dark seed of life,

Seerned to engender and to slay the world.
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Then from the sombre mystery of the zulfs

And from the hollow bosom of the Mask
Something crept forth that seemed a shapeless Thought.
A fatal Influence upon creaturss stole

Whose lethal touch pursued the immertal spirit,
Cn life was laid the haunting finger of Death
And overcast with error, grief and pain

The soul’s native will for truth and jov and light.
A deformation coiled that claimed to be

The being's very torn, Nature™s trie drive,

A hostile and perverting Mind at work

In every corner ensconced of conscious [ife
Corrnpied Troth with her own formuias;
Interceptor of the listening of the soul,

Afflicting knowledge with the hue of doubt

It captured the oracies of the oceult gods,

Effaced the signposts of Life’s pilgrimage,
Cancelled the firm rock-edicts graved by Time,
And on the foundations of the cosmic Law
Erected its bronze pylons of mistule.

Even Light and Love by that cloaked danger’s spell
Turned from the brilliant nature of the gods

To fallen angels and misleading suns,

Became themselves a danger and a charm,

A perverse sweetness, heaven-born maleSce:

Its power could deform divinest things.

A wind of sorrow Dreathed upon the world:

All thought with falsehood was besieged, all act
Stamped with defect or with frustration’s sign,
All high attempt with failore or vain success,

But non¢ could know the reason of his fall.

The grey Mask whispered and though no sound was heard,
Yet in the ignorant heart a seed was sown

That bore black fruit of sufiering, death and bale.
Out of the chill steppes of a bleak Unseen
Invisible, wearing the Night's grey mask,
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Arrived the shadowy dreadint messengers,
Invaders from a dangerous world of powsr,
Ambassadors of evil’s absolute.

I silence the inandible voices spoke,

Hands that none saw planted the fatal geain,

No form was seen, vet a dire work was done,

An iron decree in crooked uncials writfen

Imposed a law of sin and adverse fate.

Life logked at him with changed and sombre eyes:
Her beauty he saw and the yearning heart in things
That with a Litle happiness 1s content,

Answering to a smeall ray of truth or love;

He saw her gold sunlight and her far blue sky,
Her green of leaves and hue and scent of fowers
And the charm of children and the love of friends
And the beauty of women and kindly hearts of men,
But saw oo the dreadful Powers that drive her moods
And the anguish she has strewn apoen her ways,
Fate watting on the unseen steps of men

And her evil and sorrow and last pift of death.

A breath of disiilusion and decadence

Corrupting watched for Life’s maturity

And made to rot the full grain of the soul:
Progress became a purveyor of Death,

A world that clung to the law of a slain Light
Cherished the putrid corpses of dead iruths,
Hailed twisted forms as things free, new and frue,
Beauty from ugliness and evil drank

Feelmg themselves guests af a banquet of the gods
And tasted corruption like a high-spiced food.

A darkness settled on the heavy air;

it hunted the bright smile from Nature's lips

And slew the native confidence in her heart

And put fear's crooked Iook into her eyss,

The lust that warps the spirit’s natnral goed
Replaced by a manufactured virtue dnd vice
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The frank spontanecus impuise of the soui:
Afflicting Nature with the dual’s lie,

Their twin values whetted a forbidden zest,
Made evil & relief from spurious good,

The ego baifened on righteonsness and sin

And each became an instrument of Hell.

In rejected heaps by a monotenous road

The old simple delights were left to lic

On the wasteland of iife’s descent to Night.

All glory of life dimmad tarnished into a dowbt,
All beanty ended in an aging face;

All power was dubbed a tyranny carsed by God
And Truth a fiction needed by the mind;

The chase of joy was now a tired hunt;

All knowledge was left a questioning Ipnorance.

As from a womb obscure he saw emerge
The body and visage of a dark Unseen
Hidden behind the fair outside of life.
its dangerous commerce is our suffering’s cause,
Its breath is a subtle poison in men’s hearts:
Al} evil starts from that ambiguous face.
A peril haunted now the common air;
The wocld grew full of menacing Energies,
And wherever turned for help or hope his eyes,
In field and house, in street and camp and mart,
He met the prowl and stealthy come and go
Of armed disquieting bodied Influences.
A march of goddess figures dark and nude
Alarmed the air with grandiose unease;
Appalling footsteps drew invisibly near,
Shapes that were threats invaded the dream-light,
And ominous beings passed him on the road
Whose very gaze was g calamity:
A charm and sweetness sudden and formidable,
Faces that raised atluring lips and eyes
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Approached him armed with beauty like a spare,
But hid a fatal meaning iv each line

And could in a moment dangerovsiy change.
But he alone discerned that sereened attack.

A veil upon the inner vision fay,

A force was there that hid ifs dreadful steps;

AR was belied, yet thought itseif the truth;

Afl were beset bat knew not of the siege:

For noune could see the anthors of their {all.
Aware of some dark wisdom stiit withheld
That was the sea! and warrant of this strength,
He followed the frack of dim tremendous steps

Returning to the night from which they came.
A tract he reached vobwilt and owned by none:
There alf could enter but none stay for long.

It was a no man’s land of evil air,

A crowded neighbourkood without one howe,
A borderland tetween the world and hell.
There unreality was Nature's {ord:

I was a space where nothing could be true,
For nothing was what it had claimed o be:

A high appearance wrapped a spacious void.
Yet nothing would confess its own pretence
Even to itself in the ambiguous heart:

A vast deception was the law of things;

Only by that deception they could live.

An unsubstantial Nikil guzranteed

The falsehood of the forms this Nature took
And made them seem awhile to be and live.

A borrowed magic drew them from the Void;
They took a shape and steff that was not theirs
And showed a colour that they could not keep,
Mirrors to a fantasm of reality,

Each rainbow brlliance was a splendid hLe;

A beauty unreal graced a glamour face,
Nothing could be relied on to remain:
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Joy nurtured {ears and good an evil proved,

But never out of evil one plucked good:

Love ended early in hate, delight killed with pain,
Truth inte faisity prew and death ruled life.

A Power that laughed at the misehisf of the world,
An rony that jeined the world's contraries

And flung them inte each other's arms 1o strive,
Put a sardomic rictug on God’s face.

Aloof, its influence entered everywhers

And left a cloven hoof-mark on the breast;

A, twisted heart and a strange sombre smile
Mocked ai the simisier comedy of Efe.
Announcing the advent of & pertlons Form

An ominouns tread softened its dire footfail

That none might understand or be on guard;
None heard until a dreadful grasp was close.

Or else all augured a divine approach,

An air of prophecy felt, a heavenly hope,
Listened for a gospel, watchad for & new star,
The Fiend was visible, but cloaked in light;

He seemed a helping angel from the skies:

He armed untruth with Scripture acd the Law;
He deceived with wisdom, with virtue siew the soul
And led to perdifion by the heavenward path,
A lavish sense he gave of power and joy,

And when arose the warning from within,

He reassured the ear with duleet tones,

Or took the mind captive in its own net;

His rigorous logic made the false seem true.
Amazing the elect with holy lore

He spoke as with the very voice of God.

The air was full of treachery and ruse;
Truth-speaking was a stratagem in that place;
Ambush lurked in 2 smile and peril made

Safety its cover, trust its entry’s gate:
Falsehood came lauehine with the eves of trizth:
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Fach friend might turn an enemy or spy,

The hand one clasped ensleeved a dagger’s stab
And an embrace could be Doom’s iron cage.
Agony and danger statked their trembling prey
And softiy spoke as to a timid friend:

Attack sprang suddenly vehement aad unsesn;
Fear leaped upon the heart at every tum

And cried out with an anguished dreadful voice;
It called for one to save but cone came ngar,
All warily walked, for death was ever close;
Yet cantion seemed a vain expense of care,

For ali that guarded proved a deadly net,

And when after long suspense salvation came
And bronght a glad relief disarming strength,
Ii served as a smiling passage to worse fate.
There was no fruce and ne safe place to resi;
One dared not slamber or put off one’s arms:
It was a world of batile and surprise.

All who were there lived for themselves alons;
ATl warred against all, but with a common hate

Turned on the mind that songht some higher good:

Truth was exiled lest she should dare o speak
Ard hurt the heart of darkness with her Hght
Or bring her pride of knowledge to blaspheme
The settled anarchy of established things.

Then the scene changed, but kept its dreadfut core:

Altering its form the life remained the same.
A capital was there without a State:

It had no ruler, only groups that strove.

He saw a city of ancient Ignorance

Founded upon a soil that knew not Light,
There each in hizs own darkness walked alone:
Only they agreed fo differ in Evil’s paths,

To live in their own way for thejr own selves
Or to enforce 2 common lie and wrong;
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There Ego was lord upon his peacock seat

And faisebood sat by hits, his mate and quesn:
The world turned to them as Heaven to Truth 2nd God.,
Injustice justiffed by frm decrees

The sovereign weights of Hrror's legalised trade,
But ail the weights were filse and none the same;
Ever she watched with her balance and a sword
Lest any sacrilepious word expose

The sanctified formulas of her old misrule.

In high professions wrapped self-wil walked wide
Aud licence staiked prating of order and right;
There was no altar ratsed to Liberty:

True frecdom was abhmred and honted down:
Harmony aud tolerance nowhere could be seen;
Fach group proclaimed i3 dire and naked Law.
A frams of ethics knobbed with scriptural mles
{r a theory passionaiely believed and praised
A table seemed of high Heaven's sacred code.
A formal practice mailed and iron-shod

Gave 1o a rude and mthiess warsior kind
Drawn from the savage bowels of the carth

A proud stern poise of harsh nobility,

A civic posture rigid and formidable.,

But all their private acts belied the pose:

Power and utiBty were their Truth and Right,
An eagle rapacity clawed its coveted good,
Beaks pecked and talons tore all weaker prey.
Tn their sweet secrecy of pleasant sins

Nature they obeyed and not a moralist God.
Inconscient traders in bundles of contraries,
They did what in others they would persecute;
When their eves looked upon their fellow’s vice,
An indignation flamed, a virtuous wrath;
Oblivious of their own deep-hid offence,
Moblike they stoned a neighbour caught in sin,
A pragmatist judge within passed false decrees,
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Posed worst iniguities on equity's base,

Reasonsd il aciions just, sanctioned the scale

Of the merchant ego's interest and desire.

Thus was a balznce kent, the world could live.

A zealof fervour pushed their ruthiess cults,

All faith not theirs bled scourged as heresy;

They questioned, captived, tortured, burned or smote
And forced the soul te abandon right or die.

Amid her clashing creeds and warring sects
Religion sat upon a blood-strined throne.

A hundred tycannies oppressed and slew

And founded unity upon fraud and force.

Only what seemed was prized 23 real there:

The ideal was a cynic ridicile’s butt:

Hooted by the crowd, mocked by enlightened wits,
Spiritual seckmg wandered ouicasied, —

A dreamer’s self-deceiving web of thought

Or mad chimera deemed or hypocrite’s fake,

Its passionate instinct trailed through minds obscure
Lost in the cireuits of the Ignorance,

A lie was there the truth and truth a lie,

Here must the iraveller of the npward 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.
S0 might one fall on the Eternal’s road

Forfetting the spirit’s longly chance in Time

And no news of him reach the waiting gods,
Marked “missing’” in the register of souls,
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His nams toe ingex of a failing hope.

The positicn of 2 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 2ve to scout,

Casting a javelin regard in front,

Heross and scldiers of the army of Light.

Hardly even so, the grisly danger past,

Released mto a calmer purer air,

They dared at length to breathe and smile once more,
Once more they moved beneath a real sun.

Though Hell claimed rule, the spirit stili had power.
This No-maw's-land he passed without debate;

Him the heighfs missionad, him the Abyss desired;
Nore stood across his way, no voice forbade.

For swift and easy is the downward path,

And now towards the Night was turned his face,

A greater darkness waited, 3 worse reign,
If worse can be where all is evil's extreme;
Yet to the cloaked the uncloaked 15 naked worst,
There God and Truth and the supernal Light
Had never been or else had power no more.
As when one slips in a deep moment’s trance
Over mind’s border inte ancther worid,
He crossed a boundary whose stealthy trace
Eye could not see but only the soul feel.
Into an armoured flerce domain he came
And saw himself wandering like a lost soul
Amid grimed walls and savage slums of Night,
Around him crowded grey and squalid huts
Neighbouring proud palaces of perverted Power,
Inhuman quarters and demoniac wards.
A pride in evil hugped its wretchedness;
A misery haunting splendour pressed those feil
Dun suburbs of the cities of dream-life,
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There Life displayed to the spectator souf
The shadow depths of her strange miracle,
A strong and fallen goddess without hope,
Ohscured, deformed by some dire Gorgen spell,
As might & harlot smpress in a bouge,
Nuds, unashamed, exuitiog she upraised
Her evil face of perilous beanty and charm
And, drawing panic 1o 2 shuddering kiss
Twixt the maruificence of her fatal Dreasts,
Allured to their abyss the spirit’s fall.
Across the field of sight she muitiplied

As on a scenic film or moving plate

The implacable splendour of her nighimare pomps.

On the dark background of a souliess world
She staged between a [urid light and shade
Her dramas of the sorrow of the depths
Writlen on the agonised nerves of living things:
Epics of horror and srim maiesty,

Wry statues spat and stiffened in life’s mud,
A glit of hideous forms and hideous deeds
Paralysed pity ia the hardenped breast,

In booths of sin and night-repairs of vice
Styled infamics of the body’s concupiscence
And sordid imaginations etched in flesh,
Turned lust into a decorative art:

Abusing Nature’s gift her pervert skill
Immortalised the sown grain of Living death,
ir a mud goblet poured the bacchic wine,
To a satyr gave the thyrsus of a god.
Impure, sadistic, with grimacing mouths,
Grey foul inventions gruesome and macabre
Came televisioned from the gnlfs of Night.
Her craft ingenious m monstrosity,
Impatient of all natural shape and poise,

A gape of nude exaggerated lines,

(Gave caricature a stark reality,
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And art-parades of weird distorted forms,

Arnd gargoyie masks obscene and terrible
Trampled to tormented postures the torn szose.
An inexorable evil’s worshipper,

She made vileness great and sublimated filth;

A dragon power of reptile energies

And strange epiphanies of grovelling Fores
And serpent grandeurs couching in the mire
Drew adoration to a gleam of slime.

All Mature puiled out of her frame and base
Was twisted into an unnatural pose:

Repulsion stimulated nert desire;

Agony was made a red-spiced food for bliss,
Hatred was trosted with the work of last

And torture took the form of an embracs;

A ritual angujsh consecrated death;

Worship was offzred to the Undivine,

A new aesthesis of Inferno’s art

That trained the mind to love what the soul hates,
Imposed allegiance on the guivering nerves
And forced the unwilling body to vibrate.

Too sweet and too harmaenious to excime

In this regime that soiled the being’s core,
Beauty was banned, the heart’s feeling dulled to sleep
And cherished in their place sensation’s thrills;
The world was probed for jets of sensc-appeal.
Here cold material intellect was the judge

And needed sensual prick and jog and lash
That its hard dryness and dead nerves might feel
Some passion and power and acrid peint of life.
A new philosophy theorised evil’s rights,
Gloried in the shimmering rot of decadence,

Or gave to a python force persuasive speech
And-armed with knowledge the primeval brute.
Over life and Matter only brooding bowed,
Mind changed to the image of 2 rampant beast;
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Tt scrambled inio the pit to dig for truth

And lighied its search with the subconscient’s flares.
Thence hubbling rose sullving the upper air,

The filth and fesiering secrets of the Abyss:

This it called positive fact and real Life.

Tais now composed the fetid atmosphere,

A wild-beast passion crept from secret Night

To watch its prey with fascinating eyes:

Around him itke 2 fire with sputiermg tongties
Therza 1olled and lasghed a bestial costasy;

The air was packed with longings brute and fleree;
Crowding and stinging in a monstrous swarm
Pressed with 4 noxious hum into his mind
Thoughts that could poisen Nature’s heavenliest breath,
Forcing reluctant lids assailed the sight

Acts that revealed the mystery of Hell,

All that was thers was on this patiern made,

A, race possessed inhabited those parts.
A foree demoniac lorking in man's depths
That heaves suppressed by the heart’s homan law,
Awed by the calm and sovereign eyes of Thought,
Can in 4 fire and earthquake of the sonl
Anse and, calling to its native night,
Overthrow the reason, occupy the life
And stamp its hoof on Nature's shaking ground.:
This was for them their being’s flaming core.
A mighty energy, a monster god,
Hard to the strong, implacable to the weak,
It stared at the harsh unopitying world it made
With the stony evelids of its fixed idea.
Its heart was drunk with a dire hunger’s wine,
In others’ suffering felt a thriiled delight
And of death and ruin the grandiose music heard.
To have power, to be master, was sole virfue and good:
It claimed the whole world for Evil’s living room,
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Its party’s grim totalitarian reign

The cruel destiny of breathing things.

All on one plan was shaped and standardised
Under a dark dictatorship’s breathless weight,
I street and house, in councils and in contts
Beings he met who looked like living men

And climbed in speech upon high wings of thought
But harboured all that 1s subhuman, vile

And [ower than the Jowest reptile’s crawl,

The reason meant for nearness to the gods

And uplift to heaveniy scale by the touch of mind
Only enhanced by its enlightening ray

Their inborn nature’s wry monstrosity.

Often a familiar visage studying

Joyfully encountered at some dangerous turn,
Hoping to recognise a lock of light,

His vision wamed by the spirit’s inward eve
Discavered suddenly Hell's trade-mark there,
Or saw with the inner sense that cannot err,

In the semblance of a fair or virile form

The demon and the goblin and the ghoul.

An insolence reigned of cold stone-hearfed strength
Mighty, obeyed, approved by the Titan's law,
The huge langhter of 2 giant cruelty

And fierce glad deeds of agre violence,

In that wide cynic den of thinking beasts

Oune looked in vain for a trace of pity and love;
There was no touch of sweetness anywhere,

But only Force and its acolvies, greed and hate:
There was no help for suffering, none to save,
None dared resist or speak 2 noble word,
Armed with the aegis of tyrannic Power,
Signing the edicts of her dreadiul rule

And using blood and torture as a seal,
Darkness proclaimed her slogans to the workl.
A, servile blinkered silence hushed the mind
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Or only it repeated lsssons taughi,
While mitred, holding the zood shepherd’s staf,
Falsehood enthroned on awed and prosirate hearts
The calis and creeds that organise living death
And slay the soul on the altar of a lie.
All were deceived or served their own deceif;
Truth in that stifling atmosphere could ot live.
There wretchedness believed in its own joy
And fear and weakness hugged their abject depihs;
All that is low and sordid-thoughted, base,
All that i5 drab and poor and miserable,
Breathed in 2 laxed content its natural air
And el no vearning of divine release;

L Arrogant, gibing at move Juminous staies
The people of the gulfs despised the sun,
A harrierad autacchy excladed light;
Fixed in ifs will £0 be its own grey self,
Tt vaunted its norm unique and splendid type:
It soothied its hunger with a plunderer’s dream
Flaunting :ts cross of servitude like a crow,
It ciung to its dismal harsh auronomy.
A bull-throat bellowed with its brazen tongue;
Its hard and shameless clamour filling space
And threatening all who dared o listen fo truth
Claimed the monopoly of the battered ear;
A deafened acquiescence gave its voie,
And braggart dogmas shouted in the night
Kept for the fallen son! once decmed & god
The pride of its abysmal absoluie.

A lone discoverer in these menacing realms
Cruarded like termite cities from the sun,

Oppressed mid crowd and tramp and neise and flare,

Passing from dusk to deeper dangerous dusk,

He wrestled with powers that snatched from mind its light

And smote from him their clinging imfinences,
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Soon he emerged in a dim wall-less space.

For now the peopled tracts weve left behind;
He walked between wide banks of failing eve,
Around him grew a gaunt spiritual biank,

A threateping waste, a sinister loneliness

That left mind bare to an nnseen assauit,

An zmpty page on which all that willed could write
Stark monstrous messages withont controf,

A traveliing dot on downward roads of Dusk
Mid barren fields and barns and straggling huis
And a few crooked and phantasmal trees,

He faced a sense of death and conscious Yoid.
But still a hostile Life unseen was there

Whose deathlike poise resisting light and truth
Made living a bleak gap In nuflity.

He heard the grisly voices that deny;

Assailed by thoughts that swarmed like spectral hordes,
A prey to the staring phantoms of the gloom
And terror approaching with its ethal mouth,
Diriven by 3 strange will down ever down,

Ths sky above o communique of Doom,

He strove to shield his spint from despair,

Bt felt the horror of the growing Night

And the Abyss rising to claim his soul.

Then ceased the abodes of creatures and their forms
And solitude wrapped him ia its voiceless folds,
All vanished suddenly jike a thought expunged;
His spirif became an emply Iistening guif

Void of the dead ilusion of & world:

Nothing was left, not even an evil face;

He was alone with the grey python Night.

A dense and nameless Nothing conscious, mite,
Which seemed alive but without body or mind,
Lusted all being to annihilate

That it might be for ever nude and sole.

As In a shapeless beast™s intangible jaws,
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Gripped, strangled by that justing viscous blot,
Attracted to some black and giant mouth

And swallowing throat and a huge beily of doom,
His heing {rom its own vision disappeared

Drawn towards depths that hungered for its fall.
A formless void suppressed his struggling hrain,
A darkness grim and cold oppressed his flesh,

A whispered grey suggestion chilled his heart;
Haled by a serpent-force from ifs warm home
And dragged to extinction in biank vacancy

Life clung to its seat with cords of gasping breath;
Lapped was his body by a tenebrous tongue.
Existence smothered travailed to survive:

Hope strangled perished in his empty soul,

Belief and memory abolished died

And all that helps the spirit in its course.

FThere crawled through every tense and aching nerve
Leaving behind ils poignant quaking frail

A nameless and unurterable fear.

As a sea nears a viefim bound and still,

The approach alarmed his mind for ever dumb
Of an implacable eteraity

Of pain iphuman and intolerable.

This he must hear, his hope of heaven estranged;
He must ever exist without extinetion’s peace

In a slow suffering Time and tortured Space,

An anguished nothingness his endless siate.

A lifeless vacancy was now his breast,

And in the place where once was Juminous thought,
Only remained like a pale motionless ghost

An incapacity for faith and hope

And the dread conviction of a vanquished soul
Immorial still but with its godhead lost,

Self lost and God and touch of happier worlds.
But he endured, stilled the vain terror, bore

‘The smothering coils of agony and affright:
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Then peace retumed and the soul’s sovereign gaze.
To the blank horror a calm Light repliad:
Immutable, undying and unborn,

Mighty and mute the Godbead in him woks

And faced the pain: and danger of the world.

