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Canta One

The Brrinn and Childhood of the Flame

A maenad of the cycles of desire

Around 2 Light she must not dare o touch,
Hastening towards a far-off unknown goal
Earth followed the endless journey of the Sun,
A mind but half-awake in the swing of the void
On the bosom of Inconscience dreamed out life
And bore this finite world of thought and deed
Across the immobile trance of the Infinite.

A vast immutable silence with her ran:
Prisoner of speed upon a jewesHed wheel,

She communed with the mystic heart in Space.
Amid the ambiguous stillness of the stars

She moved towards some undisclosed event
And her rthythm measured the long whirl of Time.
In ceaseless motion round the purple rim

Day after day sped by like coloured spokes,
And through a glamour of shifting hues of air
The seasons drew in linked significant dance
The symbol pageant of the changing year.
Across the burning langour of the soil

Paced Summer with his pomp of violent noons
And stamped his tyranny of torrid light

And the blue seal of a great burnished sky,
INext through its fiery swoon or cletted knof
Rain-tide burst in upon torn wings of heat,
Startled with lightnings air’s unguiet drowse,
Lashed with life-giving streams the torpid soil,
Overcast with flare and sound and storm-winged dark
The star-defended doors of hieaven’s dim sleep,
Or from the gold eye of her paramour
Covered with packed cloud-veils the earth’s brown face.
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Armies of revolution crossed the time-ficld,

The clouds” unending march besieged the werld,
Tempests’ pronunciamentos claimed the sky

And thunder drums announced the embattied gods.

A traveller from unquist neighbouring seas

The densg-maned monsoon rade neighing through earth’s hours:
Thick now the emissary javelins:

Enormous lightnings split the horizon's rim

And, hwled from the quarters as from contending camips,
Married heaven's edges steep and bare and blind:

A surge and hiss and onsel of huge rain,

The long straight sleet-drift, ¢clamoues of winged storm-charge,
Throngs of wind-faces, rushing of wind-feat

Hurrying swept through the prone afficted plains:
Heaven’s waters trailed and dobbled through the drowned land.
Then all was a swift stride, a sibilant race,

Or all was tempest’s shout and water’s fall.

A dimness sagged on the grey floor of day,

Its dingy sprawling length joined morn to eve,

Wallowing in sludge and shower it reached black dark.
Day a balf darkmess wore as its dull dress.

Light looked into dawn's tarnished glass and met

Its own face there, twin to a half-lit night’s:

Downpour and drip and seeping st swayed 2il

And turned dry soil to bog and reeking mud:

Earth was a quagrmire, heaven 2 dismal block.

None saw thraugh dank drenched weeks the dungeon sun.
Even when no turmoil vexed air’s sombre rest,

Or a faint ray glimmered through weeping clouds

As a sad smmle gleams veiled by returning tears,

All promsaed brightness failad at once demed

Or, soon condemned, died like a brief-lived haope.

Then a last massive deluge thrashed dead mire

And a subsiding mutter left all still,

Or enly the muddy creep of sinking floods

Or enly a whisper and green toss of trees,
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Earth’s mood now changed; she lay in Tulled repose,
1hc hours weni by with slow contented tread:

A wide and tranquil ajr remembered peace,

Earth was the comrade of a happy san,

A calmness neared 23 of the approach of God,

A light of musing trance lit soil and sky.

And an identity and ecstasy

Filled meditation’s solitary heart.

A dream loitered in the dumb mind of Space,

Time opened 118 chambsars of felicity,

Ar axaltation entered and a hope:

An mmost self looked up fo a heavenlier height,

An inmost thought kindled a hidden flame

And the inner sight adored an unseen sun.

Three thoughtfuol seasons passed with shining tread
And scanning one by one the pregnant hours
Watched for a flame that lurked in luminous depths,
The vigil of some mighty hirth to come.

Autumn led in the plory of her moons

And dreamed in the splendonr of ber lotus pools
And Winter and Dew-time laid their calm cool hands
On Naiure’s bosom still in a half sleep

And deepened with hues of lax and mellow ease
The tranquil beauty of the waning year.

Then Spring, an ardent lover, leaped through leaves
And caught the carth-bride in his eager clasp;

His advent was a fire of irised hues,

His arms were a circle of the arrival of joy.