He mastered the {ides of Naturs with a fook:

He met with his bare spicit naked Hell.

Exp oF CANTO SEVEN



Conts Bight

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

"T'hen could he see the hidden heart of Night:
The labour of its stark unconsciousness
Revealed the endless ierrible Inane.
A spiritless biank lafinity was there;
A Nature that denied the eternal Truth
In the vain brageart freedom of iis thought
Hoped to abolish God and reign alone.
There was no sovereign Guest, no witness Light;
Unhelped it would create its own bleak world.

Its large blind eves looked out on demon acts,

ts deaf ears heard the untruth its dumb lips spoke;
Iis huge misguided fancy took vast shapes,

its mindless sentience quivered with fierce conceits;
Engendering a brute principic of life
Evil and pain begot a monstrous soul.
The Anarchs of the formiess depths arose,
Great tian beings and demoniac powers,
World-egos racked with Iust and thought and will,
Vast minds and lives withont a spirit within:
Empatieng architects of error’s house,
Leaders of the cosmic ignorance and unrest
And sponsors of sorrow and mortality
Embodied the dark Tdeas of the Abyss.
A shadow substance into emptiness came,
Dim forms were born in the unthinking Void
And eddies met and made an adverse Space
In whose black folds Being imagined Heil.
His eves piercing the triple-plated gloom
Identified their sight with its blind stare:
Accustomed te the vapatural dark, they saw
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Unreality made real and conscious Night,

A violent, fierce and formidable world,

An ancient womb of huge calamitous dreams,
Coiled lke a larva in the obscurtty

That keeps it from the spear-poinis of Heaven's stars.
1t was the gate of a false Infinite,

An eternity of disastrous absolutes,

An immense negation of spiritual things.

All once self-luminous in the spirit’s sphere
Turned now into their own dark contraries:
Being collapsed into a pointless void

That yet was a zero parent of the worlds;
Inconscience swallowing up the cosmic Mind
Produced a universe from its iethal sieep;
Bliss into black coma failen, insensible,
Coiied back fo itself and God’s eternal foy
Through a false poignant figure of grief and pain
Still dolorously nailed upon a cross

Fixed in the soil of a dumb insentient world
Where birth was a pang and death an 2geay,
Lest ail too scon should change again fo bliss.
Thought sat, a priestess of Perversity,

On her black tripod of the triune Snake
Reading by opposite signs the eternal scripd,
A sorceress reversing Life's God-frame,

In darkling aisles with ovil eyes for lamps
And fatal voices chanting from the apse,

In strange Infermnal dim basibicas

Intoning the magic of the untioly Word,

The ominous profound Initiate

Performed the ritual of her Mysteries.

There suffering was Nuture’s daily foed
Alluring to the anguished heart and flesh,
And torture was the forpmla of delight,

Paini mimicked the celestial ecstasy,

There Good, a faithless gardener of God,
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Watered with virtne the world’s upas-tree

And, careful of the outward word and act,
Engrafted his hyvpocrite blooms on native ill,
All high things served their nether opposite:
The forms of Gods sustained a demon cult;
Heaven's face became a mask and snare of Hell.
There In the heart of vain phenomenon,

11 an enormous action’s writhen core

Hez saw a shape illimitable and vague

sitting on Deatls who sawallows all things born.
A chill fixed face with dire and motionless cyes,
Her dreadful trident 1n her shadowy hand
Cutstretched, she pierced all creatures with one fate.

When nothing was save Matter without soul
And a spiritless hollow was the heart of Time,
Then Life first touched the insensible Abyss;
Awaking the stark Void to hope and grief
Her pallid beam smote the nnfathomed Night
In which God hid himself from his own view.,
In all things she sought their slumbering mystic truth,
The unspoken Word that inspires unconscicns forms;
She groped in his deeps for an jnvisible Law,
Fumbled in the dim subcenscient for his mind
And strove to find a way for spirit to be,
But from the Night another answer came.
A seed was in that nether matrix cast,
A dumb unprobed husk of perveried truth,
A cell of an insentient infinite,
A monstrous birth prepared its cosmic form
In Nature’s titan embryo, Ignorance.
Then in a fatal and stupendous hour

Something that sprang from the stark Inconscient’s slecp

Unwillingly begotien by the mute Void,
Lifted 1ts ormuinous head against the stars;
Overshadowing earth with its huge body of Doom
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It chilled the heavens with the menace of a face.
A nameless Power, a shadowy Will arose
immense and alien to our universe.

In the inconceivable Purpose none can gauge

A vast Non-Being robed itself with shape,

The boundless Nescience of the unconscions depths
Covered eternity with Nothingness.

A seeking Mind replaced the sgeing Soul:

Life grew into a huge and hungry death,

The Spirit's bliss was changad to cosmic pain,
Assuring God’s self-cowled nautrality

A mighty opposition conguered Space.

A sovereign ruling falsehood, death and grief,
it pressed its flerce hegemony on earth;
Disharmonising the original style

Of the architecture of her fate’s design,

It faisified the primal cosmic Will

And bound to struggle and dread vicissitudes
The long slow process of the patient Power.
Implanting errer in the stuff of things

it made an Ignorance of the all-wise Law;

It baffled the sure touch of life’s hid sense,
Kept dumb the intuitive guidz in Matter’s sleep,
Deformed the insect’s instinct and the brute's,
Disfigired marn’s thoughé-born humanity.

A shadow fell across the simple Ray:

Obsoured was the Truth-light in the cavern heart
That burns unwitnessed in the altar crypt
Behind the still velamen’s secrecy
Companioning the Godhead of the shrine,

Thus was the dire antagonist Energy bom

Who mimes the eternal Mother’s mighty shape
And mocks her luminous infinity

With a grey distorted silhouette in the Night.
Arresting the passion of the climbing soul,

She forced on life a slow and faltering pace;
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Her hand’s defieciing and retarding weight

Is 1sid on the mystic evolution’s carve;

The tortuous line of her deceiving mind

The Gods see not and man is impotent;
Oppressing the God-spack within the soul
She forces buck fo the beast the human fali.
Yet in her formidable instinctive ming

She feels the One grow in the heart of Time
And sees the Immortal shine through the human nould.
Alarmed for her rule and fuli of fear and rage
She prowls around each light that gleams through the dark
Casting its ray from the Spiit's lonely iteat,
Hoping to enfer with ferce stealthy tread

And in the cradle slay the divine Child.
Incaiculable are her strength and ruse,

Her touch is a fascination and a death;

She kills her victim with his own delight;
Even Good she makes a hook to drag to Hell.
For her the world runs to its agony.

Often the pilgritm on the Eternal’s road

Tt from clouds by the pale moon of Mind,
Or in devicus by-ways wandering alone,

Or lost in deserts where 1o path is seen,

Falls overpowered by her lion leap,

A conquered captive nnder her dreadful paws.
Intoxicated by a burming breath

And amorous grown! of g destroving mouth,
Once a companion of the sacred Fire,

The mortal perishes to God and Light,

An Adversary governs heart and brain,

A Nature hestile to the Mother-force.

The self of life yields up its instruments

To Titan and demoniac agencies

That aggrandise earth-nature and disframe:

A cowled fifth-columaist is now thonght’s guide;
His subtle defeatist murmur slays the faith

I Altermativa reading : “groan”.
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And, lodged in the breast or whispering from outside,
A lying inspiration felil and dark

A naw order substitutes for the divine.

A silence falls upon the spirit’s heights,

From the veiled sanctuary the God retires,

Empty and cold is the chamber of the Bride;

The golden Nimbus now s seen no more,

Mo longer burns the white spiritual ray

And hushed for ever is the secret Voice.

Then by the Angel of the Vigil Tower

A name is struck from the recording book;

A flame that sang in Heaven sinks quenched and mute,
In ruin ends the epic of 3 soui.

This is the tragedy of the inner death

When forfeited is the divine element

And only 2 mind and body live to die.

For terrible agencies the Spirit allows
And there are subile and enormous Powers
That shield themselves with the covering Ignoranee,
Offspring of the gulfs, agents of the shadowy Force,
Haters of light, intclerant of peace,
Aping to the thought the shining Friend and Guide,
Opposing in the heart the efernal Will,
They veil the occult uplifting Harmonist.
His wisdam’s oracles are made our bonds;
The doors of God they have locked with keys of creed
And shut out by the Law his tireless Grace.
Along all Nature’s lines they have set their posts
And intercept the caravans of Light;
Wherever the Gods act, they intervene.
A yoke is laid upon the world’s dim heart;
Masked are its beats from the supernal Bliss,
And the closed peripheries of brilliant Mind
Block the fine entries of celestial Fire.
Always the dark Adventurers seem o win;
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Nature they fill with evil’s instituges,

Turn into defeats the victories of Truth,
Proclaim as falsehoods the eternal laws,

And load the dice of Doom with wizard lies;
The world’s shrines they have occupied, usurped its thrones,
In scorn of the dwindling chances of the Gods
They claim creation as their conquered fief

And crown themselves the jron Lords of Time.
Adepis of the Hiusion and the masque,

The artificers of Nature's fall and pain

Have built thefr altars of triumphant Night

In the clay temple of terrestrial life.

In the vaecant precincts of the sacred Fire,

In front of the reredos in the mystic rite

Facing the dim velamen none can pierce,
Intones his solemn hymn the mitred priest
Invoking their dreadful presence in his breast:
Attributing to them the awful Name

He chants the syllables of the magic text

And summons the wnseen communion’s act,
While twixt the incense and the muttered prayer
All the fierce bale with which the world is racked
Is mixed in the foaming chalice of man’s heart
And poured fo them like sacramental wine.
Assuming names divine they guide and rule.
Opponents of the Highest they have come

Oat of their world of souiless thonght and power
To serve by enmity the cosmic scheme,

Night is their refuge and strategic base.

Against the sword of Flame, the luminous Eve,
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 creatlive Death

The giant sons of Darkness sit and plan
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The drama of the earth, thair tragic stage.

All who would raise the fallen world must come

LUnder the dangerous arches of their powar;

For aven the radiant childrap of the gods

To darken their privilege is and dreadful right.

None can reach hegven who has not passed through hell.

This too the fraveller of the werlds must dare.
A warrior in the dateless dusi’s strife,
He entered inte dumb despairing Night
Challenging the darkness with his luminous soul.
Alarming with his steps the threshold sloom
He came intg a fierce and dolorous realm
Peopled by souls who never had tasted bliss:
Tgnorant like men born blind who know not light,
They could equate worst ill with highest good,
Virtue was {o their eves a face of sin
And zvil and misery were their natural state,
A dire administration’s penal code
Making of grief and pain the common faw,
Decrzeing universal joviessness
Had chanped life into 2 stoic sacrament
And torture into a daily festival.
An act was passed to chastise happiness;
Laughter and pleasure were banned as deadly sins:
A questionless mind was ranked as wise content,
A dull heart’s silent apathy as peace:
Sleep was not there, torpor was the sole rest,
Death came but neither respite gave nor end;
Abways the soul lived on and suffered more,
Ever he deeper probed that kingdom of pain;
Around him grew the terror of a world
Of agony followed by worse agony,
And in the terror a great wicked joy
(vlad of one's owa and other’s calamity.
Thers thought and life were a long punishment,

227
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The breath 2 burden and all hope a scourge,

The body a field of torment, 2 massed unease;
Repose was 2 waiting between pang and paag.

This was the law of things nove dreamed to change:
A hard sombre keart, & harsh unsmiling mind
Rejected happiness like a cloying sweet;
Tranguillity was a tedinvm and enpni;

Only by suffering life grew colourful;

it needed the spice of pain, the salt of tears.

If one coutd cease to be, all wouid be well;

Flise only fierca sensafions gave scme Zest:

A fury of jealousy burning the gnawed heart,

The sting of murderous spite and hate and lust,

The whisper that lures to the pit and treachery’s stroke
Threw vivid spots on the dull aching houes.

To watch the drama of infelicity,

The writhing of creatures under the harrow of doom
And sorrow’s tragic gaze into the night

And horror and the hammering heart of fear

Were the ingredients in Time’s heavy cup

That pleased and helped to enjoy its bitter taste.

Of such fierce stuff was made up life’s long hell:
These were the threads of the dark spider’s web

In which the soul was caught, quivering and wrapt;
This was religion, this was Nature's rule.

In a fell chapel of miquity

Tao worship a black pitiless image of Power
Kneeling one must cross hard-hearted stony courts,
A pavement hike a floor of ewil fate.

Each stone was a keen edge of ruthless force

And glued with the chilled blood from tortured breasts;
The dry gnarled frees stood up Like dying men
Stiffened into 4 pose of agony,

And from each window peered an omimous priest
Chanting Te Deums for slaughter’s crowning grace,
Cities uprooted, blasted human bhomes,

Burned writhen bodies, the bombshell’s massacre.
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“Cror enemies are fatlen, are falten™, they sang,
“All who once stayed our will are smitten and dead;
How great we are, how merciiul art Thou.”

Thus thought they fo reach God's impassive throne
And him comumand whom all their acts opposed,
Magnifying their deeds to touch his skies,

And make him an accomplice of taeir crimes.
There no relenting pity could have place,

But ruthless strength and iron moeds had sway,
A dateless sovereienty of terror and gleom:

This took the figure of a darkened God

Revered by the racked wretchedness be had made,
Who held in thrall a miserable world,

Axnd helpless hearts natied to unceasing woe
Adored the feet that trampled them into mire.

It was & world of sorrow and of hate,

Sorrow with hatred for its lonely jov,

Hatred with others’ sorrow as its feast;

A hilter rictus curled the suffering mouth;

A tragic cruelty saw its ominous chance,

Hate was the black archangel of that reaim;

It plowed, a sombre jewel in the heart

Burning the soul with its malignant rays,

And wallowed in its fell abysm of might,

These passions even objects seemed to exude, —
For mind overflowed into the mammate

That answered with the wickedness it received, —
Against therr users used malignant powers,

Hurt without hands and strangely, suddenly slew,
Appointed as instruments of an unseen doom.

Or they made themselves a fateful prison wall
Where men condemmned wake through the cresping hours
Counted by the toilings of an ominous bell.

An evil environment worsened evil souls:

All things were conscious there and all perverse.
In this infernal realm he dared to press

Even intp its despest pit and darkest core,
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Perturbed its tenebrous base, dared to contest

Its ancient privileped right and absolute force:

In MNight he plungzd fo know her dreadful heart,
In Hell he sought the root and cause of Hell,

Its anguished gulfs opened 1n his own breast;

He listened io clamours of its crowded pain,

The heari-beats of its fatal loneliness,

Above was a chill deaf efernity.

In vague fremendous passages of Doom

He heard the goblin voice that guides to slay,

And faced the enchantments of the demon Sign,
And traversed the ambush of the opponent Snake.
In menacing tracts, in tortured solitudes
Companionless he roamed through desolate ways
Where the red Wolf waits by the fordiess stream
And Death’s black cagles scream to the precipice,
And met the hounds of bale who hunt men’s hearts
Baying across the veldts of Destiny,

In footless battiefields of the Abyss

Fought shadowy combats in mute eyeless depths,
Assaults of Hell endured and Titan strokes

And bore the fierce inner wounds that are stow to heal,
A prisoner of a hooded magie Force,

Captured and traiied in Falsehood’s lethal net
And often strangled in the noese of grief,

Or cast on the grim morass of swallowing doubt,
Or shut into pits of error and despair,

He drank her poison draughts till none was feft.
In a world where neither hope nor joy could come
The ordeal he suffered of evil's absolute rejan,

Yet kept intact his spicit’s radiant truth.

Incapable of motion or of ferce,

In Matter’s blank denial gacled and blind,

Pinned to the black inertia of our basc

He treasured between his hands his flickering soul.
His being ventured into mindless Void,

Intolerant gulfs that knew not thought nor sense:
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Thought ceased, sense failed, his soul stil! saw and knew,
In: atomic parcellings of the Infinite

Near to the dumb begianings of lost Self,

He felt the curious small futility

Of the creation of material things,

Or, stified 1 the Inconscient’s hotlow dusk,
He sounded the mystery dark and bottomless
Of the enormous and unmeaning deeps
Whence strogefimg hife in a dead universe rose.
There in the stark identity lost by mind

He felt the sealed sense of the insensible world
And a mute wisdom in the unknowing Night.
Irnto the abysmal secrecy he came

Where darkness peers from her mattress, grey and nude,
And stood on the last locked subconseient’s floor
Where Being slept unconscious of its thoughts
And built the world not knowing what it built,
There watting its hour the future lay unknown,
There is the record of the vanished stars.
There in the stumber of the cosmie Will

He saw the sacret 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,

{n destruction felt creation’s hasty pace,

Knew loss as the price of a ¢elestial gain

And hell as a short cut to heaven’s gates.
Then in Hiusion’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 scul’s contract,
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Falsehood gave back fo Truth her tortured shape.
Annuiled were the tables of the law of pain,

And in theiy place grew lumineus characters.

The skiifol Penman’s nnseen finger wrote

His swift intuitive calligraphy;

Farth’s forms were made his divine documents,
The wisdom gmbodied mind could not reveal,
Inconserence chased from the world’s veiceless breast;
Transfigured were ihe fived scheres of reasoning Thought.
Arousing consciousress i things inert,

He imposed upon dark atom and dumb mass

The diamonad sciipt of the Imperishabile,

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 ceils

Inn the ideographs of the Incflable

The lytic of the love that waits through Time

And the mysiic 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 eould slay no more,
Heli split across its huge abrupt fagade

As if 2 magic building were mndone,

Night opened and vanished like a gulf of dream.
Into being’s gap scooped out as empty Space

In which she has filled the place of absent God,
There poured a wide intimate and blissful Dawn,
Healed were ail 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 thers.

The sowd lit the conscious body with its ray,
Matter and Spirit mingled and were one.

Exp o Caxto FiGHT
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The Paradise of the Life-Gods

Around him shone 2 great feticitcus Day.

A lustre of some rapturous Infinite,

It held in the splendour of its golden laugh
Regions of the heart’s happiness set free,
Intoxicated with the wine of God,

Tmmersed in light, perpetually divine.

A favourite and intimate of the Gods

Obeying the divine command to joy,

It was the sovereign of its own delight

And master of the kingdoms of its force.
Assured of the bliss for which afl forms were made,
Unmoved by fear and grief and the shocks of Fate
And unalarmed by the breath of feeting Time
And unbesieged by adverse circumstance,

I{ breathed in a sweet secure unguarded case
Free from our body’s fraiity inviting death,

Far from our danger zone of stumbiing Will.

It needed not to curb its passiomate beats;
Thrilled by the clasp of the warm satisfied sense
And the swift wonder-rush and flame and cry

Of the life-impulse’s red magnificent race,

It lived in 2 jewel-rhythm of the laughter of God
And lay on the breast of universal love.

Immune the unfettered Spirit of Delight
Pastured his gleaming sun-herds and moon-flocks
Along the lyric speed of griefless streams

In fragrance of the unearthly asphodel.

A silence of felicity wrapped the heavens,

A ceaseless radiance smiled upon the heights;

A murmur of inarticulate ravishment

Trembled in the winds and touched the enchanted soil;
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Incessant in the arms of ecstasy

Repealing ifs sweet invpiuntary note

A sob of rapture Howed along the hours,
Advanciog under an arch of glory and peace,
Travelier on plateau and on musing ridge,

As one who sess in the World-Magicizn's glass
A miracled imagery of soul-scupes fiee

He traversed scenes of an hsmortal joy

And gazed into abysins of beauty and bliss.
Around him was a lielit of conscious suns

Arnd a brooding gladness of great symbaol things;
To mest him crowded plains of brifliant calm,
Mountains and violet valleys of the Blest,

Deep glens of jov and crooning waterfalls

And woods of quivering purple solitude;

Below him lay ke gleaming jewelled thouphis
Rapt dreaming cities of Gandharva kings,
Aeross the vibrant secrecies of Space

A dim and happy music sweetly stols,

Smitfen by unseen hands he heard heart-close
The harp’s ¢ry of the heavenly minstrels pass,
And voices of unearthly melody

Chanied the glory of eternal love

In the white-blue moonbeam air of Paradise.

A summit and core of all that marvellous world,
Apart stood high Elysian nameless hills,
Burning like sunsets in a trance of eve.

As 1T to some new unsearched profundity,

Into & jovful stillness plunged their base;

Their slopes through a hurry of laughter and voices sank,
Crossed by a throng of singing rivulets,

Adoring blue heaven with their happy hymn,
Down into woods of shadowy secrecy:

Lifted into wide voiceless mystery

Their peaks climbed towards a greatness beyond life,
‘The shining Edens of the vital gods

234
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deceived him in their deathless harmonies.

\I! things were perfect there that Hower in Tims:
Jeauty was there creation’s native mould,

Yeace was a thrilled voluptuous purity.

[here Love fulfilled her gold and roseate dreams
\nd Strength her crowned and mighty reveries;
Jesire climbed up, a swift omaipotent flame,
\nd Pleasure had the stature of the gods;

Jream walked along the highway of the stars;
yweet common things turned into miracles:
Jvertaken by the spirit’s sudden spel,

smitten by a divine passion’s aichemy,

*ain’s self compelled transformed to potent joy
Curing the antithesis between heaven and hell.
\1 life’s high visions are embodiad there,

Jer wandering hopes achieved, her aureate combs
~aught by the honey-eater’s darting {ongue,

Jer burning guesses changed to ecstasied truths,
Jer mighty pantings stilled in deathless calm
\nd liberated her immense desires.

n that Paradise of perfect heart and sense

No lower note could break the endless charm

Jf her sweetness ardent and immaculate;

der steps are sure of their inuitive fall.

After the anguish of the soul’s long strife

At length were found calm and celestial rest
And, lapped in 2 magic flood of sorrowless hours,
Jealed were his warrior nature’s wounded Hmbs
1 the encircling arms of Energies

Mhat brooked no stain and feared not their own biiss.
1 scenes forbidden o our pailid sense

Amid miraculous scents and wender-haes

He met the forms that divinise the sight,

To music that can immortalise the mind

And make the heart wide as infinity

Listened, and captured the inaudible
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Cadences that awake the ocoult ear:

Out of the inzfitable hush if hears them come
Trembling with the beauty of a wordless spesch,
And thoughis (oo great and deep to find & voice,
Thoughts whose desire new-makes the unverse,
A scale of sense that climbed with flery feet

To heights of unimagined happiness,

Eecast his being's aura in Joy-glow,

His body glimmerad like a skyey shell;

His gates to the world wera swept with seas of light.
His earth, dowered with celeshal competence,
Harboursd a power that necded now no more
To cross the closed customs-line of mind and flesh
And smuggie godhead Into humanity,

It shirank no more {rom the supreme demand

Of an untired capacity for bliss,

A might that could explore its own infinite

And beauty and passion and the depth’s reply
Nor feared ths swoon of glad identity

Where spirit and flesh in inner ecstasy join
Annulling the quarrel between self and shape,

It drew from sight and sound spiritual power,
Made sense a road to reach the infangibie:

It thrilled with the supemal influences

That build the substance of life’s deeper soul.
Earth-nature stood reborn, comrade of heaven.
A fit companion of the timeless Kings,

Equalled with the godheads of the living Suns,
He mixed in the radiant pastimes of the Unborn,
Heard whispers of the Player never seen

And listened to his voice that steals the heart
And draws it to the breast of God’s desire,

And felt its honey of felicity

Flow through his veins like the rivers of Paradise,
Made body a nectac-cup of the Absolute.