His voice was a call to the Transcendent’s sphere
Whose secret touch upen our mortal lives

Keeps ever new the thrill that made the world,
Remoulds an anclent sweetness to new shapes

And guards intact unchanged by death and Time
The answer of our hearts to Naire's charm

And keeps for ever now, yef stifl the same,

The throb that ever wakes to the old delight
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And beauty and rapture and the joy to live.
His coming brought the magic and the spell,
At his touch life’s tired heart grew glad and young;
He made joy a willing prisonsr in her breast.
His grasp was a young god's upon earth’s limbs:
Changed by the passion of his divine cutbreak
He made her body beautiful with his kiss.
Impatient for felicity he came,

High-fluting with the coil’s happy voice,

His peacock turban trailing on the trees;

His breath was a warm summons to delight,
The dense voluptuous azure was his gaze.

A soft celestial urge surprised the blood

Rich with the instincl of God's sensuous joys:
Revealed in beauty, a cadence was abroad
[nsistent on the rapture-thnil m fife:

Immorial movements touched the fleeting hours.
A godlike packed intensity of sense

Made It a passionaie pleasure even to breathe:
All sights and voices wove a single charm,

The Iife of the enchanted globe became

A storm of sweetness and of hght and song,

A revel of colour and of ecstasy,

A hymn of rays, a litany of cries:

A strain of choral priestly music sang

And, swung on the swaying censer of the trees,
A sacrifice of perfume filled the hours.

Asocas burned in crimson spots of flame,

Pure like the breath of an unstained desire
White jasmines haunted the enamoured air,
Pale mango-blossoms fed the liquid voice

Of the love-maddencd coil, and the brown bee
Muttered in fragrance mid the honey-buds.
The sunlight was a great god’s golden smile.
Al Nalure was at beaunty’s festival.
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o this high signal moment of the gods
Answering carth's yearning and her oy for bliss
A preatness from our other countrics came,
A silence in the noise of earthly things
lmmutably revealed the secret Word,
A pughtier influx Blled the oblivicus clay:
A lamp was lit, a sacred Image made,
A mediating ray has touched the earth
Bridging the golf between man's mind and God's;
Translating heaven inlo a human shapa
Its brightness inked our transicnee to the Unknown,
A spirit of jts cclestial source aware
Descended into sarth’s mperfect mould
And wept not fallen to mortality,
But [ooked on all with large and franguil eyes.
One had returned from the iranscendant planes
And bore anew the load of mortal breath,
Who had striven of old with our darkness and our pain;
she took again her divine unfinished task:
sSurvivor of death and the azonic years,
Onee more with her fathomless heart she fronted Time.
Agam there was renewed, again revealed
The ancient closeness by earth-vision veiled,
The secret contact broken off in Time,
A consanguinity of sarth and heaven,
Botween the humun poriion toiling here
And an as yet unborn and Hmtless Foree.
Again the mystic deep attempt began,
The daring wager of the cosmic game,
Eor sinez upon this blind and whirling globe
Earth-plasm first quivered with the illuminmng mind
And life invaded the material sheath
Affticting [nconscience witlt the need to feel,
Since in Infinity’s silence woke a word,
A Mother wisdom works in Nature's breast
To pour delight on the heart of toil and want.
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And press perfection on Jife’s stumbling powers,
Impase heaven-seaticnee on the obscure abyss
And make dumb Matter conscious of its God.
Although our fallen minds mrgat to climb,
Although our human stuf? resists or breaks,
She keeps her will that hopes to divinise clay;
Failure cannot repress, defeat o’erthrow;
Time cannot weary her nov the Void sobdue,
The ages have not made her passion less;

No victory she admiis of Death gr Fate.
Always she drives the souls to new atfempt;
Always her magical infinitude

Forces 1o aspire the inert brute elements;

As one who has all infinity to waste,

She scatters the seed of the Eternal’s strength
On a half-animatc and crumbling mould,

Plants heaven’s delight in the heart’s passionats mire,

Pours godhead’s seckings into a bare beast frame,
Hides immortality in a mask of death.