In sudden moments of revealing flame,
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In passionate responses half-unveiled

He reached the rim of ecstasies unknown;

A touch supreme surprised his hurrying heart,

The clasp was rememberad of the Wonderful,

And hints leaped down of white beatitudes.
Bternity drew close disguised as Love

And Iaid its hand upon the body of Time.

A little gift comes from the {mmensitudes,

But measureless to life its gain of joy;

All the untold Beyond s mirrored there,

A piant drop of the Bliss unkaowable
Overwhelmed his limbs and round his soul becams
A fiery ocean of felicity:

He foundered drowned in sweet and burning vasts:
The dire delight that could shatter mortal flesh,
The rapture that the gods sustain he bore.
Immortal pleasure cleansed him in its waves

And furned his strength into undying power.
Immortality captured Time and carried Life.

Enp oF CanNTo NINE
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The Kingdoms and Godheads of the Little Mind

"Fhis 100 orust now be averpassed and left,

As alt mnst be until the Highest 1s gained

In whom the world and self grow true and one:
Til! that is reached our journeying cannot cease,
Always a nameless goal beckons beyond,
Always ascends the zigzag of the gods

Apd upward points the spirit’s climbing Fire,
This breath of hundred-hued felicity

And its pure heightened figure of Time’s joy,
Tassed upon waves of flawless happiness,
Hammered info single beais of ecstasy,

This fraction of the soinit’s integer

Caught imlo a passionate greatness of extremes,
This limited being lifted to zenith biiss,

Happy o enjoy one touch of things supreme,
Packed into its sealed small infinity,

Its endless time-made world outfacing Time,

A little output of God's vast delight.

The moments stretched towards the eternal Now,
The hours discovered imuportality,

But, satisfied with their sublime contents,

On peeks they ceased whose tops half-way to heaven
Pointed to an apex they could never mount,

To a grandeur in whose air they could not live.
Inviting to their high and exquisife sphere,

To their secure and fine extremities

This creature whe hugs his limits to feel safe,
These heights declined a greater adventure’s call,
A glory and sweetness of satisfied desire

Tied up the spirit to golden posts of bliss.

It could not house the wideness of a soul
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Which needed all infinity for its home.

A mernory soft as grass and faint as sieep,

The heauty and call receding sank behind

Like a sweet song heard fading far away

Upon the long high road o Timelessness.

Above was an ardent whife tranquillity.

A musing spirit looked out on the worlds

And like a brilliant clambering of skies

Passing through clarity to an unseen Light

Large lucent realms of Mind from stifiness shone.
But first he met a silver-grey expanse

Where Day and Night bad wedded and were one:
It was a tract of dim and shifting rays

Parting Life’s sentient flow from Thought's self-poise.

A coalition of uncertainties

There exercised uneasy government

On a ground reserved for doubt and reasoned guess,
A rendezvous of Knowledge with [gnorance.

At its Jow extremity held difficult sway

A mind that hardly saw and slowly found;

Its nature fo our earthly nature close

And kin to onr precarious mortal thought

That looks from soil to sky and sky to soil

But knows not the below nor the beyond,

It only sensed itself and outward things,

This was the first means of our slow ascent
From the half-conscience of the animal soul
Living in a crowded press of shape-events

In a realm 1t cannot understand nor change:
Only it sees and acts in a given scene

And feels and joys and sorrows for & while.

The ideas that drive the obscure embodied spint
Along the roads of suffering and desire

In a wor'ld that struggles to discover Truth,
Found here their power to be and Nature-Force.
Herg are devised the forms of an ignorant life
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That sees the empiric fact as settled law,
Labours for the hour and not for eternlty
And trades its gains to meet the moment’s call:
The slew process of a material mind

Which serves the body it should rule and use
And needs to jean ppon an erring sense,

Was horn in that luminous obscurity,
Advancing tardily from a limping stari,
Crutching hypothesis upon argument,
Throning its theories as certitudes,

It reasons from the haif-known to the unknown,
Ever constructing its frail house of theught,
Ever undoing the web that it has spun.

A twilight sage whose shadow seerns to him Self,
Moving from minute to brief minute lives:

A king dependent on his satellites

Signs the decrees of ignorant ministers,

A judge in half-possession of his proofs,

A voice clamant of uncertainty’s postulates
An architect of knowledge, not its source.
This powearful bordslave of his instroments
Thinks his low station Nature’s highest top,
Oblivious of his share in all things made

And haughtily humble in his own conceit
Believes himself a spawn of Matter’s mud
And takes his owa creations for his cause.

To eternal light and knowledge meant to rise,
LU from man's bare beginning is our climb;
Out of earth’s heavy smailness we must break,
We must search our nature with spiritual fire:
An insect crawl preludes our glorions flight;
Cur human state cradles the future god,

Our mortal frailty an immortal force.

At the glow-worm top of these pals glimmer-reaims
Where dawn-sheen gambolled with the nafive dusk

And Lelped the Day to grow and Night to fail,

240
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Escaping over 2 wide and shimmering bridge,
He came into a realm of early Light

And the regency of a half-risen sun,

(Gt of its rays our mind's fuli orb was bom.
Appointed by the Spirit of the Worlds

To mediate with the unknowing depths,

A prototypal deft Intelfigence

Haif-poised on equal wings of thought and doubi
Toiled ceasslessly twixt being’s hidden ends.

A Secrecy breathed in life’s moving act;

A covert mursc of Nature’s miracles,

It shaped life’s wonders out of Matier’s mud:

[t cut the pattern of the shapes of things,

It pitched mind’s tent in the vague ignorant Vast.
A master Magician of measure and device

Has made an ¢lernity from recurnag forms
And to the wandering spectator thoaght
Asgigned a seat on the inconscient siage.

On zarth by the will of this Arch-Intelligence

A bodiless energy put on Matter's rebe;

Proton and photon served the imager Eye

To change things subtle into a physical world
And the invisible appeared as shape

And the impalpable was felt as mass:

Magic of percept joined with concept’s art

And lent to each object an interpreting name:
Idea was disguised in 2 body’s arustry,

And by a strange atomic law’s mystique

A frame was made in which the sense would put
Tts symbol picture of the universe,

Even a greater miracle was done.

The mediating light linked body’s power,

The sleep and dreaming of the tree 2nd plang,
The animal’s vibrant sense, the thought in man,
To the effulgence of a Ray above.

Iis skill endorsing Matter's right to think
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Cut sentient passages for the mind of flesh

And found a means for Nescience 1o know.
Offering its little squares and cubes of word

As fignyed substitutes for reality,

A munrnified mnemonic alphabet,

Tt helped the urseeing force to read hier works.

A burizd conscicusness arose in her

And now she dreams herself human and awake.
But all was siiil a mobile Ignorance;

Still Knowledge could not come and firmly grasp
This huge invention seen as a Universe.

A specialist of Jogic’s hard machine

Imposed its rigid artifice on the soul;

An aide of the inventor intellect,

It cut Truth into manageable bits

That each might have his ration of thought-food,
Then new-built Teuth's slain body by its art:

A robot exact and serviceable and false
Displaced the spirit’s finer view of things:

A poiished cogine did the work of 2 god.

None the true body found, its soul seemed dead:
Nene had the inner look which sees Truth's whole;
All glorified the ghttering substitute,

Then from the secret heights a wave swept down,
A briiliant chaos of rebel light arose;

It looked above and saw the dazzling peaks,

It looked within and woke the sleeping god.
Imagination called her shining squads

That venture into undiscovered scenes

Where all the marvels lurk none yet has known;
Lifting her beautiful and miraculous head,

She conspired with inspiration’s sister brood

To fil thought’s skies with glimmering nebulae.
A bright Error fringed the mystery-altar’s frieze;
Darkness grew nurse to wisdom’s occult sun,
Myth suckled knowledge with her lustrous mitk:
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The infant passed from dim to radiant breasts.
Thus worked the Power upon the growing world;
Its subtle craft withheld the full-orbed biaze,
Cherished the soul’s childhood and on fictions fed
Far richer 1nt therr sweet and nectarous sap
Nourishing its immature divinity

Than the staple or dry straw of Reason’s tiltk,

Tts heaped fodder of innumerabie facts,

Plebeian fare on which today we thrive.

Thus streamed down from the realm of early Light,
Ethereal thinkings into Matter's world:

It gold-horned herds trooped into earth’s cave-heart
Tts morning rays illume our twilight’s eyes,

Its young formations move the mind of earth

To labour and to dream and new-create,

To feel beauty’s touch and know the world and self:
The Golden Child began to think and see.

In those bright realms are Mind’s first forward steps.

Ignorant of all but eager to know ali,
ts curious slaw engnry there begins;
Ever searching it grasps at shapes around,
Ewver it hopes to find out greater things.
Ardent and golden-gleamed with sunrise fires,
Alert it lives upon invention’s verge.
Yet ail it does is on an infant’s scale,
As if the cosmos were a nursery game,
Mind, life the playthings of a Titan’s babe.
As one it works who builds a mimic fort
Miraculously stable for a while,
Made of the sands upor a bank of Time
Mid an oceuli eternity’s shoreless sea.
A small keen instrument the great Puissance choss,
An arduous pastime passionately pursues;
To teach the Ignorance is her difficult charge,
Her thought starts from an original nescient Veid

243
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And what she teaches she herssil maust learn
Arousing knowladga from ifs steepy lair,

For knowledge comes not Lo us as a guest
Called into our chamber from the outer world;
A friznd and inmate of our secret seif,

it hid behind cur minds and fell asieep

And slowly wakes bengath the glows of hfe;
The mighty dacmon lies vashaped within,

To evoke, 1o give it form is Naiure’s task,

All was a chaos of the true and false,

Mind sought amid deep mists of Nescience;

it Jooked within itself but saw not God.

A matenal inferim diplomacy

Denied the truth that transient truths might live
And hid the deity in creed and guess

That the World-Ignorance nught grow slowly wise.
This was the imbroglic mads by sovereign Mind
Locking from a gleam-ridge intc the Night

En its first tamperings with Inconscience:

[ts alier dusk baffies her luminous eyes;

Her rapid hands must lears a cautious zeal;
Only a slow advance the earth ¢an bear,

Yet was her strength unlike the unseeing earth’s
Corapelled to handle makeshift instruments
Invented by the life-force and the flesh.

Earth all perceives through doubtful images,

All she conceives in hazardous jets of sight,
Small lights kindled by touches of groping thought,
Incapable of the soui’s direct inlook

She sees by spasms and solders knowledge-scrap,
Makes Truth the slave-girl of her indigence,
Expelling Nature’s mystic unity

Cuts into quantum and mass the moving Alfl;
She lakes for measuring-rod her ignorance.

In her own domain a poniiff and a seer,

That greater Power with her half-risen sun
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Wrought within limits but possessed her field:
She knew by a privilege cf thinking foree

And claimed an infant sovereignty of sight.

In her eyes however darkly fringed was lit

The Archangel’s gaze who knows inspired his acis
And shapes z wotld in its far-secing flame.

In her own realm she stumbles not nor fails,
But moves in boundaries of subtie power
Across which mind can step towards the sun.

A candidate for a higher suzerainty,

A passage she cut through from Night to Light,
And searched for an ungrasped Omniscience,

A dwarf three-bodied trinity was her sarf,
First, smallest of the three, but strong of limb,
A low-brow with a square and heavy jowl,

A pigmy Thought needing to live in bounds

For ever stooped to hammer fact and form.
Absorbed and cabined in external sight,

It takes its stand on Nature’s solid base,

A technician admirable, a thinker crode,

A viveter of Life to habit’s grooves,

Obedient to gross Matter’s tyranny,

A prisoner of the moulds 1n which it works,

It binds itself by what itself creates.

A slave of a fixed mass of absolnfe rules,

It sees as Law the habits of the world,

It sees as Truth the habits of the mind.

In its realm of concrete images and events
Turning in & worn circle of ideas

And ever repeating old familiar acts,

It lives content with the common and the known.
It loves the old ground that was its dwelling-place:
Ahhorring change as an audacious sin,
Distrustful of each new discovery

Only it advances step by careful step
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And fears as if a deadly abyss ihe unknown.

A prudent treasurer of its ignorance,

it shrinks from adventure, hlinks at glorious hiope,
Preferring a safe foothold upon things

To the dangarous joy of wideness and of height.
The world’s slow impressions on ils labouring mind,
Tardy imprints almost indelible,

Increase their value by thelr poverty,

The old sure memorics are s capital stock:

Only what sense can prasp seems absolute:
External fact it fipures as sole fruth,

Wisdom ideniifies with the earthward look,

And things long known and actions always done
Are to its clinging hold 2 balustrade

Of safety on the perilous siair of Time.

Heaven's trust i it are the esiablished ancient ways,
Immutable laws man has no right to change,

A sacred legacy from the great dead past

Or the one road that Goed has made for life,

A firm shape of Nature never 1o be changed,

Part of the huge routine of the universe,

A smile from the Preserver of the Worlds

Sent down of old this guardian Mind to earth
That all might stand ia their fixed changelass type
And from their secular posture never move.

One secs it circling faithfal to its task,

Tireless in an assigned tradition’s round;

In decayed and crumbling offices of Time

It keeps close guard in front of custom’s wall,

Qr in an ancient Night's dim environs

It dozes on a little courtyard’s stones

And barks at every unfamiliar Light

As at a foe who would break up its home,

A watch-dog of the spirit’s sense-railed house
Against intruders from the Invisible,

Nourished on scraps of life and Matter's bones
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In its kennel of obiective certitude,

And yel behind it stands a cosmic might:

A measured Greatness keeps ifs vaster plag,

A fathomless sameness rhythms the tread of life;

The stars’ changeless orbits furrow inert Space,

A million species follow one mate Law,

A huge ineriness is the world's dafence,

Even in change is treasnred changelessness;

Into inertia revolution sigks,

In a new dress the old resumes its role;

The Encrgy acts, the stable is its seal:

On Shiva’s breast is stayed the enormous dance.
A fiery spirit came, naxt of the thres.

A hunchback rider of the red Wild-Ass,

A rash Inielhgence leaped down lion-maned

From the great mystic Flame that rings the worlds

And with its dire edge eats at being's heart.

Thence sprang the burning vision of Desire.

A thousand shapes it wore, took numberless names:

A need of multitude and uncertainty

Pricks it for ever to pursue the One

On countless roads across the vasts of Time

Through cireuits of unending difference.

It burns all breasts with an ambiguous firc.

A radiance gleaming on 2 murky stream,

It flamed towards heaven, then sank engulfed towards hell;

It climbed to drag down Truth into the mire

And used for muddy ends its brilliant Foree.

A huge chameleon gold and blue and red

Turning to black and grey and lurkd brown,

Hungry it stared from a mottled bough of life

To snap up insect joys, its favourtte food,

The dingy sustenance of a sumptoous frame

Nursing the splendid passion of ifs hues.

A snake of lame with a dark cloud for tail,

Followed by a dream-brood of glittering thoughis,
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A iHifted head wilh many-finged flickering crests,
Ii ticked at knowledge with a smoky tongue.

A whiripool sucking in an smipty air,

It based on vacancy stupendons claims,

In Nathingness born {0 Nothingness returned,
Yet all the time unwittingly # drove

Towards the hidden Something that 5 All
Arderi to find, incapable to retain,

A brilliant mstability was its mark,

To ere its inborn trend, its nafive cue.

Af once to an unrefiecting credence prone,

¥t thought all troe that flattered its own hopes;
1t cherished goiden nothings born of wish,

It snatched af the wareal for provender,

In darkness it discovered luminous shapes;
Peering into a shadow-hung half-light

It saw huad images scrawied on Faney's cave;
Cr it swepl In cireles throogh conjecture’s night
And caught in imagination’s camera

Bright scenes of promise held by transient flares,
Fized 1n life’s air the feet of hurrying dreams,
Kept prints of passing Forms and hooded Powers
And flash-images of half-seen verities.

An eager spring to seize and to possess
Unguided by reason or the seeing soul

Was 1ts first natural motion and its Jast,

It squandered life’s force to achieve the impossible:
It scorned the straight road and ran on wandering curves
And left what it had won for untried things;

It saw unrealised aims as instant fate

And chose the precipice for its leap to heaven.
Adventure its system in the gamble of life,

It took forturtous gains as safe resuits;

Error discouraged not ifs confident view
Ignorant of the desp law of being's ways

And failure could not slow its fiery clutch:
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One chance made troe warranted ali the rest,
Attempt, ot victory, was the charm of Life,
An uncertain winner of uncertain stakes,
Instinct its dam and the life-mind its sive,
It ran its race and came in first or last,
Yet were its works nor small and vain nor null;
It narsed a portion of infinity’s strength
And could create the high things its fancy willed:
[ts passion caught what calm Intelligence missed,
Insight of impulse laid its leaping grasp
Gn heavens high Thought had hidden in dazzling mist,
Caught ghinumers that revealed a Iurking sun:
It probed the void and found a treasure there.
A half-intuition purpled in iis sense;
It threw the lightning's fork and hit the unseen.
1t saw in the dark and vaguely blinked in the light,
Tgnorance was s field, the unknown its prize.
Of ail these Powers the greatest was the [ast.
Arnving late from 2 far plane of thougit
Into a packed irrational world of Chance
Where all was grossly felt and blindly done,
Yet the haphazard sesmed the inevitable,
Came Reason, the squat godhead artisan,
To her narrow house upon a ridge in Time,
Adept of clear contrivance and design,
A pensive face and close and peeriig eyes,
She took her firm and emovable seat,
The strongest, wisest of the teoll-like Three.
Armmed with her lens and measuring-rod and probe,
She locked upon an ohject universe
And the multitudes that in 1t live and die
And the body of Space and the flecing soul of Time,
And took the earth and stars into het hands
To try what she could make of these strange things.
I her strong purposeful laborious mind,
Inventing her scheme-lines of reality

244
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Ang the geometric curvas of her time-plan,

She multiplied her slaw halfcuis at Truth;
Impeticnt of enigma and the unknown,
Intplerant of the lawless and uniqae,

Imposing reflection: on the march of Foree,
Imposing clarity on the unfathomable,

She strove to reduce fo rules the mystic world.
Nothiag she knew but ali things hoped to know,
In dagk inconscient realms once void of thought,
Missioned by a supreme Intelligence

To throw its ray upon the obscure Vast,

An imperfect light leading an erring mass

By the power of senst and the idea and word,
She ferrets out Nature’s process, substance, cause.
All life to harmonise by thought's control

She with the huge imbroglio struggles stll;
Tgnorant of all but her own seeking mind

To save the world from Ignorance she came.

A sovereign worker through the centuries,
Observing and re-moulding all that is,

Confident she took up her stupendous charge,
There the Iow bent and mighty figure sits
Bowed under the arc-laraps of her factory-home
Amid the clatter and ringing of her tools.

A rigorous stare in her creative eyes

Coercing the plastic stuff of cosmic Mind,

She sets the hard inventions of her brain

In a paitern of efernal fixity:

Indifferent to the cosmic dumb demand,
Unconscious of too close realities,

Of the unspoken thought, the voiceless heart,
She leans to forge her eredos and iron codes
And metal structures to imprison life

And mechanic models of all things that are,

For the world seen she weaves a world conceived:
She spins in stifl but unsabstantial lines
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Her gossamer word-webs of abstract thought,
Her segment systems of the Infinite,
Her theodicies and cosmogonic charis

And myths by which she ¢xplains the inexplicable.

At will she spaces in thin air of mind

Like maps in the school-houss of intelizct hung,
Forcing wide Truth into a narrow scheme,

Her numberless warring strict philosophies;

Out of Nature’s body of phenomenon

She carves with Thought's keen edge in rigid lines
Like rails for the World-Magician’s power to run,
Her sciences precise and zbsolute.

Oun the huge bare wails of human nescience
Written round Nature's deep dumb hieroglyphs
She pens in clear demotic charactars

The vast encyclopaedia of her thoughts;

An algebra of her mathematics” signs,

Her numbers and unerring fornlas

She builds to clinch her summary of things.

Cn all sides runs as if in & cosmic mosgue
Tracing the scriptural verses of her laws

The daedal of her patterned arabesques,

Art of bher wisdom, artifice of her lore.

This art, this artifice are her only stock.

In her high works of pure intelligence,

In her withdrawal from the senses’ trap,

There comes no breaking of the walls of mind,
There leaps no rending flash of absclute power,
There dawns no light of heavenly certitude.

A million faces wears her knowledge here

And every face is turbaned with a doubt.

All now is questioned, all reduced to nonght.
Once monumental in their massive craft

Her oid great mythic writings disappear

And into their place start strict ephemeral signs;
This constant change spells progress to her eyes:

231
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Her thought is an cndless march without a goal.

There is no summit on which she can stand

And see in 2 single elance the Infinite’s whole.
An inconelusive play is Reason's toil.

Each strong idea can use her as its fool;

Accepting every brief she pleads her case.

Open to every thought, she cannot know,

The eternal Advocate seated as judpe

Armours in logic's invelnerable mail

A thousand combatants for Truth’s veiled throne

And sets on a high horseback of argument

To tiit for ever with 2 wordy lance

I'r a mock fournament whers none can win.

Assayving thought’s values with her rigid tests

Balanced she sits on wide and empty air,

Aloof and pure in her impartial poise.

Abgolute her judsments 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 4 lantern's lustres in the Night;

She throws a ghittering robe on Ignorance,

But now is lost her ancient soversign claim

To rule mind’s high realm in her zbsolute right,

Bind thought wilk logic’s forged infallible chain

Or see fruth nude in 2 bright abstract haze.

A master and siave of stark phenomenon,

She travels on the roads of erring sight

Or looks upon a set mechanical world

Constructed for her by her instruments.

A bullock yoked in the cart of proven fact,

She drags huge knowledge-bales through Matter’s dust

To reach utility’s immense bazaar,

Apprentice she has grown fo her old drudge;

An aided sense is her secking’s arbiter.

This now she uses as the assayet’s stone,
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As if she knew not facts ars husks of truth,
The Busks she kecps, the kernel throws aside,
An ancient wisdom fades into the past,

The ages’ faith becomes an idle tale,

Giod passes out of the awakened thought,

An old discarded dream needed no more:
Only she seeks mechanic nature’s keys,
Interpreting stone-laws ingvitable

She digs into Matter’s hard concealing soil,
To unearth the processes of all things done.
A loaded huge self-worked machine appears
To her eye’s eager and admiring stare,

An intricate and meaningless enginery

Of ordered fateful and unfailing chance:
Ingenious and meticulous and minute,

[ts brute unconscious accurate device

Unrells an unerring march, maps a sure road;
It plans without thinking, acts without a will,
A million purposes serves with purpose none
And builds a rational world without a mind.
it has no mover, no maker, no idea;

Its vast self-actien toils without a cause;

A lifeless Energy irresistibly driven,

Death’s head on the body of Necessity,
Engenders life and fathers consciousness,
Then wonders why all was and whence it cams,
QOur thoughts are parts af the immense machine,
Our ponderings but a freak of Matter’s law,
The mystic’s lore was a fancy or 2 blind;

Of soul or spirit we have now no need:
Matter is the admirable Reality,

The patent unescapable miracle,

The hard truth of thimgs, simple, eternal, sole,
A suicidal rash expenditure

Creating the world by a mystery of self-loss
Has poured its scattered works on empty space;

253
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Late shal} the seif-disintegrating Force

Contract the immense expansion it has made:
Thken ends this mighty and unmeaning toil,

The Void &5 left bare, vacant as befors.

Thus vindicated, crowned, the grand new Thought
Explainzd the world and mastered all its Jaws,
Touched the dumb rools, woke velled fremendous powers;
It bound to ssrvice the unconscious djinns

Fhat slzep unused in Matter’s ignorant trance.
All was precise, righd, indubitable.

But when on Matter's rock of ages based

A wholz stood up firm and clear-cut and safe,
All staggered back into a sea of doubt;

This solid scheme melted in endless flux:

She had met the formless Power inventor of forms;
Suddeniy she stumbled upon things unseen:

A lightning from the undiscovered Truth
Startled her eyes with iis perplexing glare

And dug a gulf between the Real and Known
Tiil all her knowledge seemed an ignorance,
Once more the world was made a wondar-web,
A magic’s process in @ magical space,

An unintefligible miracle’s depths

Whose source is lost in the Ineffable,

Onece more we face the blank ¥nknowable.

In a crash of values, in & huge doom-crack,

In the sputter and scatier of her breaking work
She lost her clear conserved constructed world,
A quantum dance remained, a spraw] of chance
In Energy's stupendous tripping whirl:

A ceaseless motion in the unbounded Void
Invented forms without & thought or aim:
Necessity and Cause were shapeless ghosts;
Matter was an incident in being’s flow,

Law but a clock-work habit of blind forge,
[deals, ethics, systems had no base
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And sooa collapsed or without sanction lived;
All grew a chaos, a heave and clask and strife,
Ideas warring and flerce leaped upon life;

A hard compressicn held down anarchy

And liberty was only 2 phantom’s nama:
Creation and destruction waltzed inarmed

On the bosom of a torn and guaking carth;

All reeled into a world of Xali’s dance.

Thus tumbied, sinking, sprawling in the Void,
Clutching for props, a soil on which to stand,
She only saw a thin atomic Vast,

The rare-point sparse substratum Universe

On which floats a solid world’s phenomenal face,
. Alone a process of events was there

And Mature’s plastic and protean change

And, strong by death to slay or to create,

The niven invisible afom’s omnipotent force.

One chance remained that here might be a power
To liberate man from the old inadequaie means
And [eave him sovergign of the earthly scene.
For Reason then might grasp the origmal Foree
To drive her car upon the roads of Time.

All then might serve the need of the thinking race,
An absoclute State found order’s absolute,

To a standardised perfeciion cut all things,

In society build a just exact machine.

Then science and reason careless of the soul
Could iron out a tranguil vniform world,

Aeonic seckings glut with outward truths

And a single patterned thinking force on mind,
Inflicting Matter’s logic on Spirit’s dreams

A reasonable animal make of man

And a symmetrical fabric of his life.

This would be Nature’s peak or an obscure globe,
The grand result of the long ages’ toil,

Earth’s evolution crowned, her mission done.

235
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S¢ might 3t be if the spirit feil asleen,
Mzn then might rest content and live in peace,
KMaster of MNature who wants her bondslave worked,
The world's disorder hardening into Law, —-
If Life’s dire heart arose not in revoli,
If God within could find no greater plan.
But many-visaged is the cosmic Soul;
A touch can alter the fixed front of Fate.
A sudden turn can come, a road appear,
A greater Mind may see a greafer Truth,
Or we may find when all the rest has fatled
Hid in ourselves the key of perfect changes.
Ascending from the soll where creep our davs,
Eaith's conscionsness may marry with the Sug,
Our mortal life ride on the spirit’s wing,
Our finite thoughis commune with the Infinite.

Ia the bright Xingdoms of the rising Sun
All is a birth into a power of light:
All here deformed guards there its happy shape,
Here all is mixed and marred, there pure and whole:
Yet each i3 a passing step, a moment’s phase,
Awake to a greater Truth bevond her acts,
The mediatrix sat and saw her works
And felt the marvel in them and the force
Bui knew the power behind the fase of Time:
She did the task, obeyed the knowledge given,
Her deep heart yearned towards great idzal things
And from the light looked out to wider light:

A brilliant hedge drawn round her narrowed her power;

Faithfu} to her limited sphere she toiled, but knew
Its highest, widest seeing was a half-search,

Tts mughtiest acts 4 passage or a stage.

For not by Reason was creation made

And not by Reason can the Truth be seen

Which through the veils of thought, the screens of sense

Hardly the spitit’s vision can desery

236G
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Dimmed by the imperfection of its means:

The little Mind js tied to little things:

Its semse is but the spirit's cutward touch
Half-waked in a world of dark Inconseience;

It feels out for its beings and its forms

Like cne left fumbling in the ignorant Night.

In this smaH mould of infant mind and sense
Deesire is a child-heart’s cry cryving for bliss,

Our reason only a toys artificer,

A role-maker in a strange stumbling game.

But she her dwarf aids knew whose confident sight
A bounded prospect tock for the far goal.

The world she has made is an interim report

Of g travelier towards the half-found truth in things
Moving twixt nescience and nescience,

Faor nothing is known while aught remains concealed;
The Truth is xnown onlv when sl is seen,
Attracted by the All that is the One,

She vearns towards 2 higher light than hers:

Hid by her cults and creeds she has glimpsed God's face:
She knows she has but found a form, a robe,

But ever she hopes to sez him in her heart

And feel the body of his reaisty.

As yet a mask is there and not a brow,

Although sometimes two hidden eves appear:
Reason cannot tear off that glimmering mask,

Her efforts only make it glimnter more;

In packets she ties up the Indivisibie,

Finding her hands too small fo hold vast Truth

She breaks up knowledge into alien parts

Or peers through cloud-rack for 2 vanished sun:
She sees, not understanding what she has seen,
Through the locked visages of fimite things

The myriad aspects of infinity.

One day the Face must burn out through the mask.
Our ignorance is Wisdom's chrysalis,
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COur arror weds new knowiedes on its way,

Iis darkness is & biackensd knet of light;
Thirught dances hand in hand with Nescience
On the grey road that winds towards the Sun.
Even while her fingers fumbie at the Xnots
Which bind them to thair sfrange companionsiip,
inio the momesnis of their warried strife
Nometimes break Hashes of the enlightening Fire.
Even now grent thoughts are hers that walk alons
Armad they have come with the mfallible word
In an investiture of Intuitive hight

That is a sanction from the eves of Ged;
Announcers of 4 distant Truth they flame
Arriving from the rim of etersity.

A fire shall come ont of the infinitudes,

A greater Gnosis shall regard the world
Crossing ot of some far omaiscience

On Instrous seas from the still rapt Alone

T¢ iflunrine the deep heart of self and things.

A timeless knowledgg it shall bring to Mind,

Its aim 10 life, to Ienerance its ¢lose,

Abovz in a high breathless stratosphers,
Overshadowing the dwarfish trinity,
Lived, aspirants to a limitless Beyond,
Captives of Space, walled by the limiting heavens,
In the unceasing circuit of the hours,
Yearning for the straight paths of eternity,
And from their high station looked down on this world
Two sun-gaze Daemons witnessing all that is.
A power to uplift the laggard world,
Imperious rode a huge high-winged Life-Thought
Unwont to tread the firm unchanging soii:
Accustomed to 3 blue mfinity,
[t planed in sunfit sky and starlit air;
It saw afar the unreached Immortal's home
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And heard afar the voices of the zods.
Iconoclast and shatterer of Time's forts,
Overleaping limit and exceeding nerm,

t 1it the thoughts that glow through the centuries
Angd moved fo acts of superhaman force,
As far as jts self-winged airplanes could fy,
Visiting the fufure jo great brilliant raids
1t reconneitred vistas of dream-fate.
Apt to conceive, unable to attain,
It drew its coneept-taps and vision-nlans
Too large for the architecture of mortal Space.
Beyond in wideness where ne footing s,
An imagist of bodiless Ideas,
lmpassive to the cry of life and sense,
A pure Thought-Mind surveyed the cosmic act,
Archangel of a white transcending realm,
It saw the world from solitary heights
Lumainous in a remoie and empty ait.
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The Kingdoms and Godheads of the Greater Mind

"Fhere ceased the limits of the labouring Power.
But being and creation cease not there.

For Thought transcends the circles of morial mind,
It is greater than its earthly instrument:

The godhead crammed inte nund's narrow space
Escapes on every side into some vast

That is a passage to infinity.

It moves eternal in the spirit’s field,

A runner towards the far spiritual light,

A child and servant of the spint’s force.

But mind too falls back from a nameless peak.
His being stretched beyond the sight of Thought.
For the spirit is eternal and unmade

And not by thinking was its greatness born,

And not by thinking can its knowledge come.

It knows ifsell and in itself i lives,

It moves where no thought is nor any form.

Its feet are steadied upon finite things,

Its wings can dare to cross the Infinite,

Arriving into his ken a wonder space

Of great and marvelious meetings called his steps,
Where Thought leaned on a Vision beyond thought
And shaped a world from the Unthinkable.

On peaks imagination cannot tread,

Ir: the horizons of a tireless sight,

Under a blue veil of eternity

The splendours of ideal Mind were seen
Qutstretched across the boundaries of things known.
Origin of the little thaf we are,

Instinct with the endless more that we must be,

A prop of all that human strength enacts,
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reator of hopes by earth unrealised,
it spreads bevond the sxpanding universe;
It wings beyond the boundaries of Dream,
It overtops the ceiling of life’s soar,
Awake in a luminous sphere unbound by Thought,
Exposed to omniscient immensities,
Tt cagts on our world its great crowned influences,
Its speed that outstrips the ambling of the heurs,
Its force that strides invincibly through Time,
Tts mights that bridge the galf twixt maa and God.
Tts lights that combat Jgnorance and Beath.
In its vast ambit of ideal Space
Where beauty and mightiness walk hand in hard,
The Spiriy’s truths take form as living Gods
And each can build a world in ifs own night.
In an air which doubt and error cannot mark
With the stipmata of their deformity,
In communion with the musing privacy
Of a tryth that sees in an unerring light
Where the sight falters not nor wanders thought,
Exempt from our world’s exorbitant tax of tears,
Dreamning its lwminous creations gaze
On the Ideas that people eternity,
In a sun-blaze of joy and absolute power
Above the Masters of the Ideal throne
In sessions of secure felicity,
In regions of illumined certitude.
Far are those realms from our labour and yearning and call,
Perfection’s teign and ballowed sanctuary
Closed to the nncertain thoughts of human mind,
Remote from the turbid tread of mortal life.
But since our secret selves are next of kin,
A breath of unattajned divinity
Visits the imperfect earth on which we toil;
Across a gleaming ether’s golden laugh
A light falls on our vexed unsatisfied kives,
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Where Knowledge is the leader of the act

And Matter is of thinking substance made,
Feeling, 2 heaven-bird poised on dreaming wings,
Answers Truth's call as to a parent’s voice,

Forme Juminous leaps from the ali-shaping beam
And Will is 2 conscious chariot of the Gods,

And Lifz, a splendour-stream of musing Force,
Carrigs the voices of the mystic Suns.

A happiness it brings of whispered truth;

There runs in its flow honeying the bosom of Spacs
A laughter from the immertal heart of Bliss,

And the unfathomed Joy of timelessness,

The sound of Wisdom’s murmur 1 the Unknown
And the breath of an unseen Iafinity.

In gleaming clarities of amethyst air

The chainless and omnipotent Spirit of Mind
Brooded on the blue fotus of the Idea.

A gold supernal sun of timeless Truth

Poured down the mystery of the eternal Ray
Through a silence quivering with the word of Light
On an endless ocean of discovery.

Far-off he saw the joining hemispheres.

On meditation’s mounting edge of trance

GOreat stairs of thought climbed up to unborn heights
Where Time’s Jast ridges touch eternity’s skies

And Nature speaks to the spirit’s absolute.

A triple realm of ordered thought came first,
A small beginning of immense ascent:
Above were bright ethereal skies of mind,
A packed and endless soar as if sky pressed sky
Buttressed against the Void on bastioned light;
The highest strove to neighbour efernity,
The largest widened into the infinite.
But though immortal, mighty and divine,
The first realms were close and kin to human mind;
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Their derties shape our greater thinking's roads,

A fragment of their puissance can be ours:

These breadths were not too broad for our souls te range,
These heights were not too high for human hope.
A triple flight led £o this triple world.

Although abrupt for commeon strengths to tread,
Hts upward slope looks down on our earth-poise:
On 2 slant not too precipitously steep

One could turn back travelling deep descending lines
To commane with the mortal's universe.

The mighty wardens of the ascending stair

Who intercede with the all-creating Word,

There waited for the pilgrim heaven-bound soul;
Holding the thousand keys of the Beyond

They proffered their knowledge to the climbing mind
And filled the life with Thought's immensities.

The prophet hierophants of the occult Law,

The flame-bright hierarchs of the divine Truth,
fnterpreters between man’s mind and God's,

They bring the immortal fire to mortai men.
Iridescent, bodying the invisible,

The guardians of the Bternal’s bright degrees
Fronted the sun in radiant phalanxes,

Afar they seemed a symbeol imagery,

[lumined originals of the shadowy script

In which our sight transcribes the ideal Ray,

QOr icons figuring a mystic Truth,

But, nearer, Gods and living Presences.

A march of friezes marked the lowest steps;
Fantastically ornate and richly small,

They had room for the whole meaning of a world,
Symbols minute of its perfection’s jov,

Strange beasts that were Nature's forces made alive
And, wakened to the wondar of his role,

Man grown an image undefaced of God

And objects the fine coin of Beauty's reign,
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Indivisible Time into small minutes cut,

The infinitesimal massed to keep secure

The mystery of the Formless cast into form.
Invincibly their craft devised for use

The magic of sequent number and sige’s spell,
Design’s miraculous potency was caught

Laden with beauty and significance

And by the determining mandate of their gaze
Figure and quality equating joined

In an inextricable identity.

{Ou each event they stamped ils curves of law
And its trust and charge of burdened circumstance:;
A free and divine incident no more

At each moment willed, or adventure of the soul,
A line foreseen of an immutable plan,

It lengthened a faie-bound mysterious chain,
One step more in Necessity’s long march.

A termt was set for every eager Power
Restraining its will to monopolise the world,

A groove of bronze prescribed for force and act
And shown to each moment its appointed place
Forewilled inalterably in the spiral

Huge Timez-loop fugitive from eternity.
Inevitable their thonghts like links of Fate
Imposed on the leap and lightring race of mind
And on the frail fortuitous Aux of life

And on the liberty of atomic things

Itnmutable cause and adamant consequence.
Idea gave up the plastic infinity

T'o which it was boin and now traced out instead
Small separate steps of chain-work in a plot:
Immortal once, now tied to birth and end,

Torn from its immediacy of errorless sight,
Knowledge was rebuilt from cells of inference
Inte a fixed body flasque and perishable;

Tkns bound it grew, but could ot last and broke

7
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Ard to a new thinking's body lefi its place.
A cage for the Infinite’s great-eved seraphim Thoughts
Was closed with a criss-crass of world-laws for bars
And hedged into 2 curt horizon’s arc
The irised vision of the Ineffable.
A timeless Spirit was made the slave of the hours;
The Unbound was cast into a prison of birth
To make a world that Mind could grasp and rule.
On ag earth which Jooked towards a thousand suns,
That the created might grow Nature's [ord
And Matter's depths be iHumined with 2 soul
They tied o date and norm and finite scope
The miflicn-mysteried movement of the One.
Above stood ranked z subtle archangel race
With larger lids and [ooks that searched the unsesn.
A light of hiberating Knowledge shone
Arcross the gulfs of silence in their eves;
They lived in the mind and knew truth from within;
A sight withdrawn in the concentrated heart
Could pierce behind the screen of Time's results
And the rigid cast and shape of visible things,
All that escaped conception’s narrow nooss
Yision descried and gripped; their seeing thoughis
Filled in the bianks left by the seeking sense.
High zrchitects of possibility
And engineers of the impossible,
Mathematicians of the infinitedes
And theoricians of unknowable truths,
They formulate enigma’s postulates
And join the unknown to the apparent worlds.
Acolytes they wait upon the timeless Power,
The cyele of her works investigata;
Passing her fence of wordless privacy
Their mind could penetrate her ocoult mind
And draw the diagram of her secret thoughts:;
They read the codes and ciphers she had sealed,
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Capies they made of all her guarded plans,

For every turn of her mysterious course
Assigned a reason and uachanging rule.

‘The Unseen grew visible to student eyes,
Explained was the immense Inconscient’s scheme,
Andacions lines were traced upeon the Void;

The Infinite was reduced 1o square and cube.
Arranging symbol and significance,

Tracing the curve of 2 transcendeni Power,
They framed the ¢abbala of the cosmic Law,
The balancing line discovered of Life’s technigue
And structured her magic and her mystery.
Imposing schemes of knowledge oo the Vast
They clamped to syllogisms of finite thought
The free logic of an infinite consciousness,
Crammared the hidden rhythms of Nature’s dance,
Critiqued the plot of the drama of the worlds,
Made figure and number a key to all that is:
The psycho-analysis of cosmic Self

Was traced, its secrets hunted down, and read
The unknown pathology of the Unique.
Assessed was the system of the probabile,

The hazard of fleeing possibilities,

To account for the Actual’s unaccountable sum,
Necessity’s logarithmic tables drawn,

Cast into a scheme the triple act of the One.
Unveiled, the abrupt invisible multitude

Of forces whirling from the hands of Chanee
Seemed to obey some vast imperative:

Their tangled motives worked out unity.

A wisdom read their mind to themselves unknows,
Their anarchy rammed into a formula

And from their giant randomness of Force,
Following the habit of their million paths,
Distinguishing each faintest line and stroke

Of a concealed unalterable design,
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Qut of the chacs of the Invisible's moods

Derived the caleulus of Destiny.

1t its bright pride of universal lore

Mind’s knowledge ovértopped the Omniscient's power:
The Eternal's winging eagle puissances

Surprised in their uniracked empyrean

Stooped from their gyres to obey the beck of Thought:
Each mysteried God foread to revealing form,
Assigned his settled moves in Nature's game,
Zigrageed at the gesture of a chess-player Will

Acrass the chequer-board of cosmic Fate.

In the wide sequence of Necessity's steps

Predicted, every act and thought of God,

Its valucs weighed by the accountant Mind,

Checked in his mathematised omnipotence,

I ost its divine aspect of miracle

And was a figure in 2 cosmic sum.

The mighty Mother’s whims and lightning moods
Arisen from her all-wise unruled delight

In the freedom of her sweet and passionate breast,
Robbed of their wonder were chained fo a canse and aim;
An idel of bronze replaced her mystic shape

That captures the movements of the cosmic vasts,

In the sketch precise of an ideal face

Forgotten was her eyelashes’ dream-print

Carsying on thelr curve infinity’s dreams,

Lost the alluring marvel of her eyes;

The surging wave-throbs of her vast sea-heart

They hound to a theorem of ordered beats:

Her deep designs which from herself she had veiled
Bowed seli-revealed in their confessional.

For the birth and death of the worlds they fixed a date,
The diameter of Infinity was drawn,

Measured the distant arc of the unseen heights

And visualised the plumbless viewless depths

Till alf seemed known that in all time could be.
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All was coerced by number, name and form:
Nothing was left untold, incalculable.
Yet was their wisdom circied with 3 nought:
Truths they could find and hold but not the one Truth-
The Highest was fo them unknowabie.
By knowing 100 much they missed the Whole to be known:
The fathomless heart of the world was left unguessed
And the Transcendent kept its secrecy.

It 2 sublimer and more daring soar
To the wide summit of the tople stairs
Bare steps climbed up like glowing rocks of gold
Burning their way to a pure absolute sky.
Angust and few the sovereign Kings of Thought
Have made of Space their wide all-secing gaze
Surveying the enormous work of Time:
A breadth of all-containing consciousness
Supported Being in a still embrace.
Intercessors with & luminous Unseen,
They capt in the long passage to the world
The imperatives of the creator Self
Obeyed by unknowing ¢arth, by conscious heaven;
Their thoughts are partners in its vast control.
A greai all-nling consciousness is there
And Mind unwitting serves a higher Power;
It is a channel, not the source of all.
The cosmeas is no accident in Time;
There is a meaning in each play of Chanee,
There is a freedom in each face of Fate,
A Wisdom knows and guides the mysteried worid;
A Truth-gaze shapes its beings and events;
A Word self-born upon creation’s heights,
Voice of the Ftema! m the temporal spheres,
Praphet of the secings of the Absolute,
Sows the Idea’s significance in Form
And from that seed the growths of Time arise.
On peaks beyond cur ken the All-Wisdom sits:
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A single and infallible look comes down,
A silent fouch from the supernal’s air
Awakes to imnorant knowledge in its acis
The secret power in the inconscient depiks,
Compelling the blinded Godhead to emerge,
Determining Necessity's rude dance
As she passes through the circuit of the hours
And vanishes from the chase of finite eves
Down circling vistas of aconic Time.
The unseizable forces of the cosmic whirl
Bear iz their bacchant limbs the fixity
Of an original foresight that is Fate.

ven Nature's ignorance 15 Truth's instroment;
Our struggling ego cannot changs her course:
Tet is it 4 consclous power that moves in s
And destiny the unrecognised child of Will.
Infallibly by Truth's directing gaze
All ereatures here their secret self disclose,
Forced to become what in themselves they hide.
For He who is grows manifest in the vears
And the slow Godhead shut within the cell
Climbs from the plasm to immortality.
But hidden, but denied to mortal grasp,
Mystic, ineffable is the Spirit's truth,
Unspoken, caught only by the spirit’s eye.
When naked of ego and mind it hears the Voice:
It looks through light to ever greater light
And sees Eternity ensphering Life,
This greater Truth is foreign to our thonghts;
Where a free Wisdom works, they seek for a role:
Or we only see a tripping game of Chance
Or a labour in chains forced by bound Nature’s law,
An absolutism of dumb unthinking Power.
Audacious in their sense of God-born strength
These dared to grasp with their thought Truth’s absolute:
By an abstract purity of godiess sight,
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By a percept nude, intolerant of forms,

They brought to Mind what Mind could never reach
And hoped to conquer Truth’s supernal base.