Onee more that Will put on an earthly shape,

A Mind empowered from Truth’s immutable seat
Was framed for vision and interpreting act

And mstruments were sovereignly designed

Ta express divinity n terrestrial signs,

Outlined by the pressure of this new descent

A lovelier body formed than carth had known.
As vet a prophecy only and a hint,

The glowing arc of a charmed unseen whole,

It came into the sky of mortal life

Bright like the crescent horn of 2 zold moon
Returning in a faint illumined ave.

Al first glimmering like an unshaped idea
Passive she lay sheltered in wordless sleep,
Involved and drowned in Matter’s giant trance,
An infant heart of the deep-caved world-plan

In cradle of divine inconscience rocked
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"

By the umiversal eestasy of the suns.

Soemce missioned Power in the half-wakened frame
Nursed a transcendent birth’s dumb glorious seed
For which this vivid tenement was made,

But soon the link of soul with form grew sure;
Flooded was the dim cave with slow conscient light
The sced grew into a delicate marvellous bud,
The bud disclosed a great and heavenly bloon.
At once she seemed to found a mightier race.
Arrived upon the strange and dubious globe

The child remernbering Inly & far home

Lived guarded in her spirit’s luminous celt,

Alene mid men in her diviner keind.

Fven in her childish movements could be felt

The ngarness of a light still kept from carth,
Feelings that only eternity could share,

Thoughts natural and native to the gods.

— - —— e

»

—

As needing nothing but its own rapt flight

Her nature dwelt in a strang scparate air

Like a strange bird with large rich-colored hreast
That sojourns on a secret fruited hough

Lost in the emerald gloey of the woods

Or flies above divine unreachable tops.
Harmoniously she impressed the earth with heaven.
Aligned to a swift thythm of shesr delight

And singing to themselves her days went by,

Fach minute was a throb of beauty’s heart,

The hours were tuned to a sweet-toned content
Which asked for nothing, but {ook all life gave
Sovereignly as her nature’s inborn right.

Nzar was her spirit to its parent Sun,

The Breath within to the eternal joy.

The first fair kife that breaks from Naijure's swoon,
Mounts in a line of rapture to the skies;
Absorbed in its own happy urge it lives,

Suflicient to itseff, yet turnmed to all.
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It has no seen communion with its world,

No open converse with surcounding things.
There i a oneness native and occuli

That needs no instraments and erecis no form;,
In unisen it grows with all that is,

All contacts it assumes into its trance,
Laugh-tossed consents to the wind’s kiss and takes
Transmotingly the shocks of sun and breeze:

A Dblissful yearning riots in its leaves,

A magic passion trembles in jts blooms,

1ts bonghs aspire in hushed felicity.

An occult eodhead of this beauty is cause,

The spirit and intimate guest of all this charm,
Tlns sweetness's priestess and this roverie’s muse.
Invisibly protected from our sense

‘The Dryad lives drenched in a deeper ray

And feels another air of storms and calms

And guivers inwardly with mystic rain.

This at a heavenlier height was shown in her,
Even when she bent 10 meel earth's inlimacies
Her spirit kept the statwre of the gods;
IE&chd but uﬁs__nﬂt lost in Matter’s reign.

A world translated was her gleaming mind,

And marvel-mooned bright crowding fantasies
Fed with spintual snstenance of dreams

The ideal goddess in her house of gold.

Aware of forms to which our eyes are closed,
Consuious of nearnesses we cannot feel,

The Power within her shaped her moulding sense
In deeper figures than our surface types.

An invisible sunlight ran withun her veins

And flgoded her bramn with heavenly briliancies
That woke 2 wider sight than earth could know,
Outlined in the sincertty of that ray

Her springing childlike thoughts were richly turned
Into luminons patierns of her soul's deep truth,
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And from her eyes she cast another look

On all around her than man’s ignorant view.

All objects were to her shapes of liviag selves
And she perceived a message from her kin

In each awakening touch of outward things.
Each was a symbol power, a vivid flash

In the circnit of mfinities half-known:

Nothmng was alien or inanimate,

Nothing without its meuning or its call.

For with a greater Nature she was one.