A stripped imperative of conceptnal phrase
Architectonic and inevitabie

Translated the Unthinkable into thought:

A silver-winged fire of naked subtle sense,

An ear of mind withdrawn from the outward's rhymes
Discovered the seed-sounds of the eternal Word,
The rhythm and music heard that builf the worlds,
And seized in things the bodiless Will to be.

The Tlimitable they measured with number’s rods
And traced the last formula of limited things,

In transparent systems bodied termless truths,

The Timeless made accountable to Time

And valued the incommensurable Supreme.

To park and hedge the ungrasped infinitudes

They erected absolute walls of thought and speech
And made a vacoum to hold the One.

In their sight they drove towards an empty peak,
A mighty space of cold and sunlit air.

To unify their task, excluding life

Which cannot bear the nakedness of the Vast,
They made a cipher of a multitude,

In negation found the meaning of the All

And in nothingness the absolute positive.

A single law simplessed the cosmic theme,
Compressing Nature into a formula;

Their titan labour made all knowledge one,

A mental algebra of the Spitit’s ways,

An abstract of the living Divinity.

Here the mind’s wisdom stopped,; it felt complete;
For nothing more was left to think or know;

In a spiritual zero it sat throned

And took its vast silence for the Ineffable.
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This was the play of the bright gods of Thought.
Attracting into time the timaless Light,
[mpriscning eternity in the hours,

This they have planned, to snare the feet of Truth
In an auveate net of concept and of phrase

Axnd keep her captive for the thinker’s Joy

In his little world built of immortal dreams:
Thers must she dwel]l mured in the human mmd,
An empress prisoner in her subject’s house,
Adored und pore and still on his heart’s throne,
His splendié property chenshed and apart

In the wall of silence of his secret muss,
[mmaculate in white virginity,

The same for ever and for ever one,

His worshipped changeless Goddess through zlt time.
Cr else, a faith{n! consort of his mind

Assenting o his nature and his will,

She sanctions and inspires his words and acts
Prolonging their resenance through the listening ears,
Companion aad recorder of his march

Crossing a brilliant tract of thought and life
Carved out of the eternity of Time.

A witness of his high triumphant star,

Her godhead servitor o a crowned Idea,

He shall dominate by her a prostrate world;

A warrant for his deeds and his beliefs,

She attests his right divine o lead and rule,

Or as a lover clasps bis one beloved,

(Grodhead of his life's worship and desire,

Icon of his heart’s sole idolatry,

She now is his and must live for him alone:

She has invaded him with her sudden bliss,

An exhaustless marvel in his happy grasp,

An atlurement, a caught ravishing miracle.

Her now he claims after long rapt pursuit,

The one joy of his body and his sonl:
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Inescapable is her divine appesl,

Her immense possession an undying thrill,

An intoxication and an ecstasy:

The passion of her self-revealing moods,

A heavenly glory and variety,

Makes ever new her body to his eves,

Or else repeats the first enchantment’s touch,

The luminous rapture of her mystic breasts

And beautiful vibrant limbs a Iiving field

Of throbbing new discovery without end.

A pew beginning flowers in word and laugh,

A new charm brings back the old extreme delight:
He is lost 1o her, she is his heaven here.

Truth smiled upon the gracious golden game,

Out of her hushed cternal spaces jeaned

The great and boundless Goddess feigmed to yield
The sunlit sweefness of her secrecies.

Incarnating her beauty in his clasp

She gave for a brief kiss her immortal lips

And drew to her bosom one glorified mortal head:
She made earth her home, for whom heaven was too smail,
In a human breast her cccult presence lived;

He carved from his own self his figure of her:

She shaped her body to a2 mind’s embrace.

Inte thought's narrow Limits she has come;

Her greatness she has suffered to be pressed

Inte the litle cabin of the Idea,

The closed room of a lonely thinker’s grasp:

She has lowered her heights to the stature of our souls
And dazzled our lids with her celestial gaze.

‘Thus each is satisfied with his high gain

And thinks himself beyvond mortality blest,

A king of truth upon his separate throne.

To her possessor in the field of Time

A single splendour caught from her glory seems
The ong true light, her beauty’s glowing whole,
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But thought nor word ran seize eternal Truth:
The whele world lives in a lonely ray of her sun.
In our thinking's close and narrow lamp-ht house
The vanity of onr shut mortal mind

Dreams that the chains of thought have made her ours;
But only we piay with our own brilliant bonds;
Tying her down, it is ourselves we tie.

In our hypnosis by one fuminous point

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

We share not her immertal liberty.

Thus is it even with the seer and sage;

For stifl the human limits the divine:

Cut of our thoughts we must leap up to sight,
Breathe her divine iHlimitable air,

Her simple vast supremacy confess,

Dare to surrender o her absolute,

Then the Unmanifest reflects his form

In the stili mind as in a living glass;

The timeless Ray descends into our hearts

And we are rapt into eternity.

For Truth 15 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.
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The Heavens of the Ideal

Alwa}rs the kdeal beckoned from afar.
Awakened by the touch of the Unseen,
Deserting the boundary of things achieved,
Aspired the strong discoverer, tireless Thought,
Revealing at each step a iuminous world.

It left known suminits for the unknown peaks:
[mpassioned, 1t sought the lone varealised Truth,
It longed for the Light that knows not death and birth.
Each stage of the soul's remote ascent was built
Into a constant heaven felt always here.

At each pace of the journey marvellous

A new degree of wonder and of bliss,

A new rung formed in Being's mighty staiz,

A greal wide step trembling with jewelled fire
As if a burning spirit quivered there

Upholding with his flame the immortal hope,
As if a radiant God had given his soul

That he might feel the iread of pilgrim feet
Mounting in haste to the Eternal’s house.

At either end of each effulgent stair

The heavens of the ideal Mind were seen

In a blue lucency of dreaming space

Like strips of brilliant sky clinging to the moon.
On one side glimmered hue on floating hue,

In a glory and surprise of the seized soul

And a tremulous rapture of the heart’s insight
And the spontaneons bliss that beauiy gives,
The lovely kingdoms of the deathless Rose.
Above the spirit cased in mortal sense

Are superconscious realms of heavenly peace,
Below, the Inconscient™s sullen dim abyss,
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Betwaen, behind our life, the deathless Rose,
Across the covert zir the spirit breathes,

A body of the cosmic beauty and joy

Unseen, onguessed by the bhind suffering world,
Clirabing from Nature’s deep surrendered heart
It bfooms for ever at the feet of God,

Fed by life’s sacrificial mysterizs.

Here too ifs bud 13 born in haman breasts;
Then by 2 touch, a presence or a voice

The world i3 tumed into a temple ground

And all disclosas the unknown Beloved,

It an outburst of heavenly joy and case

Life yields to the divinity within

And gives the rapture-offering of its all,

And the soul opens to felizity.

A bliss 1s felt that never can wholly cease,

A sudden mystery of secret Grace

Flowers goldening our garth of red desire.

All the high gods whe hid their visages

From the soiled passionate ritual of our hopes,
Reveal their names and their undying powers.
A fiery stillness wakes the slumbering cells,

A passien of the flesh becoming spirit,

And marvellously is fulfilled at last

The miracle for which our life was made.

A flame in 2 white voiceless cupoia

Is seen and faces of immortal light,

The radiant limbs that know net birth and death,
The breasts that suckle the first-born of the Sun,
The wings that crowd Thought's ardent silences,
The eyes that look into spiritual Space.

Qur hidden centres of celestial force

Open like flowers to a heavenly atmosphere;
Mind pauses thrilled with the supernal Ray,
And even the transient body then can feel

Ideal love and flawless happiness
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And langhter of the heart’s sweetness and delight
Freed from the rude and tragic hold of Time,
And beanty and the rhythmic feet of the hours.
This in high reaims touches immortal king:
What here is in the bud has blossomed there.
‘There is the secrecy of the House of Flame,
The blaze of Gedlike thought and golden bliss,
‘The rapt idealism of heavenly sense;
There are the wonderful voices, the sun-laugh,
A gurgiing eddy in nivers of God's jov,
And the mysteried vineyards of the gold moon-wine,
All the fire and sweetness of which hardly here
A brlliant shadow visits mortal life.
Although are witnessed there the joys of Time,
Pressed on the bosom the Immortal's touch is felt,
Heard are the flutings of the Infinize.
Here upon carth are sarly awakenings,
Mornents that trerable in an air divine,
And grown upon the yearning of her soil
Time's sunflowers gaze at gold Eternity:
There are the imperishable beatitudes.
A million Iotuses swaying on one siem,
World after coloured and ecstatic world
Climbs towards seme far unseen epiphany.

On the other side of the sternal stairs
The mighty kingdomns of the deathless Flame
Aspired to reach the Being's absolutes.
Out of the sorrow and darkness of the world,
Qut of the depths wheye life and thought are tombed,
Lonely mounts up to heaven the deathless Flame.
In a vetled Nature’s hallowed secrecies
It burns for ever on the altar Mind,
Its priests the souls of dedicated gods,
Humarnity its house of sacrifice.
Onee kindled never can its flamings cease.
A fire along the mystic paths of earth,
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It rises through the mortal’s hemisphere,

Till borne by rnners of the Day and Dusk

It enters the occuit eternal Light

And clambers whitening o the invisible Throne.
Its worlds are steps of an ascending Foree:

A dream of giant contours, titan iines,

Homes of unfallen and illumined Might,
Heavens of unchanging Good pute and unborn,
Heights of the grandeur of Truth’s ageless ray,
Asin a symbol sky they start {o view

And call our souls into a vaster air,

On their summits they bear up the sleepiess Flame;
Dreaming of a mystertous Beyond,
Transcendent of the paths of Fate and Time,
They point above themselves with index peaks
Through a pale-sapphire ether of God-mind
Towards some gold Infinite’s apocalypse.

A thunder rolling mid the hills of God,

Tireless, severe is their tremendous Voice:
Exceeding us, to exceed ourselves they call

And bid us rise incessantly ahove.

Far from our eager reach those summits live,
Too lofty for our mortal strength and height,
Hardly in a dire gcstasy of foil

Climbed by the spirit’s naked aihlete will.
Austere, mtolerant they claim from ns

Efforis too lasting for our mortal nerve

Our hearts cannot cleave to nor our flesh support;
Only the Eternal’s strength in us can dare

To attempt the immense adventure of that climb
And the sacrifice of alf we cherish here.

Our human knowledge is a candle burnt

On a dim altar to a sun~vast Truth:

Man's virtue, a coarse-spun #l-fitling dress,
Apparels wooden images of Good;

Passionaie and blinded, bleeding, stained with mite
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His energy stumbles towards a deathless Force.
An imperfection dogs our highest strength:
Portions and pale reflections are our share.
Happy the worlds that have not felt our fall,
Where Will is one with Truth and Good with Pawer:
Impoverished not by earth-mind’s indigence,
They keep God’s natural breath of mightiness,
His bare spontaneous swift iniensities;

There 1s his great transparent mirror, Self,
And there his sovereign autarchy of bliss

I which immortal natures have their part,
Heirs and co-sharers of divinity.

He through the Ideal’s kingdoms moved at will,
Accepted their beauty and their greatness bore,
Partook of the glories of their wonder fields,

Bui passed nor stayed beneath their splendour’s rule,
All there was an intense but partial light.

In each a seraph-winged high-browed Idea
United all knowiedge by one master thought,
Persuaded all action to one golden sense,

Al} powers subjected to g single power

And made a world where it could reign alone,
An absolute 1dea’s perfect home.

Insignia of their victory and their faith,

They offered to the Traveller af their gates

A quenchless flamne or an unfading flower,
Emblem of & high kingdom’s privilege.

A glorious shining Angel of the Way

Presented to the seeking of the soul

The sweetness and the might of an idea,

Each deemed Truth’s intimate fount and semmit force,
The heart of the meaning of the universe,
Perfection’s key, passport to Paradise.

Yet were there regions where these absolutes met
And made a circle of bliss with married hands;
Light stood embraced by light, fire wedded fire,
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But none in the other would his body lose

To find his soul in the world’s single Soul,

A roultiplied rapture of mfinity.

Onward he passed to a diviner sphere:

There, joined in a common greatness, light and bliss,
All high and beautiful and desirable powers
Forgetting their difference and their separate reign
Become a single multitudinous wheols.

Above the parting of the roads of Time,

Above the Silence and its thousandfold Word,

In the unmutable and inviolate Truth

For ever anited and inseparable,

The radiant children of Eternity dwell

On the wide spirit height where all are one.
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In the Self of Mind

At iast there came a bare indifferent sk
Where Silence lisiened to the cosmic Voice,
But answered nothing to a million calis;

The goul’s endless guestion met with no response.
An abrupt conclusion ended eager hopes,

A deep cessation in a mighty calm,

A finis-line on the last page of thought

And a margin and a blank of wordless peace.
There paused the climbing hierarchy of worlds.
He stood on a wide arc of summit Space
Alone with an enormous Self of Mind

Which held all life in a corner of its vasts,
Omnipotent, immobile and aloof,

In the woild which sprang from it, it took no part
It gave no heed fo the paeans of victory,

It was indifferent {o its own defeats,

Tt heard the cry of grief and made no sign,
Lupartial fell its gaze on evil and good,

1t saw destruction comse and did noi move,
An equal Cause of things, a lonely Seer

And Master of its multitude of forms,

It acted not but bore all thoughts and deeds,
The witness Lord of Nature's myriad acts
Consenting to the movements of her Force.
His mind reflected this vast quaetisi.

This witness hush is the Thinker’s secret base:
Hidden in silent depths the word is formed,
From hidden silences the act is born

Into the voiceful mind, the labouring world;
In secrecy wraps the seed the Eternal sows
Silence, the mystic birthplace of the soul.
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In God's supreme withdrawn and timeless hush

A seetng Self and potent Energy met;

The Silence knew itself and thought took form:
Seif-made from the dual power ereation rose,

Irn the still seif ke lived and 1t in him;

Tts mute immemorable listening depths,

Its vastness and jts stiflness were his own;

One being with it he grew wide, powerful, free.

As one who builds his own imagined scenes

And loses not himself in what he sees,

Speetator of & dramg self-conceived,

He locked on the world and watched its motive thoughts
With the burden of luminous prophecy 1n their eves,
its forces with their feet of wind and fire

Arisen from the durmbness in his soul,

All now he seemied to understand and know;

Desite came not nor any gust of will,

The great perturbed inquirer lost his task;

Nothing was asked nor wanfed any more.

There he could stay, the Self, the Silence won:

His soul had peace, it knew the cosmic Whole.
Then suddenly a luminous finger feli

On all things seen or touched or heard or felt

And showed his mind that nothing could be known;
That must be reached from which all knowledge comes.
The sceptic Ray disrupted all that scems

And smote at the very roots of thought and sense,
In a universe of Nescience they have grown,
Aspiring towards a superconscient Sum,

Playing in shine and rain from heavenlier skizs
They never can win however high their reach

Or overpass however keen their probe.

A doubt corroded even the means to think,

Distrust was thrown upon Mind’s instruments;

All that it takes for reality’s shining coin,

Proved fact, fixed inference, deduction clear,
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Firm theory, assured significance,

Appeared as frauds upon Time’s credit bank

Or assets valueless in Truth’s treasurv.

An Ignorance on an uneasy throne

Travestied with a foriuitous sovereignty

A figure of knowledge garbed in dubious words
And tinsel thought-forms brightly inadequate.

A labourer in the dark dazrled by half-light,
What it knew was an image in a broken glass,
What it saw was real but iis sight untrue.

All the ideas in its vast repertory

Were like the mutterings of a transient cload
That spent itself in sound and Ieft no trace.

A frail house hanging in uncartain air,

The thin jngerious web round which it moves,
Put out awhile on the tres of the univarse,

And gathered up into itself again,

Was only a trap to catch life's insect food,
Winged thoughts that flutter fragile in brief light
But dead, once captured in fixed forms of mind,
Aims puny but looming large in man’s smail scale,
Flickers of imagination’s brilliant gauze

And cobweb-wrapped beliefs alive no more.

The magic but of built-up certitudes

Made out of glittering dust and bright moonshine
In which it shrines its image of the Real,
Collapsed into the Nescience whence it rose.
Only a gleam was there of synabo! facts

That shroud the mystery lurking in their glow,
And falsehoods based on hidden realities

By which they live until they fall from Time.
Our mind is a house haunted by the slain past,
Ideas soon mummified, ghosis of old truths,
God’s spontaneities tied with formal strings
And packed into drawers of reason’s trim bureau,
A grave of great lost opportunities,
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Or an office for misuse of sout and hfe

Ard all the waste man makes of heaven’s gifts
And al! his squanderings of Mature’s store,

A stage for the comedy of Ignorance,

The world scemed a fong aconic fallure’s scene:
All sterile grew, no base was left secure,
Assatied by the cdge of the convicting beam
The builder Reason [ost her confidence

I the suceessful sleight and turn of thought
That makes the soul the prisoner of a phrase.
Its highest wisdom was a brilliant guess,

Its mighty structured science of the worlds

A passing light on being’s surfaces.

There was nothing there but a schema drawn by sense,

A substitute for eternal mvsteries,

A scrawl figure of reality, a plan

And elevation by the architect Word
Imposed upon the semblances of Time.
Existence’ self was shadowed by a doubt:
Almost it seemed a lotus-leaf afloat

On a nude pool of cosmic Nothingness.

This great spectator and creator Mind

Was only some half-sezing’s delegate,

A veil that hung between the soul and Light,
An idol, not the living body of God,

Even the still spirit that Iooks upor its works
Was some pale front of the Unknowable;

A shadow seemed the wide and witness Self,
Its tiberation and immobils calm

A void recoil of being from Time-made things,
ot the self-viston of Eternity.

Deep peace was there, but not the nameless Ferce:

Our sweet and mighty Mother was not there
Who gathers to her bosom her children’s lives,
Her clasp that takes the world into her arms
In the fathomless rapture of ¢he Infinite,
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The Bliss that is creation’s splendid grain
Or the white passion of God-ecstasy

That laughs in the biaze of the boundless heart of Love.

A greater Spirit than the Seif of Mind

Must answer to the questioning of his soul.
For here was no firm clue and no sure road;
High-climbing pathways closed in the anknown;
An artist sight constructed the Beyond

In contrary patterns and conflicting hues;

A part-experience fragmented the Whole.

He looked above, but all was blank and still:
A sapphire firmament of abstract Thought
Escaped into a formless Vacancy,

He looked below, but all was dark and mute.
A noise was heard, between, of thonght and prayer,
A strife, a labour without end or pause;

A vain and ignorant seeking raised is voice.
A mumour and a movement and a call,

A foaming mass, a ¢ry Inbumerable

Roiled ever upon the ocean surge of Life
Along the coasts of mortal [gnorance.

On 1ts anstable and enormous breast

Beings and forces, forms, ideas like waves
Jostled for figure and supremacy,

And rose and sank and rose again in Time,
And at the bottom of the sleepless stir,

A Nothingness parent of the struggling worlds,
A huge creator Death, a mystic Void,

For ever sustaining the irrational cry,

For ever excluding the supernal Word,
Motionless, refusing question and response,
Reposed beneath the voices and the march
The dim Inconscient’s dumb incertitude.
Two firmaments of darkness and of light
Opposed their limits to the spirit’s walk;

It moved veiled in from Self’s infinity
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In a worid of beings and momeniary events
Where all must die to Jive and iive to die.
Iminortal by renswed mortality,

It wandered in the spird of its acts

Or ran around the cycles of its thought,

Yot was no more than ifs original self

And knew 0 more than when it first began.
To be was a prison, extinction the sscape.

Exp oF CanTO THIRTEEN
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The World-Soul

A covert answer to his seeking came,

In a far-shimmering background of Mind-Space
A glowing mouth wss seen, a luminous shaft;
A recluse-gate it seemed, musing on joy,

A veiled refreat and escape to mystery.

Away from the unsatisfied surface world

It fled info the bosom of the unknown,

A well, a tunnel of the depths of God.,

It plunged as if a mystic groove of hope
Through many layers of formless voiceless self
To reach the last profound of the world’s heart,
And from that heart there surged a wordless call
Pleading with some still impenetrable Mind,
VYoicing some passionate unseen desire.

As if a beckoning finger of secrecy

QOutstreiched into a crystal mood of air,
Pointing at him from some near hidden depth,
As if a message from the world’s deep soul,

An intimnation of a turking joy

That flowed out from a cup of brooding bliss,
There shimmered stealing ont tnto the Mind

A mute and quivering ecstasy of light,

A passion and delicacy of roseate fire.

As one drawn to his lost spiritual home

Feels now the closeness of 2 waiting love,

Into a passage dim and tremulous

That clasped him in from day and night's pursuit,
He travelled led by a mysterious sound.

A murmur, multitudinous and lone,

All scunds it was in turn, yet still the same.

A hidden call to unforeseen delight
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In a worid of beings and momentary events
Where all must die to live and live to die.
fryortal by renewed mortality,

[t wandered in the spiral of its acts

Or ran around the cvcles of its thought,

Yet was n¢ more than its original sell

And knew no more than when it first began.
To be was a prison, exiinction the escape.

END OF CANTO THRTEEM
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In the summening voice of one long-known and loved,
But nameless to the unremembering mind,

It led to rapture back the truant heart.

The immortal cry ravished the captive ear,

Then, lowering its imperious mystery,

it sank to a whisper circling round the soul.

It seemed the yearning of a lonely flute

That roamed along the shores of memory

And filled the eyes with {ears of lenging joy.

A cricket’s rash and fiery single note,

Tt marked with shrill melody night’s moonless hush
And beat upon a nerve of mystic sleep

Its high insistent magical reveille.

A jingling silver laugh of anklet bells

Traveiled the roads of a solitary heart;

Its dance solaced an eternal loneliness:

An old forpotien sweetness sobbing came.

Or from a far harmonious distance heard

The tinkling pace of a long caravan

It seemed 2t times, or a vast forest’s hymn,

The solemn reminder of a temple gong,

A bee-croon honey-drunk in sommer isles
Ardent with ecstasy in a slumberous noon,

Or the far anthem of a pilgrim sea.