As from the soil sprang glory of branch and flower,
As from the animal’s life rose thinking man,

A new epiphany appeared in her,

A mind of light, a life of rhythmic force,

A body instinct with hidden divinity

Prepared an image of the coming god:

And when the slow thyme of the expanding years
And the rich murmurous swarm-work of the days
Had honey-packed her sense and fillad her Timbs,
Accomplishing the moon-orb of her grace,
Self-guarded in the silence of her strength

Her solitary greatness was not less.

Nearer the godhead to the surface pressed,

A sun replacing childhood’s nebula

Sovereign in a blue and lonely sky.

Upward it rose to grasp the human scene:

The strong Inhabitant turned to watch her field,
A lovelier light assumed her spirit brow

And sweet and solemn grew her musing gaze;
Calestial-human deep warm slumbrous fires
Woke in the long fringed glory of her cyes

Like altar-burnings in a mysteried shrine,

Ot of ihose crystal windows gleamed a will
That brought a large significance to life.
Holding her forehead’s candid stuinless space
Behind the student arch a noble power
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Of wisdom looked from light on transteni things.

A scout of victory in a vigil fower,

Her aspiration calicd high destiny down;

A silent warrior paced in her eily of strength
Inviclate, guarding Truth’s diamond throne.

A ncetarons haloed moon her passionate heart
Loved all and spoke no word and made no sign,
But kepi her hosont’s rapturous secrecy

A blissful ardent moved and voiceless world,
Proud, swift and josTul ran the wave of lifc
Within her like a stream in Paradize.

Many high gods dwelt in one beautiful home;
Yet was her nature’s arb a pecfect whole,
Harmonious like 4 chant with many tones,
Immense 2nd various itke o univetse.

The hody that held this greatness seemed almost
An image made of heaven's transparent light.
Its charm recalled things seen in vision's hours,
A galden bridge spanning a faery flood,

A moon-tonched palm tree single by a lale
Companion of the wide and glimmering peace,
A murmur a8 of leaves in Paradisc

Moving when feet of the Immortals pass,

A fiery halo gver sleeping hills,

A strange and starry head alone in Night.

358
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The Growth of the Flame

A and of mountains and wide sun-beat plains
And giant rivers pacing to vast seas,

A field of creation and spiritual hush,

Silence swallowing Hfe’s acts into {he deeps,

Of thought’s transcendent climb and heavenward leap,
A brooding world of reverie and trance,

Filled wnth the mightiest works of God and man,
Wharﬂ Nature seemed a dream of the Divine

And beauty and gr grace and grandeur had their home,
Barboured the childhood of the incarnate Flame,
Over her watched millennial inffuences

And the deep godbeads of a grandiose past

Looked on her and saw the future’s godheads come
Asf this magnet drew their powers unseen,

Farth’s broodrog wisdom spoke to her still breast;
Mounting from mind’s last peaks to mate with gods,
Making earth’s brilliant thoughts & springing-board
To dive into the cosmic vastnesses,

The knowledge of the thinker and the seex

Saw the unseen and thought the unthinkable,
Opened the enormouns doors of the wnknowr,

Rent Man’s horizons into infinity.

A shoreless sweep was lent to the mortal's acts,
And art and beauty sprang from the haman depths;
Nature and soui vied in nobility,

Ethics the human keyed t6 mmmitate heaven;

The harmony of a rich culture’s tones

Refined the sense and magnified its reach

To hear the unheard and glimpse the invasible

And taught the soul to sear beyond things known,
fnspiring life to greaten and break ils bounds,
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Aspiring to the Immortal’s uaseen world.
Leaving carth’s safety daring wings of Mind
Bore her above the trodden fields of thought
Crossing the mystic seas of the Beyond

To live on cagle heights near to the Sun.
There wisdom siis on her eternal throne.

All her life’s turns led her to symbeol doors
Admitting to secret Powers that were her kin;
Adept of truth, initiate of bliss,

A mystic acolyte trained in Nature's school,
Aware of the marvel of created things

She laid the scerecies of her heart’s deep muse
Upon the altar of the Wonderful;

Her hours were titual in a timeless fane;

Her acts became gestures of sacrifice.
Invesied with a rhythm of higher spheres

The word was used as a hieratic means

For the release of the imprisoned spirit

Into communion with its comrade gods,

Qr it helped to beat out new expressive forms
Of that which labours in the heart of life,
some immemorial Soul in men and things,
Seeker of the Unknown and the Unborn
Carrying a light from the Ineffable

To rend the veil of the last mysteries.