An incense floated in the quivering air,

A mystic happiness {rembled in the breast

As if the invisible Beloved had come

Assuming the sudden loveliness of a face

And close glad hands ¢ould seize his fugitive feet
And the world change with the beauty of a smile.
Into a wonderful bodiless realm he came,

The home of 2 passion without name or voice,

A depth he felt answering to every height,

A nook was found that could embrace all worlds,
A point that was the conscious knot of space,

An hour eternal in the heart of Time.
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The silent soul of all the world was there:

A Being lived, a Presence and a Power,

A single Person who was himse!f and a]l

And cherished Nature’s sweet and dangerous throbs
Transfigured inte beats divine and pure,

One whe could love without retum 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 wezping with its hand of joy:

It led things evil towards their secret good,

It turned racked falsehood into happy troth;
Its power was to reveal divinity.

Infinite, coeval with the mind of God,

It bore within itseif a seed, a flame,

A seed from which the Eternal 13 new-born,

A flame that cancels death in mortal things.
Al grew to alt kindred and seif and near,

The intimacy of God was everywhere,

No veil was f&lt, no brute barrier inert,
Distance could not divide, Time could not change.
A fire of passion burned in spint-depths,

A constant touch of sweetness linked all hearts,
The throb of one adoration’s single bliss

In a rapt ether of undying love.

An inner happiness abode in all,

A sense of universal harmonies,

A measnreless secure eternity

Of trnth and beanty and good and joy made one.
There was the welling core of finits life;

A formless spirit became the soul of form.

All there was soul or made of sheer soul-stufl:
A sky of soul covered a deep soul-ground.
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All here was known by a spirifual senge:
Thoughi was not there but a knowledge near and one
Seized on al} things by a moved identity,
A sympathy of self with ather seives,
The touch of consciousness on COnSCIOUSNEsS
And being’s ook on being with inmost gaze
Ard heart laid bare to heart without walls of speech
And the unanimity of seeing minds
In myriad forms laminous with the one God.
Life was not there, but an impassioned foree
Finer than fineness, deeper than the deeps,
Felt as z subtle and spiritual power,
A gquivering out from soul fo answering soul,
A mystic movement, a close influence,
A free and happy and intense approach
Of heing to being with no screen or check,
Without which life and love could never have been.
Body was not there, for bodies were needed not,
The scul itself was its own deathless form
And met at once the {ouch of other souls
:0se, blissful, conerete, wonderfully true,
As when one walks in sleep through luminous dreams
Amnd, conscions, knows the truth their fipures mean,
There where reality was its own dream,
He knew things by their soul and not their shape:
As those who have lived long made one In love
Need word nor sign for heart’s reply to heart,
He met and communed without bar of speech
With beings unveiled by a material frame.
There was a strange spiritual scenery,
A loveliness of lakes and streams and hills,
A flow, a fixity in a soul-space,
And plains and valleys, stretches of souljoy,
And gardens that were flower-tracts of the spirit,
[ts meditations of tinged reverie,
Air was the breath of a pure infinite,
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A fragrance wandered in a coloured haze
As if the scent and hue of all sweet flowers
Had mingled to copy heaven’s aimosphere.
Appealing to the soul and not the eve
Beauty lived there at home in her own house,
There all was beantiful by its own right
And needed not the splendour of a robe,
All objects were like bodics of the Gods,
A spirit symbol environing a soul,
For world and self were one reality.

Immersed in voiceless internatal trance
The beings that once wore forms on earth sat there
In shining chambers of spiritual sleep.,
Passed were the pillar-posts of birth and death,
Passed was their Hitle scene of symbol deeds,
Passed were the heavens and hells of their long road;
They had returned into the world’s deep soul.
All now was gathered info pregnant rest:
Person and nature suffered a slumber change,
In france they gathered back their bygone selves,
In a bagkground memory's foreseeing muse
Prophetic of new personality
Arranged the map of their coming destiny’s course:
Hetrs of thelr past, their future’s discoverers,
Electors of their own self-chosen lot,
They waited for the adventure of new [ife.
A Person persistent through the lapse of worlds,
Although the same for ever in many shapes
By the outward mind unrecognisable,
Assuming names uoknown in unknown clines
Imprints through Time upon the earth’s worn page
A growing figure of its secret seif,
And learns by experience what the spirit knew,
Till it can see its truth alive and God.
Once more they must face the problem-game of birth,
The soul’s experiment of joy and grief
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And thought and impulse lighting the blind act,
Arnd venture on the roads of circumstance
Through inner movements and exiernal scenes,
Travelling to self across the forms of things.
Into creation’s centre he had come,
The spirtt wandering from stafe to state
Finds here the silence of its starting-point
i the formiess force and the still fixity
And breeding passion of the world of Soul.
All that is made and once apain enmade,
The calm persistent vision of the One
Inevitably re-makes, it lives anew:
Forces and lives and beings and ideas
Are taken into the stillness for a while;
There they remould theic purpose and their drift,
Recast their nature and re-form their shape.
Ever they change and changing ever grow,
And passing rhrough a fruitful stage of death
And after long reconstituting sleep
Resume their place in the process of the Gods
Until their work in cosmic Time is done.

Here was the fashioning chamber of the worlds.
An interval was left twixt act and act,
Twixt birth and birth, twixt dream and waking dream,
A panse that gave new strength to do and be.
Beyond were regions of delight and peace,
Mute birth-places of light and hope 2nd love,
And cradles of heavenly rapture and repose.
In a slumber of the voices of the world
He of the eternal moment grew aware;
His knowledge stripped bare of the garbs of sense
Knew by identity without thought or word,
His being saw itself without its veils,
Life’s line fell from the spirit’s infinity.
Along a road of pure interior light,
Alone between tremendous Presences,
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Under the watching eye of nameless Gods,

His soul passed on, a single conscious power,
Towards the end which ever begins again,
Approaching through a stillness dumb and calm
To the scurce of all things human and divine.
There he beheld in their mighty union’s poise
The figure of the deathless Two-in-One,

A single being in two bodies clasped,

A diarchy of two united souls,

Seated absorbed in deep creative joy;

Their trance of bliss sustained the mobile world.
Behind them in a morning dusk One stood
Who brought them forth from the Unknowable.
Ever disguised she awaits the seeking spirit;
Watcher on the supreme unreachable peaks,
Guide of the traveiler of the unseen paths,

Ske guards the austere approach to the Alone,
At the beginning of cach far-spread plane
Pervading with her power the cosmic sans

She reigns, inspirer of its multiple works

And thinker of the symbol of its scene,

Above them all she stands sapporting all,

The sole ommipotent Goddess ever-veiled

Of whom the world is the mscrutable mask;
The ages are the footfalls of her tread,

Their happenings the figure of her thoughts,
And all creation 1s her endless act.

His spiri{ was made a vessel of her force;

Mute in the fathomless passion of his will

He outstretched to her his folded hands of prayer.

Then in a sovereign answer to his heart

A gesture came as of worlds thrown away,
And from her raimeat’s lustrous mystery raised
One arm balf-parted the eternal veil.

A light appeared stili and imperishable.
Attracted to the large and luminous depths
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Of the ravishing enigma of her eves,

He saw the mystic outhne of a face.
QOverwhelmed by her implacable light and bliss,
An atom of her illimitable self

Mastered by the honey and lightning of her power,
Tossed towards the shores of her ocean ecstasy,
Drunk with a deep golden spiritual wine,

He cast from the rent stiliness of his soul

A cry of adoration and desire

And the surrender of his boundless mind

And the self-giving of his silent heart.

He fel} down at her feet unconscious, prone.
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The Kingdoms of the Greater Knowledge

After a measureless moment of the saul

Again returning to these surface fields

Out of the timeless depths where he had sunk,

He heard once more the slow tread of the hours.
All once perceived and lived was far away;
Himself was to himself his only scene.

Above the Witness and his universe

He stood in a realm of boundless silences

Awaiting the Voice that spoke and built the worlds.
A hight was round him wide and absolute,

A diamond purily of eternal sight;

A consciousness lay still, devotd of forms,

Free, wordless, uncoerced by sign or rule,

For ever content with only being and bliss;

A sheer existence lived in its own. peace

On the single spirit’s bare and infiniie ground.

Out of the sphere of Mind he had arisen,

He had left the reign of Nature’s hues and shades;
He dwelt in his self’s colouriess purity.

It was a plane of undetermined spirit

That could be a zero or round sum of things,

A state in which all ceased and all began.

All it became that figures the absolute,

A high vast peak whence spirit could see the worlds,
Calm’s wide epiphany, wisdom’s mute home,

A lonely station of Omniscience,

A diving-board of the Fternal’s power,

A white floor in the house of Ali-Delight.

Here came the thought that passes beyond Thought,
Here the still Yoice which our listening cannot hear,
The Knowledge by which the Knower is the Known,
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The Love in which Beloved and Lover are one.
All stood in an original plenitude,

Hushed and fulfilled before they could create
The glorious dream of thefr universal acts;
Hege was engendered the spiritual birth,

Here closed the finile’s crawl to the Infinite.

A thousand roads leaped into Eternity

Or singing ran to meet God's veilless face.

The known reigased him from its limiting chain,
He knocked at the doors of the Unknowable.
Thence gazing with an immeasurable outlapk
One with self’s inlook into its own pure vasts,
He saw the splendour of the spirit’s realms,
The greatness and wonder of its boundless works,
The power and passion leaping from its calm,
The rapture of its movement and its rest,

And its fire-sweet miracle of transcendent life,
The million-pointing undivided grasp

Of its vision of one same stupendous All,

Ifs inexhaustible acts in a timeless Time,

A space that is 1ts own infinity,

A glonious multiple of one radiant Self,
Answering to joy with joy, to love with love,
All there were moving mansions of God-bliss:
Eternal and unique they tived the One.

There forces are great outbursts of God’s truth
And objects are its pure spiritual shapes:

Spirit no more is hid from its own view,

All sentience is a sea of happiness

And all creation is ap act of light.

Out of the nentral silence of his soul

He passed to its fields of puissance and of calm
And saw the Powers that stand above the world,
Traversed the realms of the supreme Tdea

And sought the summit of created things

And the almighty source of cosmic change.
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There knowledge called him to her mystic peaks
‘Where thought is held in a vast internal sense
And fecling swims across a sea of peace

Angd vision climbs bevond the reach of Time.
An equal of the first creator seers,
Accompanied by an all-revealing light

He moved through regions of transcendent Truth
Inward, immense, innumerably one.

There distance was his own huge spitit’s extent
Delivered from the ficiions of the mind

Time’s triple dividing step baffled ne more;

Its inevitable and continuous stream,

The long flow of its manifesting course,

Was beld in spirit’s single wide regard.

A universal bsauty showed its face;

The invisible deep-fraught significances,

Here sheltered hehind form's insensible screen,
Uncovered to him their deathless harmony

And the key to the wonder-book of common things.

In their uniting law stood up revealed

The multiple measures of the uplifting force,

The lines of the World-Geometer’s technicque,

The enchantments that uphold the cosmic web

And the magic underlyving simple shapes.

On peaks where Silence listens with stifl heart

To the rhythmic metres of the rolling worlds,

He served the sessions of the triple fire.

On the rim of two continents of slumber and trance
He heard the ever unspoken Reality’s voice
Awaken revelation’s mystic cry,

The birth-place found of the sudden infallible Word
And lived in the rays of an intnitive Sun.

Absolved from the ligaments of death and sleep

He rode the lightning seas of cosmic Mind

And crossed the ocean of original sound;

On the last step to the supernal birth
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He trod along extinction’s natrow edgs

Near the high verges of eternify,

And mounted the gold ridge of the World-dream
Between the slayer and the saviour fires;

The helt he reached of the unchanging Truth,
Met borders of the inexpressible Light

And thrilled with the presence of the Ineffable.
Above him he saw the flaming Hierarchies,

The wings that fold around created space,

The sun-eved Guardians and the golden Sphinx
And the tiered planes and the immutable Lords.
A wisdom walting on Omniscience

Sat voiceless in a vast passivity;

It indged not, measured not, nor strove to know,
But listened for the veiled all-seeing Thought
And the burden of a calm franscendent Voice.

He had reached the top of all that can be known:

His sight surpassed creation’s head and base;
Ablaze the triple heavens revealed their suns,
The obscure Abyss exposed its monstrous rule.
All but the ultimate Mysiery was his field,
Almost the Unknowable disclosed its rim,
His self’s infinities began to emerge,

The hidden universes cried to him;

Eternities called to eternities

Sending their speschless message still remote.
Arisen from the marvel of the depths

And burning from the superconscious heights
And sweeping in great horizontal gyres

A million energies joined and were the One.
All flowed immeasurably to one sea:

All living forms became its atom homes,

A Panergy that harmonised all life

Held now existence in its vast control;

A portion of that majesty he was made.

At will he lived in the unoblivious Ray.

300



Savitri - Book Twe - Canio Fifteen 301

in that high realm where no untruth can come,
Where all are different and zll is one,
In the Impersonal’s ocean without shore
The Person in the World-Spirit anchored rode;
It thrilled with the mighty marchings of World-Force
lts acts were the comrades of God's infinite peace.
An adjunct glory and a symbol self,
The body was delivered to the soul, —
An irmortal point of power, a block of poise
In a cosmicity’s wide formless surge,
A conscious edge of the Transcendent's might
Carving perfection from a bright world-stuff,
It figured in it a universe’s sense.
There consciousness was a close and single weft;
The far and near were one in spirit-space,
The moments there were pregnant with all time.
The superconscient’s screen was ripped by thought,
Idea rotated symphonies of sight,
Sight was a flame-throw from identity;
Life was a marvellous journey of the spirit,
Feeling & wave from the universal Bliss.
In the kingdom of the Spirit's power and light,
As if one who arrived out of infinity’s womb
He came new-born, infant and limitless
And grew in the wisdom of the timeless Child;
He was a vast that soon became 2 Sun.
A great luminous silence whispered to his heart,
His knowledge an inview caught unfathomable,
An outview by no brief horizons cut:
He thought and felt in all, his gaze had power.
He communed with the Incommunicable;
Beings of a wider consciousness were his friends,
Forms of a larger subtler make drew near;
The Gods conversed with him behind Life’s veil.
Neighbour his being grew to Naiure's crests,
The primal Energy took him in its arms;
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His brain was wrapped In overwhelming Light,
An afl-embracing knowledge seized his heart:
Thonghts rose in him no earthly mind can hold,
Mights played that naver coursed through mortal nerves:
He scanned the secrets of the Overmind,

He bore the rapture of the Oversoul.

A borderer of the empire of the San,

Attuned to the supernal harmonies,

He linked creation to the Eternal’s sphere,

His finits parts approached their absoluies,

His actions framed the movements of the Gods,
His wili took up the reing of cosmic Force.

ENp oF Cantd FIFTEEN
End of Book Two
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Cuante COne

The Pursuit of the Unknowable

All is oo little that the world can give:

Its power and knowledge are the gifts of Time
And cannot fill the spirit’s sacred thirst.
Although of One these forms of greatness are
And by its breath of grace our lives abide,
Although more near to us than nearness” self,
It is some utter truth of what we are:

Hidden by its own works it seemed far off,
Impenetrable, occudt, voiceless, obscure.

The Presence was lost by which all things have charm.
The Glory lacked of which they are dim signs.
The world lived on made empty of its Cause,
Like Love when the Beloved's face is gone.
The Iabour to know seemed a vain strife of Mind:
All knowledge ended m the Unknowable:

The effort to rule seemed a vain pride of Will;
A trivial achievement scorned by Time,

Al power retired into the Omnipotent.

A cave of darkness gnards the eternal Light,
A silence settled on his striving heart;
Absolved from the voices of the world’s desire,
He turped to the Ineffable’s fimeless call,

A Being intimate and unnameable,

A wide compclimg ecstasy and peace

Felt in himself and all and yet ungrasped,
Approached and faded from his soul’s pursuit
As if for ever luring him beyond.

Near, it retreated; far, it cailed him still.
Nothing could satisfy but its delight:

fts absence left the greatest actions dull,

Tts presence made the smallest seem divine.
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When it was there, the hzart’s abyss was filled;
But when the uplifting Deity withdrew,

Existence lost its aim in the [nane,

The order of the immemorial planes,

The godiike fullness of the instruments

Were turned to props for an impermanent scene,
But who that mightiness was he knew not yet,
Impalpable, yet filling all that is,

It made and blotted out a million worlds

And took and lost a thousand shapes and names.
Tt wore the guise of an indiscernible Vast,

Or was a subtle kerpel in the soul:

A distant greatness left it huge and dim,

A mystic closeness shui it sweetly in:

It seemed sometimes a figment or a robe

And seemed somefimes his own colossal shade.
A giant doubt overshadowed his advance.
Across a neutral all-supporting Void

Whose blankness nursed his lone immortal spirit,
Allured towards some recondite Supreme,

Aided, coerced by enigmatic Powers,

Aspiring and half-sinking and upborne,
Invineibly he ascended without pause,

Always a signless vague Immensity

Brooded, without approach, beyond response,
Condemning finite things to nothingness,
Fronting him with the incommensurable.

Then to the ascent there came a mighty term

A height was reached where nothing made could live,
A line where every hope and search must cease
Neared some intolerant bare Reality,

A zero formed pregnant with boundless change.
On a dizzy verge where all disguises fail

And human mind must abdicate in Light

Or die like a moth in the naked blaze of Truth,
He stood compelled to a tremendous choice.
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All he had been and all towards which he grew
Must now be left behind or else transform

Into a self of That which has no name.

Alone and fronting an intangible Force

Which offered nothing to the grasp of Thought,
His spint faced the adventure of the Inane.
Abandoned by the worlds of form he strove.

A fruitful world-wide Ignorance foundered there:
Thought's long far-circling journey touched its close
And ineffective pansed the actor Will.

The symbol modes of being helped no more,
The structures Nescience builds collapsing failed,
And even the spirit that holds the universs
Fainted in luminous insufficiency.

Im an abysmal lapse of all things buslt
Transcending every perishable support

And joining at 1ast 1ts mughty origin,

The separate self must melt or be reborn

Into a Truth beyond the mind’s appeal.

All glory of outline, swestness of harmony,
Rejected like a prace of trivial notes,

Expunged from Being's silence nude, austere,
Died into a fine and blissful Nothingness.

The Demiurges lost their names and forms,

The great schemed worlds that they had planned and wrought
Passed, taken and abolished one by one.

The universe removed its coloured veil,

And at the unimaginable end

Of the huge riddle of created things

Appeared the far-seen Godhead of the whole,
His feet firm-based on Life’s stupendous wings,
Omnipotent, a lonely seer of Time,

Inward, inscrutable, with diamond gaze,
Attracted by the unfathomable regard

The unsolved slow cycles to their fount returned
To rise again from that invisible sea.
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All from his puissance born was now uadone;
Nothing remained the cosmic Mind conceives.
Eternity prepared to fade and seemed

A hue and imposition on the Void,

Space was the fluttering of a dream that sank
Before its ending into Nothing’s deeps.

The spirit that dies not and the Godhead’s self
Seemed myths projected from the Unknowable,
From It all sprang, in ¥t i3 called to cease.

But what That was, no thought or sight could tell.

Only a formless Form of self was left,

A tenuous ghost of something that had been,
The iast experience of 2 lapsing wave

Before it sinks into a bourneless sea, —

As if it kept even on the brink of Nought

Its bare ieeling of the ocean whence it cama.
A Vastpess brooded free from sense of Space,
An Everlastingness cut off from Time;

A strange sublime unaiterable Peace

Silent rejected from it world and soul.

A stark companionless Reality

Answered at last to his soul’s passionate search:

Passionless, wordless, absorbed in its fathomless hush,

Keeping the mystery none would ever pierce,

[t brooded inscrutable and intangible

Facing him with its dumb tremendous calm.

It had no kinship with the universe:

There was no act, no movement in its Vast:
Life’s question met by its silence died on her lips,
The world’s effort ceased convicted of ignorance
Finding nc sanction of supernal Light:

There was no mind there with its need to know,
There was no heart there with its need to love.
All person perished in its namelessness.

There was no second, it had no partnier or peer;
Cnly itself was real to itself.
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A pure exisience safe from thought and moed,
A consciousness of unshared imumortal bligs,
It dwelt aloof m its bare infinite,

One and unigue, unutterably sole,

A Being formless, featurcless and mute

That knew itself by its own timeless self,
Aware for ever in its motionless depths,
Uncreating, uncreated and unborn,

The One by whom all live, who lives by neaxe,
An immeasurable luninous secrecy

Guarded by the veils of the Unmanifest,
Above the changing cosmic interlude

Abode supreme, immutably the same,

A silent Cause oceult, impenetrable, —
Infinite, eternal, unthirkable, alene,

309

END oF CantO ONE



Canto Two

The Adoration of the Divine Mother

A siillness absolute, incommunicable,

Meets the sheer self-discovery of the soul;

A wall of stillness shuts it from the world,

A gulf of stillness swallows np the sense

And makes unreal all that mind has known,

All that the Iabouring senses still would weave
Prolonging an imaged unreality.

Self”s vast spiritual silence occupies space;

Only the Inconceivable s left,

Only the Nameless without space and time:
Abolished is the burdening need of life:

Thought falls from us, we cease from joy and grief;
The ego is dead; we are free from being and care,
We have done with birth and death and work and fate,
O soul, it is too early to rejoice!

Thou hast reached the boundlass silence of the Self,
Thou hast leaped into 2 glad divine abyss;

But where hast thou thrown self’s mission and self’s power?
On what dead bank on the Eternal’s road ?

One was within thee who was self and world,

What hast thou done for his purpose in the stars?
Escape brings not the victory and the crown!
Something thou cam’st to do from the Unknown,
But nothing is finished and the world goes on,
Because only half God’s cosmic work is done.

Coly the everlasting No has neared

And stared into thy eyes and killed thy heart:

But where 13 the Lover's everlasting Yes,

And immottality in the secret heari,

The voice that chants to the creator Fire,

The symbolled OM, the great assenting Word,
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And in the ray reveal the parent sun:

It can make the world 2 vessel of Spirit’s force,
1t can fashion o the clay God’s perfect shape.
To free the sell 1s but one radiant pace;

Here to fulfil himself was God’s desire.

fven while he stood on being’s naked edge
And ail the passion and seeking of his soul
Faced thelr extinction in some featureless Vast,
The Presence he yearned for suddenly drew close.
Across the silence of the uitimate Caim,
Out of a marvellous Transcendence’ core,
A body of wonder and translucency
As if a sweet mystic summary of her self
Escaping into the original Bliss
Had come enlarged out of eternity,
Someone came infinite and absolute.
A being of wisdom, pewer and delight,
Even as a mother draws her child to her arms,
Took to her breast Nature and world and soul.
Abolishmg the signless emptiness,
Breaking the vacancy and voiceless hush,
Plercing the [imitless Unknowable,
Into the liberty of the motionless depths
A beautiful and felicitous [usire stole,
Imaged itseif in a surprising beam
And built a golden passage to his heart
Touching through him all longing sentient things.
A moment’s sweetness of the All-Beautiful
Cancelled the vanity of the cosmic whirl.
A Nature throbbing with a Heart diviae
Was felt in the unconscious universe;
It made the breath a happy mystery
And brought a love sustaining pain with joy;
A love that bore the cross of pain with joy
Eudaemonised the sorrow of the world,
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Made happy the weight of long unending Time,
The secret caught of God’s felicity.

Affirming in life a hidden ecstasy

It held the spirit to its miraculous cotirse:
Carrying immortal values to the hours

It justified the labour of the suns.

For one was there supreme behind the God.

A Mother Might brooded wpon the world;

A Consciousness revealed its marvellous front
Transcending all that is, denying none:
Imperishable above our fallen heads

He felt a rapturous and uastnmbling Force,

The vndying Truth appeared, the enduring Power
Of all that here is made and then destroved,

The Mother of all godheads and all strengths
Who, mediatrix, binds carth to the Supreme,
The Enigma ceased that rules our nature’s mght,
The covering Nescience was unmasked and slain;
Its mind of error was stripped off from things
And the dull moods of its perverting will,
[llumined by her ali-seeing identity

Knowiedge and Ignorance could sirive no more,
No longer could the {itan Opposites,

Antagonist poles of the world’s artifice,

Impose the illusion of their twofold sereen
FThrowing their figures between us and her.

The Wisdom was near, disguised by its own works,
Of which the datkened universe is the robe.

Mo more existence seemed an aimless fall,
Extinction was no more the sole release.

The hidden Word was found, the long-sought clue,
Revealed was the meaning of our spirit’s birth,
Condemned to an imperfect body and mind,

Tn the inconscience of material things

And the indignity of mortal life.

A Heart was felt in the spaces wide and bare,
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A burning Love from white spiritual founts
Annulled the sorrow of the ignorant depths;
Suffering was lost in her immortal smile.

A Lifs frem beyond grew conqueror here of Death;
To err no more was natoral to mind;

Wrong could not come where 2l was light and love,
The Formless and the Formed were joined in her.
[mmensity was exceeded by a look,

A Face revealed the crowded Infinite.

Incarnating inexpressibly in her limbs

The boundless joy the blind world-forees seek,
Hzr body of beauty mooned the seas of bliss,

Al the head she stapds of birth and {oil and fate,
In their slow round the cycles turn to her call;
Alone her hands can change Time's dragon base.
Hers 15 the mystery the Night conceals;

The spiit’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 aloge

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.
All here shall be one day her sweetness’s home,
All contraries prepare her harmony;

Towards her our knowledge climbs, cur passion gropes,
In her maraculous rapture we shall dweld,

Her ¢lasp will turn to ecstasy our pain.

Our self shall be one self with all through her.
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In her confirmed because fransformed in her,
Our life shall find in its fulfilied response
Above, the boundless hushed beatitudes,
Below, the wonder of the embrace divine,
This known as in a thunder-fiash of God,
The rapture of things eternal filled his limbs:
Amazement fell upon his ravished sense;

His spirit was caught in her intolerant flame,
Onee seen, his heart acknowledged only her,
Only a hunger of mfinite bliss was left.

All aims in her were lost, thep found in her:
His base was gathered into one pointing spire,

Thus was a seed cast into endless Time.
A Word is spoken or a Light is shown,
A moment sees, the ages toil to express,
50 flashing out of the Timeless leaped the worlds;
An eternal instant is the cause of the years.
All he had done was to prepare a field;
His small beginnings asked for a mighty end:
For all that he had been must now new-shape
in him her joy to embody, to enshring
Her beauty and greatness in his house of life.
But now his being was too wide {or self;
His heart’s demand had grown immeasurable:
His single freedom could not satisfy,
Her light, her bliss he asked for earth and men.
But vain are human power and heman love
To break carth’s seal of ignorance and death;
His nature’s might ssemed now an infant’s grasp;

Heaven is teo high for outstretehed 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,
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Bring into life’s closed room the Immortal’s air
And fill the finite with the Infinite.

Al that denies must be tom out and slain

And crushed the many longings for whose sake

We lose the One for whom our lives were made.

Now other claims had hushed in him their cry:
Only he longed to draw her presence and power
Into his heart and mind and breathing frame;
Only he yearned to call for ever down

Her healing touch of love and truth and joy
Into the darkness of the suffering world.

His soul was freed and given to her alone.
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Canto Three

The House of the Spirit and the New Creation

A mightier task remained than all he had done.
To that he torned from which all belng comes,

A sign attending from the Secrecy

Which knows the Truth ungrasped behind our thoughts
And guards the world with its all-secing gaze.

In the unapproachabie stiliness of his soul,
Intense, one-pointed, monumental, lone,

Patient he sat like an incarnate hope

Motionless on a pedestal of prayer.

A Strength he sought that was not yet on earth,
Help from a Power too great for mortal will,

The Light of a Truth now only seen afar,

A sanction from his high omnipotent Source,

But from the appalling heights there stooped no voice;
The timeless lids were closed; no opening came.
A neutral helpless void oppressed the years.

In the texture of our bound humanity

He felt the stark resistance huge and dumb

Of our inconscient and unseging base,

The stubborn mute rejection in Life’s depths,

The ignorant No in the origin of things,

A veiled collaboration with the Night

Even in himself survived and hid from his view:
Still something in his earthly being kept

Tis kinship with the Inconscient whence it came,

A shadowy unity with 2 vanished past

Treasured in an old world-frame was lurking there,
Secret, unnoted by the illumined mind,

And in subconscions whispers and in dream

Still murmured at the mind’s and spirit’s choice.
Its treacherous elements spread like shippery grains
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Hoping the jrcoming Truth might stumble and fall,

And old ideal voices wundering moaned

And pleaded for a heavenly leniency

To the gracious imperfections of our earth

And the sweet weaknesses of our mortal state.
This ow he willed to discover and exile,

The element in him betraving God,

All Nature’s recondite spaces were stripped bare,
All her dim crypts and corners searched with fire
Where refugee instincts and unshaped revolts
Could shelter find in darkness’ sanctuary

Against the white punty of heaven’s cleansing flame.

All seemed to have perished that was undivine:
Yet some minutest dissident might escape

And stilf a centre lurk of the blind force,

For the Inconscient too is infinite;

The more its abysses we insist to sound,

The morz it stretches, stretches endlessly.

Then Iest a human cry should spoil the Truth
He tore desire up from its bleeding roots

And offered to the gods the vacant place.

Thus could he bear the touch immaculate,

A last and mightiest transformation came.

His soul was all in front like a great sea
Flooding the mind and body with its waves;
tis being, spread o embrace the universe,
United the within and the without

To make of life a cosmic harmeny,

An empire of the immanent Divine.

In this tremendous universality

Not only his soul-nature and mind-sense
Included every soul and mind in his,

But even the life of flesh and nerve was changed
And grew one flesh and nerve with all that lives;
He felt the joy of others as his jov,

He bore the grief of others as his grief;
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His universal sympathy upbare,

Immense like ocean, the creation’s load

As earth upbears all beings’ sacrifice,

Thrilied with the hidden Transcendent's joy and peace.
There was 1o more division’s endless scroli;

One grew the Spirit’s secret unity,

All nature felt again the single bliss;

There was no cleavage between sond and soul,
There was no barrier between world and God.
QOverpowered were form and memory's limiting line;
The covering mind was seized and torn apart;

It was dissolved and now no more could be,

The one Consciousness that made the world was seen;
All now was luminosity and foree.

Abolished in its last thin fainting irace

The circle of the little sclf was gone;

The separate being could no more be feit;

It disappeared and knew iiself no more,

Lost in the Spirit’s wide identity.

His mature grew a movement of the All,
Exploring itself to find that all was He,

His soul was a delegation of the All

That turned from itself to join the one Supreme.
Transcended was the human formula;

Man’s heart that had obscured the Inviolable
Assumed the mighty beating of a ged’s;

His seeking mind ceased in the Truth that knows;
His life was a flow of the universal life.

He stood fulfilled on the world’s highest line
Awaiting the ascent beyond the world,

Awaiting the Descent the world to save,

A Splendour and a Symbol wrapped the earth,
Serene epiphanies looked and hallowed vasts
Surrounded, wise infinftudes were close

And bright remotenesses leaned near and kin.
Sense failed in that tremendous lucency,
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Ephemeral voices from his heanng felé

And Thought potenf no more sank large and pale
Like a tired god into mysterious seas.

The robes of mortal thinking were cast down
Leaving his knowledpge bare to absolute sight;
Faig's driving ceased and Nature's sieepless spur:
The athlete heavings of the will were stilled

In the Omnipotent’s unmoving peace.

Life in his members lay down vast and mute;
Naked, unwalled, unterrified it bore

The immense regard of Immortality.

The last movement died and all at once grew still,
A weight that was the unseen Transcendent’s hand
Laid on his limbs the spirit’s measureless seal,
Infinity swallowed him into shoreless trance.

A3 one who sets his sail towards mysteried shores
Dniven through huge oceans by the breatk of God,
The fathomless below, the unknown around,

His soul abandoned the blind star-field, Space.
Afar from =21l that makes the measured world,
Plunging to hidden eternities it withdrew

Back from mind’s foaming surface to the Vasts
Veiceless within us in omniscient sleep,

Above the imperiect reach of word and thought,
Beyond the sight, the last support of form,

Lost in deep tracts of superconscient Light,

Or voyaging in blank featureless Nothingmess,
Sole m the trackless Incommensurable,

Or past not-self and self and selfessness,
Transgressing the dream-shores of conscions mind
He reached at last his sempiternal base.

On sorrowless heights no winging cry disturbs,
Pure and wntouched above the mortal play

[s spread the spirit’s hushed inumobile air.
There no beginning is and there no end;



Savitri - Beok Three - Canto Three

There is the stable force of all that moves;
There the aeonic labourer is at rest,

There tutns no keyed creation in the void,

No giant mechanism watched by a soul;
There creaks no fate-turned huge machinery;
The marriage of evil with good within one breast,
The clash of stafe in the very clasp of love,
The dangerous pain of life’s experiment

In the values of Inconsequence and Chance,
The peril of mind’s gamble, throwing our lives
As stake in a wager of indifferent gods

And the shifting lights and shadows of the idea
Falling upon the surface conscionusness,

And in the dream of a mute witness soul
Creating the error of a half-seer world

Where knowledge is a seeking ignorance,
Life’s steps a stumbling series without suit,

Its aspect of fortwitons design,

Its equal measure of the irue and false

In that immobile and immutable realm

Find no aceess, no cause, no right to live:
There ounly reigns the Spirit's motionless power
Poised in itself through still eternity

And its ommiscient and omnipotent peace.
Thought clashes pot with thought and truth with truth,
There is no war of right with rival right;
There are no stambling and half-seeing lives
Passing from cbance to unexpected chance,

No suffering of hearts compelled to beat

In bodies of the inert Inconscient’s make.
Armed with the immune ocoult unsinking Fire
The guardians of Eternity keep 1ts law

For ever fixed upon Truth's gant base

In her magnificent and termless home.

There Nature on her dumb spiritual conch
Immutably {ranscendent knows her source
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And to the stir of multitudinous worlds

Assents unmoved in a perpetoal calm.

All-causing, all-sustaining and aloof,

The Witness looks from his unshaken poise,

An Eye immense regarding all things done.

Apart, af peace above creation’s stir,

Immersed in the eternal altitudes,

He abode defended m his shoreless seif,
Cormpanioned only by the all-secing One.

A Mind too mighty to be bound by Thought,

A Life too boundless for the play in space,

A Soul without borders anconvinced of Time,

He felt the extinction of the world's long pain,

He became the unborn Self that never dies,

He joined the sessions of Infinity.

On the cosmic murmur primal loneliness fell,
Annulled was the contact formed with tinie-born things,
Empty grew Nature’s wide commmunity.

All things were brought back to their formiess seed,
The world was silent for a cyclic hour,

Although the afflicted Nature he had left
Maintained beneath him her broad numberless fields,
Her enormous act, receding, failed remote

As if a soulless dream at last had ceased.

No voice came down from the high silences,

None answered from her desolate solitudes.

A stillness of cessation reigned, the wide

Immortal hushk before the gods were born;

A universal Force awaited, mute,

The veiled Transcendent’s ultimate decree.

Then suddenly there came a2 downward lock
As if a sea exploring its own depths;
A living Oneness widened at its core
And joined him to unnumbered multitudes.
A Bliss, a Light, a Power, a flame-white Love
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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 Sou,
To feel was a fame-discovery of Ged,

All ming 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 was now 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 creaficn rose.
Incaleulable outflowing infinitudes

Laughing out an unmeasured happiness

Lived their innumerable unity;

Worlds where the being is unbound and wide
Bodigd unthinkably the egoless Self,

Rapture of beatific energies

Joined Time to the Timeless, poles of a single joy;
White vasts were seen where all is wrapped in all,
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 its own,
And, following out these tones of the Infinite,
Recogrised in himself the universe.

A splendid centre of infinity’s whirl

Pushed to its zenith’s height, its Iast expanse,
Felt the divinity of its own self-bliss

Repeated in its numberless other selves.

It took up tirelessly into its scope

Persons and figures of the Impersonal,

As if prolonging in a celestial count,
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In g rapturous muktiplication’s sum,

The recarring decimals of eternity.

None was apart, nong hived for himself along,
Each lived for God in him and God 1n all,
Each soleness inexpressibly held the whole.
There Oneness was not tied fo monoione;

It showad a thousand aspecis of itself,

Its luminous immutable stability

Upbore on 2 changeless ground for ever safe,
Cormpelled to a spontaneous servitude,

The ever-changing incaleulable steps,

The seeming-reckless dance’s subtle plan

Of immense world-forces in their perfect play,
Appearance looked back to its hidden truth
And made of difference oneness’ smiling play;
It made all persons fractions of the Unique,
Yet all were being’s secret integers.

All stroggle was furned to a sweet strife of love
In the harmonised circle of 2 sure embrace.
Identity’s reconciling happiness gave

A rich security to difference.

On a meeting line of hazardous extremes

The Game of games was played to its breaking point,
Where through self-finding by divine self-loss
There leaps out unity’s supreme delight
Whose blissfol undivided sweetness feels

A commonalty of the Absohute,

‘There was no sob of suffering anywhere:
Experience ran from point to point of joy:
Bliss was the pure undying truth of things.
All Nature was a conscious front of God:

A wisdom worked in all, self-moved, self-sure,
A plenitude of illimitable Light,

An authenticity of intuitive Truth,

A glory and passion of creative Foree.
Infallible, leaping from eternity,
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The moment’s thought inspired the passing act,
A waord, a Jaughter sprang from Silence’ breast,
A thythm of Beauty in the calm of Space,

A Knowledge in the fathomless heart of Time.
Al turned to all without reserve’s recoil ;

A single ecstasy without a break,

Love was a close and thrilled identity

In the throbbing heart of all that luminous life.
A universal vision that unites,

A sympathy of nerve replying to nerve,

Hearing that listens to thought’s inner sound
And follows the rhythmic meanings of the heart,
A iouch that needs not hands to feel, to clasp,
Were there the native means of consciousness
And heightened the intimacy of soul with soul.
A grand orchestra of spiritual powers,

A diapason of soul interchange

Harmonijsed a oneness deep, immeasurabie,

In these new worlds projected he became

A portion of the universal gaze,

A station of the all-inhabiting light,

A ripple on a single sea of peace.

His mind answered to countless communing minds,
His words were syllables of the cosmos’ speech,
His life a field of the vast cosmic stir.

He felt the footsteps of a million wiils

Moving in unison to 2 single goal.

A stream ever new-born that never dies,

Caught in its thonsandfold current’s ravishing flow,
With its eddies of immortal sweetness thrilled,
He bore coiling through his members as they passed
Calm movements of interminable delight,

The bliss of a myriad myriads who are one.

In this vast outbreak of perfﬂctiﬂin’s law
Impeosing its fixity on the fux of things
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He saw a hierarchy of ucent planes

Enfeoffed to this highest kingdom of God-state,
Attuning to one Truth their own right rule
Each housed the gladness of a bright degree,
Alone in beauty, perfect in self-kind,

Ar image cast by one deep trath’s absolute,
Married to all in happy difference.

Each gave its powers fo help its neighbours’ parts,
But suffered no diminution hy the gift;
Profiteers of a mystic interchange,

They grew by what they tock and what they gave,
All others they felt as their own complements,
One in the might and joy of multitede.

Even in the poise where Oneness draws apart
To feel the rapture of its separate selves,

The Seole in its solitude yearned fowards the Al
And the Many turned to look back at the One,
An all-revealing all-creating Bliss,

Seeking for forms to manifest truths divine,
Aligned in their significant mystery

The gleams of the symbeols of the Tneffable
Blazoned like hues upon a colourless air

On the white purity of the Witness Soul.

These hues were the very prism of the Supreme,
His beauty, power, delight creation’s cause,

A vast Truth-Consciousness took up these signs
To pass them on to some divine child Heart
That looked on them with laughter and delight
And joved in these transcendent images

Living and real as the truths they honse.

The Spirit’s white neutrality became

A playgound of miracles, a rendezvous

For the secret powers of a mystic Timelessness:
It made of space a marvel house of God,

It poured through Time its works of ageless might,
Unvetled seen as a luring rapturous face
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The wonder and beauty of its Love and Foree.
The eternal Goddess moved in her cosmic house
Sporting with God as 2 Mother with her child:
To him the universe was her bosom of love,

His toys were the immortal verities,

All here self-lost had there its divine place.

The Powers that here betray our hearts and err,
Were there sovereign in truth, perfect in joy,
Masters in a creation without faw,

Possessors of their own infinitude,

There Mind, a splendid sun of vision’s Tays,
Shaped substance by the glory of its thoughts
And moved amidst the grandeur of its dreams.
fmagination’s great ensorcelling rod

Summoned the unknown and gave to it a home,
QOutspread luxuriantly in golden air

Truth’s iris-coloured wings of fantasy,

Or sang to the intuitive heart of joy

Wonder’s dream-notes that bring the Real close.
Its Power that makes the unknowable near and {rue,
In the temple of the ideal shrined the One:

It peopled thought and mind and happy sense
Filled with bright aspects of the might of God
And living persons of the one Supreme,

The speech that voices the ineffable,

The ray revealing unseen Presences,

The virgin forms through which the Formless shines,
The Word that ushers divine experience

And the Ideas that crowd the Infinite,

There was no gulf between the thought and fact;
Ever they replied like bird to calling bird;

The will obeyed the thought, the act the will,
There was a harmony woven twixt soul and soul.
A marriage with eternity divinised Time.

There Life pursued unwearied of her sport,

Joy in her heart and langhter on her lips,
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The bright adventure of God’s game of chance.
Iv her ingenious ardour of caprice,

In her transfiguring mirth she mapped on Time
A fascinating puzzle of events,

Lured at each turn by new vicissitides

To self-discovery that could never cease.

Ever she framed stark bonds for the wili to break,
Brought new creations for the thought's surprise
And passiorate ventures for the heart to dare,
Where Truth recurred with an unexpected face
Or else repeated old familiar joy

Like the return of a delightful rhyme.

At hide and seek on a Mother-Wisdom’s breast,
An artist teeming with her world-idea,

She never coutd exhanst its zumberless thoughts
And vast adventure into thinking shapes

And trial and lure of a new living's dreams.
Untired of sameness and untired of change,
Endlessly she nnrolled her moving act,

A mystery drama of divize delight,

A living poem of world ecstasy,

A kakemono of significant forms,

A coiled perspective of developing scenes,

A brilhant chase of self-revealing shapes,

An ardent hunt of soul looking for soul,

A seeking and a finding as of gods.

There Matter is the Spirit’s firm density,

An arfistry of glad outwardness of self,

A treasure-house of lasting images

Where sense can build a world of puce delight:
The home of a perpetual happiness,

It lodged the hours as in 2 pleasant inn.

Fhe senses there were outlets of the soul;

Even the youngest child«-thought of the mind
Incarnated some touch of highest things,

There substance was a resonant harp of self,
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A net for the coustant Lightnings of the Spirit,
A magnet power of love’s intensity

Whose yearning throb and adoration’s cry
Drew God's approaches closc, sweet, wonderful,
{ts solidity was a mass of heavenly make;

Its fixity and sweet permanence of charm

Made a bright pedestal for felicity.

Its bodies woven by a divine sense

Prolonged the nearness of soul's clasp with soul,
Its warm play of external sight and touch
Reflected the glow and theill of the heart's joy,
Mind’s climbing brilliant thoughts, the spirit’s bliss,
Life’s rapture kept for ever its flame and cry.
All that now passes lived immortal there

In the proud beauty and fine harmony

Qf Matter plastic to spiritual light,

[ts ordered hours proclaimed the eternal Law;
Vision reposed on a safety of deathless forms;
Time was Eternity’s transparent robe.

An architect hewing out self’s living rock,
Phenomencon built Reality’s summer-house

On the beaches of the sea of Intinity.

Against this glory of spiritual states,
Their parallels and yet their opposites
Floated and swayed, eclipsed and shadow-like
As if a doubt made substance, flickering, pale:
This other scheme two vast negations found.
A world that knows not its tnhabiting Self,
Labours to find its cause and need to be;
A spirit ignorant of the world it made,
Obscured by Matter, travestied by Life,
Struggles to emerge, to be free, to know and reign;
These were close-tied in one disharmony,
Yet the divergent lives met not at all.
Thres Powers govemned its irrational course,



Savitri - Book Three - Canto Three

in the beginning an unknowing Force,

In the middis an embodied striving soul,

In its end a silent spixit denying life.

A dull and infelicitons interlude

Unrells its dubicus truth to a questioning Mind
Compelled by the ignorant Power 1o play its part
And to record her inconclusive tale,

The mystery of her inconscient plan

And the riddie of a being born from Night
By a marriage of Necessity with Chance.
This darkness hides our nobler desfiny.

A chrysalis of a preat and glorious truth,

it stifles the winged marvel in its sheath

Lest from the prison of Matter it escape
And, wasting its beauty on the formless Vast,
Merged into the Unknowable’s mystery,
Leave unfulfilled the worid’s miraculons fate,
As yet thought only some high spirit’s dream
Or a vexed illusion In man’s toiling mind,

A new creation from the ofd shall rise,

A Knowledge inarticulate find speech,

Beauty suppressed burst info paradise bloom,
Pleasure and pain dive into absolute bliss.

A tongueless oracle shall speak at last,

The Superconscient conscious grow on earth,
The Eternal’s wonders join the dance of Time.
But now zll seemed a vainly teeming vast
Upheld by a detuded Energy

To a spectator self-absorbed and mute,
Careless of the unmeaning show he watched,
Regarding the bizarre procession pass

Like one who waits for an expected end.

He saw a world that is from a world to be,
There he divined rather than saw or filt,

Far off upon the rim of conscionsness,
Transient and frail this little whirling globe
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And on it left like a lost dream’s vain mould,
A fragile copy of the spirit’s shell,

His body gathered into mystic sleep.

A foreign shape it seemed, a mythic shade,

Alien now seemed that dim far universs,
Self and eternity alone were frue.
Then memory climbed to him from the striving pianes
Bringing a cry from once-loved cherished things,
And to the cry as to its own lost call
A ray replied from the occult Supreme.
For even thers the boundless Oreness dwells,
To its own sight unrecognisable,
It lived still sunk in its own tenebrous seas,
Uphaiding the world’s inconscient unity
Hidden in Matter’s insentient multitude.
This seed-self sown in the Indeterminate
Forfeits its glory of diviniiy,
Concealing the omnipotence of its Foree,
Concealing the omniscience of its Soud;
An agent of its own transcendent Will,
It merges knowledge in the inconscient deep;
Accepting error, sotrow, death and pain,
It pays the ransom of the ignorant Night,
Redesming by its substance Watare's fall.
Himself he knew and why his soul had gone
Into earth’s passionate cbscurity
To share the labour of an errant Power
Which by division hopes to find the One.
Two beings he was, one wide and free above,
One struggling, bound, intense, its portion here.
A tie between them still could bridge two worlds;
There was a dim response, a distant breath;
All had not ceased in the uubounded hush.
His heart lay somewhere conscious and alone
Far down below him like a lamp in night;
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Abandoned it lay, alone, imperishable,
Immohile with excess of passionate will,

His living, sacrificed and offered heart
Absorbed in adoration mystical,

Turned to its far-off fount of light and love.

In the luminous stillness of its mote appeal

It looked up to the heights it could not see;

It yearned from the longing depths it could not leave.
T the centre of its vast and fateful trance

Half way between his free and fallen selves,
Interceding twixt God's day and the mortal's night,
Accepting worship as its single law,

Accepting biiss as the sole cause of things,
Refusing the austere joy which none can share,
Refusing the calm that lives for calin alone,

To her it turned for whom 1t willed to be.

[t the passion of its solitary dream

It lay like a closed soundless oratory

Where sleeps a consecrated argent floor

Lit by a single and untrembling ray

And an invisible Presence kneels in prayer.

On some deep breast of liberating peace

All else was satisfied with quietude;

This only knew there was a truth beyond.

All other parts were dumb in centred sleep
Conscnting to the slow deliberate Power

Which tolerates the world’s error and itg grief,
Consenting to the cosmic long delay,
Timelessly waiting through the paticnt years
Her coming they had asked for earth and men;
This was the fiery point that called her now,
Extinetion eould not quench that lonely fire;
Tts seeing filled the blank of mind and will;
Thought dead, its changeless force abode and grew.
Armed with the intuition of a bliss

To which some moved tranguillity was the key,
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It persevered through life’s huge emptiness

Amid the blank demals of the world.

It sent its voiceless prayer to the Unkpown

It listened for the footsteps of its hopes

Returning through the void immensities,

[t waited for the fiat of the Word

That comes through the still self from the Supreme.

ENp oF CanTo THREE



{ants Four

The Vision and the Boon

Then suddenly there rose a sacred stir.

Amid the Hifeless silence of the Veid

In a solitude and an immensity

A sound came quivering like 2 loved footfall
Heard in the listening spaces of the soui;

A touch perturbed his fibres with delight.

An influence had approached the mortal range,

A boundless Heart was near his longing heart,

A mystic Form enveloped his earthly shape.

All at her contact broke from silence’ seal:

Spirit and body thrilled identified,

Linked in the grasp of an unspoken joy;

Mind, members, life were merged in ecstasy.
Intoxicated as with nectarous raia

His nature’s passioning stretches fiowed to her
Flashing with lightnings, mad with luminous wine,
All was a limitless sea that heaved to the moon.

A divinising stream possessed his veins,

His body's cells awoke to spirit sense,

Each nerve became a burning thread of joy:
Tissue and flesh partook beatitude.

Alight, the dun unplumbed subconscient caves
Thrilled with the prescience of her longed-for tread
And #lled with flickering crests and praying tongues.
Even lost in slumber, mute, inanimate

His very body answered to her power.

The One he worshipped was within him now;
Flame-pure, ethereal-tressed a mighty Face
Appeared and lips moved by immeortal words;
Lids, wisdom’s leaves, drooped over rapture’s orbs.
A marble monument of ponderings, shone
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A forchead, sight’s crypt, and large like acean’s gaze
Towards Heaven two tranquil eyes of boundless thought
Looked into man’s and saw the god to come.

A shape was seet on threshold Mind, a Voice
Absolute and wise in the heart’s chambers spoke:
“Q Son of Strength who climbst creation’s peaks,
No soul is thy companion in the light;

Alone thou standest at the eternal doors,

What thou hast won is thine, but ask no more.

O Spirit aspiring in an ignorant frame,

O Voice arisen from the Inconsclent’s world,

How shalt thou speak for men whose hearts are dumb,
Make purblind earth the soul’s seer-vision’s home
Or lighten the burden of the senseless globe?

I am the Mystery beyond reach of mind,

I am the goal of the travail of the suns;

My fire and sweetnass are the cause of life.

But 100 immense my danger and my joy.

Awake not the immeasurable descent,

Speak not my secret name to hostile Time;

Man is too weak to bear the Infinite’s weight.

Truth bom too soon might break the imperfect earth.
Leave the all-seeing Power to hew its way:

In thy single vast achievement reign apart

Helping the world with thy great lonely days.

1 ask thee not to merge thy heart of flame

in the Immobile’s wide uncaring bliss,

Turped from the fruitless motion of the years,
Deserting the fierce labour of the worlds,

Aloof from beings, lost in the Alone.

How shall thy mighty spirit brock repose

While Death s still unconquered on the earth

And Time a field of suffering and pain?

Thy soul was horn to share the Jaden Force;

Obey thy nature and fulfil thy fate:

Accept the difficutty and godlike toil,
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For the slow-paced omniscient purpose live.
The Erugma’s knot is tied in human kind.
A lightning from the heights that think and plan,
Ploughing the air of life with vanishing trails,
Man, sele ewake in an unconscious world,
Aspires i vam to change the cosmic dream.
Arrived from some half-luminous Beyond

& 15 & stranger in the mindless vasts;
A traveller in his ofi-shifiing home
Amid the tread of many infinitndes,
He has pitched a tent of life in desert Space.
Heaven’s fixed regard beholds him from above,
in the house of Nature a perturbing guest,
A voyager twixt Thought's inconstant shores,
A hunter of unknown and beautiful Powers,
A nomad of the far mysterious Light,
In the wide ways a little spark of God.
Against his spirit all is in dire league,
A Titan influence stops his Godward gaze.
Around him hungers the unpitying Void,
The eternal Darkness secks him with her hands,
Inscrutable Energies drive him and deceive,
Immense implacable deities oppose,
An ineri Soul and a somnambulist Force
Have made a world estranged from life and thought;
The Dragon of the dark fonndations keeps
Unalterable the law of Chance and Death;
On his long way through Time and Circumstance
The grey-hued riddling nether shadow-Sphinx,
Her dreadful paws upon the swallowing sands,
Awaits him armed with the soul-slaying word :
Across his path sits the dim camp of Night.
His day is a moment in perpetual Time:
He is the prey of the minutes and the houss.
Assailed on ¢arth and unassured of heaven,
Descended here unhappy and sublime,
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A hink between the demigod and the beast,

He knows not his own greatness nor his aim:
He has forgotten why he has come and whenoe;
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 niddle 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 {o feel a litile 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 i3 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 sonl, his life he cannot save.
The light his soul has brought his mind has lost;
All he has learned is soon again in doubt;

A sun to him seems the shadow of his thoughts,
Then all is shadow again and nothing 1s true:
Unknowing what he does or whither he tends
He fabricates signs of the Real in Ignorance.
He has hitched his mortal error to Truth’s star.
Wisdom attracts him with her luminous masks,
But never has he seen the face behind:

A giant Tgnorance surrounds his lore,

Assigned to meet the cosmic mystery

In the dumb figure of a material world,

His passport of entry false and his personage,
He is compelled to be what he is not;

He obeys the Inconscience he has come to rule
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And sinks in Matter to fulfil his soul.
Awakened from her lower driven forms

The Earth-Mether gave her forces to his hands
And painfully he guards the heavy trust;

His mind is a lost torch-bearer on her roads.
Mumining breath to think and plasm to feel,
He tabours with his slow and sceptic brain .
Helped by the reason's vacillating fires,

To make his thought and will 2 magic door
For knowledge to enter the darkness of the world
And love to rule a realm of strife and hate.

A mind impotent to reconcile heaven and earth
And tied to Matter with a thousand bonds,

He bfts himself to be a conscious god.

Evei when a glory of wisdom crowns his brow,
When mind and spirit shed a grandiose ray

To exalt this product of the sperm and gene,
This alchemist’s miracle from plasm and gas,
And bhe who shared the animal’s run and crawl
Lifts his thought-stature 1o the Immortal’s heights,
His life still keeps the human middle way;

His body he resigns to death and pain,
Abandoning Matter, his too heavy charge.

A thaumaturge sceptic of miracles,

A spirit left sterile of its occult power

By an unbelieving brain and credulous heart
Hz leaves the world to end where it began:

His work unfinished he claims a heaveply prize,
Thus has he missed creation’s absolute,
Hal{way he stops his star of destiny:

A vast and vain long-tried experiment,

An ill-served high conception doubtfully done,
The world’s life falters on not sesing its goal, —
A zigzag towards unknown dangerous ground
Ever repeating its hahitual walk,

Ever retreating after marches long
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And hardiest victories without sure result,

Drawn endlessly an inconclusive game.

In an dl-fitting and voluminous robe

A radiant purpose still conceals its face,

A mighty blindness stumbles hoping on,

Feeding 1ts strength on gifis of fuminous Chance,
Because the human instrument has failed,

The Godhead frusirate sleeps within its seed,

A spirif entangied in the forms it made,

His fajlure 1s not failure whom God leads;
Through all the slow mysterious march goes on:
An immutable Power has made this mutable world,
A self-fulfilling transcendence treads man’s road;
The driver of the soul upon its path,

It knows its steps, its way is inevitable,

And bow shall the end be vain when God is gaide?
Howeaver man's mind may tire or fail his flesh,

A will prevails cancelling his conscious cholce:
The goal recedes, & bourneless vasiness calls
Retreating into an immense Unknown;

There is no end to the world’s stupendous march,
There is no rest for the embodied soul.

It must live on, describe all Time’s huge curve.
An Influx presses from the closed Beyond
Forbidding to him rest and earthly eass,

Till he has found himself he cannot pause,

A Light there is ihat leads, a2 Power that aids;
Unmarked, unfelt it sees in him and acts:
Ignorant, he forms the All-conscient in his depths,
Human, looks up to superhuman peaks:

A borrower of Supernature’s gold,

He paves his road to Immortality.

The high gods look on man and watch and choose
Foday’s impossibles for the future’s base.

His transience trembles with the Eternal’s touch,
His barriers cede beneath the Infinife’s tread;
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The Immortals have their entries in his [ife:
The Ambassadors of the Unseen draw near,

A Splendour sullied by the mortal air,

Love passes through his heart, & wandering guest,
Beauty surronnds him for a magic hour,

He has visits of a large revealing jov,

Brief widenesses release him from himself,
Enticing towards a glory ever i front

Hopes of a deathless sweetness lure and leave.
His mind is ¢rossed by strange discovering fires,
Rare intimations lift his stumbling speech

To a moment’s kinship with the eternal Word:
A masqgue of wisdom circles through his brain
Perturbing him with glimpses half-divine.

He lays his hands somelimes on the Unknown;
Hs communes sometimes with Eternity,

A strange and grandiose symbol was his birth
And immortality and spirif-room

And pure perfection and a shadowless bliss

Are this afflicted creature’s mighty fate.

In him the Earth-Mother sees draw near the change

Foreshadowed in her dumb and fiery depths,
A godhead drawn from her transmuted limbs,
An alchemy of Heaven on Nature's base.
Adept of the self-born unfailing line,

Leave not the light {o die the ages bore,

Help stiil humanity's blind and suffering ife:
Obey thy spirit’s wide ommipotent urge.

A witness to God's patley with the Night,

It leaned compassionate from immortal calin
And housed desirs, the troubled seed of things.
Assent to thy hugh sclf, create, endure.

Cease not from knowledge, let thy toil be vast,
No more in earthly limits pen thy force;
Equal thy work with long unending Time’s.
Traveller upon the bare eternal heights,
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Tread still the difficult and dateless path
Joining the cycles with its austere curve
Measured for man by the inftiate Gods.

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.
Cnly one boon, to greaten thy spirit, demand;
Only one jov, to raise thy kind, desive.

Abaove blind fate and the antagonist powers
Moveless there stands a high unchanging Will;
To its omnipotence leave thy work's result.

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

August and sweet sank hushed that mighty Voice,
Nothing now moved in the vast broeding space:
A stillness came upon the listening world,

A mute immensity of the Eternal’s peace.

But Aswapathy’s heart replied to her,

A cry amid the silence of the Vasts:

“How shall I rest content with mortal days
And the dull measure of terresirial things,

I who have seén behind the cosmic mask

The glory and the beauty of thy face?

Hard is the doom to which thou bindst thy sons!
How long shall our spirits battle with the Night
And bear defeat and the brute yoke of Death,
We who are vessels of a deathless Force

And builders of the godhead of the race?

Or if it is thy work 1 do below

Amid the error and waste of human life

In the vagus light of man's half-conscious mind,
Why breaks not in some distant gleam of thee?
Ever the centuries and millenniums pass.

Where in the greyness is thy coming’s ray?
Where is the thunder of thy victory’s wings?
Only we hear the feet of passing gods,
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A plan in the oocalt eternal Mind

Mapped out to backward and prophetic sight,
The aeons ever repeat their changeless round,
The cycles all rebuild and ever aspire.

All we have done is ever still to do,

All breaks and all repews and is the same,

Huge revolutions of hfe's fruitless gyre,

The new-born ages perish like the old,

As if the sad Enigma kept its right

Til all is done for which this scene was made.
Too little the strength that now with us is born,
Too faint the light that steals thkrough Nature’s lids,
Too scant the joy with which she buys our pain.
In a brote worid that knows not its own sense,
Thought-racked upon the wheel of birth we live,
The instruments of zu impulse not our own
Moved to achieve with our heart’s blood for price
Half-knowledge, haif-creations that soon tire.

A foiled immortal soul in perishing limbs,
Baffled and beaten back we labour still;
Anoulied, frustrated, spent, we still survive.

In anguish we labour that from us may rise

A larger-seeing man with nobler heart,

A golden vessel of the incarnate Truth,

The executor of the divine attempi

Equippeé {0 wear the earthly body of God,
Communicant and prophet and lover and king,
I know that thy creation cannot fail.

For even through the mists of mortal thought
Infallible are thy mysterious steps,

And, though Necessity dons the garb of Chance,
Hidden 1n the blind shifts of Fate she keeps

The slow calm logic of Infinity’s pace

And the inviolate sequence of its will.

All life is fixed in an ascending scale

And adamantine is the evolving Law;
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In the beginning is prepared the close.

This strange irrational product of the mire,

This compromise between the beast and God,

15 not the crown of thy miraculous world,

I know there shall inform the inconscient cells,
At one with Nature and at height with heaven,

A spirit vast as the containing sky

And swept with ecstasy from invisible founts,

A god come down and greater by the fall.

A power arose out of my slumber’s cell.
Abandoning the tardy limp of the hours

And the inconstant blink of mortal sight,

There where the Thinker sleeps in too much Light
Aad intolerant flames the lone all-witnessing Eye
Hearing the word of Fate from Sifence’ heart

In the endless moment of Eternity,

It saw from timelessness the works of Time.
Overpassed were the leaden formulas of the Mind,
Overpowered the obstacle of mortal Space:

The unfolding Image showed the things to come.
A giant dance of Shiva tore the past,

There was a thunder as of worlds that fall;

Earth was ¢'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 Omuipotent’s flaming pioneers

Over the heavenly verge which turns towards hife
Come crowding down the amber stairs of birth;
Forerunners of a divine multitude

Cut of the paths of the moming star they came
Iato 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,
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The massive barrier-breakers of the world

And wrestlers with destiny in her lists of wili,

The tabourers in the quarries of the gods,

The messengers of the Incommunicable,

The archifects 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 Spivit’s light,

Carrying the magic word, the mystic fire,

Carrying the Dionysian cup of joy,

Approaching eves of a diviner man,

Lips chanting an unknown anthem of the soul,

Feet echoing in the corridors of Time.

High priests of wisdom, sweatness, might and bliss,
Discoverers of heauty'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 carth
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 dene for which our pain was borne.
Even as of old man came behind the beast

This high divine successor surely shall come

Bebind man's ineflicient 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.

Heavy unchanged weighs still the imperfect world;
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The splendid youth of Time has passed and failed;
Heavy and long are the years our labour counts
And still the seals are firm upon man’s sout
And weary is the ancient Mother’s beart,

O Truth defended in thy secret san,

Voice of her mighty musings in shat heavens
Cn things withdrawn within her luminous depths,
0 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,

() Bliss who ever dwellst deep hid within
While men seeck thee outside and never find,
Mystery and Muse with hieratic tongue,
incarnate the white passion of thy foree,
Mission io earth some living form of thee.
One moment fill with thy stemity,

Let thy infiniy in one body live,
All-Knowledge wrap one mind in seas of light,
All-Love throb single in one hwhan heart.
fmmorial, 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,
Paek with the eternal might one human hour
And with one gesture change all future time.
Lef a great word be spoken from the heights
And one great act unlock the doors of Fate.”

His prayer sank down in the resisting Night
Oppressed by the thousand forces that deny,
As if too weak to climb to the Supreme.

But there arose a wide consenting Voice;
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The spirit of beauty was revealed in sound:

Light floated round the marvellous Visions brow
And on her lips the Tmmortal’s joy took shape.
“( strong forerunner, I have heard thy cry.

One shall descend and break the ron Law,
Change Nature's doom by the lone Spirit’s power.
A fimitless Mind that can contain the world,

A sweet and viclent heart of ardent calms

Moved by the passions of the gods shall come.
All miphts and greainesses shall join in her:
Beauty shall walk celestial on the earth,

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

Immortal Love shall beat his glorious wings.

A mausie of griefless things shall weave her charm;
The harps of the Perlzct shall attune her voice,
The streams of Heaven shall murmur in her langh,
Her lips shail 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 veiceless 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.”

As a flame disappears in endless Light
Immortally extinguished in its source,
Vanished the splendour and was stilled the word,
An echo of delight that once was close,
The harmony journeyed towards some distant hush,
A music failing in the ear of trance,
A cadence called by distant cadences,
A voice that trembled into strains withdrawn,
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Her iorm retreated from the longing eartls
Forsaking nearness to the zbandoned sensc,
Ascending to her unattainable home.

Lone, brilliant, vacant lay the inner fields;

All was unfilled inordinate spirit space,
ndifferent, waste, a desert of bright peace,
Then a line moved on the far edge of calm:
The warro-lipped sentient soft terrestrial wave,
A quick and many-murmured moean and laugh,
Came gliding in upon white feet of sound.
Unlocked was the deep glory of Siience” heart;
The absolute unmoving siillnesses
Surrendered to the breath of mortal air,
Dissolving boundlessly the heavens of trance
Collapsed to waking mind. Eternity

Cast down 1its incommunicable lids

Over its sofitudes remote from ken

Behind the voiceless mystery of sleep.

The grandiose respite failed, the wide release.
Across the light of fast-receding planes

That fied from him as from a falling star,
Compelled to fill his human house in Time
His soul drew back jnto the speed and noise
Of the vast business of created things.

A chariot of the marvels of the heavens
Broad-based to bear the gods on fiery wheels,
Flaming he swept through the spiritual gates.
The mortal stir received hirg in its midst.
Once more he moved amid materal scenes,
Lifted by intimations from the heights

And twixt the pauses of the building brain
Touched by the thoughts that skim the fathomless surge
Of Nature and wing back to hidden shores.
The eternal seeker in the acomic feld

Besieged by the intolerant press of hours
Again was strong for great swift-footed deeds.
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Awake beneath the ignorant vault of Night,

He saw the unnumbered people of the stars

And hzard the questioning of the unsatisfied flood
And toiled with the form-maker, measuring Mind.
A wanderer from the occult invisible suns
Accomplishing the fate of iransient things,

A god in the figure of the arisen beast,

He raised his brow of conquest to the heavens
Establishing the empire of the soul

On Matter and its bounded universe

As on a solid rock in infinite seas.

The Lord of Life resumed his mighty rounds

In the scant field of the ambiguous globe,

Enp oF Canro Four, Book THREE
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The world was but their twin self-finding’s scene
Or their own wedded being’s vaster frame.

On the high glowing cupola of the day

Fare tted 2 knot with morning’s halo threads
While by the ministry of an auspice-hour
Heart-bound before the sun, their marriage fire,
The wedding of the eternal Lord and Spouse
Took place again on earth 1n human forms:

in a new act of the drama of the world

The united Two began a greater age.

In the silenes and murmuor of that emerald world
And the mutter of the priest-wind’s sacred verse,
Amid the choral whisperings of the Ieaves
Love’s twain had joined together and grew one.
The natnral miracle was wroughf onge more:

In the immutable ideal world

One human moment was eternal made.

Then down the narrow path where their lives had met
He led and showed to her her future world,
i.ove's refuge and corner of happy sohtude.

At the path’s end through a green cleft in the trees
She saw a clustering line of hermit-roofs

And looked now first on her heart’s future home,
The thatch that covered the life of Satyavan.
Adorned with creepers and red climbing flowers
It seemed a sylvan beauty in her dreams
Slumbering with brown body and tumbled hair
In her chamber inviolate of emerald peace.
Around it stretched the forest’s anchorite mood
Lost in the depths of its awn solitude,

Then moved by the deep joy she could not speak,
A little depth of it quivering in her words,

Her happy voice cried out to Satyavan:

“My heart will stay here on this forest verge

And close to this thatched roof while I am far:
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