Intense philosophies pointed sarth to heaven
Or on foundations broad as cosmic Space
Upraised the carth-mind fo superhuman heights.
Overpassing lines that please the outward eyes
But hide the sight of that which Iives within
Sculpture and painting conceptrated sense
Upon an mner vision’s motionless vergs,
Revealed a figure of the invisible,

Unveiled ali Nature's meaning in a form,

Or caught into a body the Divine.

The architecture of the Infinite
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Discovered here its inward-musing shapes
Captured into wide breadths of soaring stone:
Music brought down celestial yearnings, song
Held the merged heart absorbed in rapturous depths,
Linking the human with the cosmic cry;

The wortld-interpreting movements of the dance
Moulded idea and mood to a rhythmic sway
And posture; crafis minute in subtle lines
Eternised a swift moment's memory

Or showed in a carving’s sweep, a cup’s design
The underlying patterns of the unseen:

Poems in largeness cast Like moving worlds
And metres surging with the ocean’s voice
Translated by grandewrs locked in Nature's heart
But thrown now into a crowded glory of speech
The beauty and sublimuty of her forms,

The passion of her moments and her moods
Lifting the human word near to the god's.
Man's eves could lock into the inner reaims:
ITis scrutiny discoversd aumber's law

And organised the tnotions of the stars,
Mapped out the visible fashioning of the world,
Questioned the process of his thoughts or made
A theorised diagram of mind and life.

These things she took in as her nature’s food,
But these alone could £l not her wide Self:

A human secking limited by 2 gains,

To her they seemed the great and early steps
Hazardous of a young discovering spitit
Which saw not vet by its own native light;

It tapped the universe with testing knocks

Or stretched to find Truth-mind’s divining rod;
A growing out there was to numberless sides,
But not the widest seeing of the soul,

Not yel the vast direct immediate touch,

Ner yet the art and wisdom of the Gods.
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A boundless knowledpe preater than man's thought,
A happiness too high for heart and sense

Locked in the world and yearning for release

She felt in her; wating as yet for form,

It asked for objects arovnd which to grow

And natures strong o bear without recoil

The splendour of her nalive Toyaliy,

Her preatness and her sweeiness and her biiss,
Her might to possess and her vast power to love:
Earth made a siepping-stone to conguer haaven,
The s saw beyond heaven's limiting boundaries,
Met a great light from the Unknowable

And dreamed of a transcendent action’s sphere.
Aware of the universal 5elf in all

She turned to living hearts and human forms;
Her soul’s reflections, complements, counterparts,
The clese cutlying portions of her being

Divided from hetr by walls of body and mind

Yet to her spiit bound by ties divine.
Overcoming invisible hedge and masked defence
And the loneliness that separates sowl from soul,
She wished to make all ona immense embrace
That she might house n it all living things
Raised into a splendid point of seeing light

Out of division’s dense inconscient cleft,

And make them one with God and world and her.
Ornly a few responded to her call;

strll fewer felt the screened divimty

And strove to mate its podhead with their own,
Approaching with some kinstup to her heights.
Uglifted towards lominous secrecies

Qr conscions of some splendour hidden above
They feaped 1o find her in a monent’s flash,
Glimpsing a light in 8 celestial vast,

But eould not keep the vision and the power
And fell hack to life’s dull ordinary tone.
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A mind daring heavenly experiment,

Growing towards some largeness they felt near,
Testing the unknown’s bound with sager touch
They still were prisoned by their human grain:
They could not keep up with her tireless step;
Too small and eager for her large-paced will,

Too narrow to look with the unborn Infimite’s gaze
Their nature weary grew of things too great.

For gven the close partners of her thoughts

Who conld have walked the nearest to her ray,
Worshipped the power and light they felt in her
But could not match the measure of her soul,

A friend and vet too great wholly to know,

She walked 1n their front towards a greater light,
Their leader and queen over their hearts and souls,
Omng close to their bosoms, yet divine and far.
Admiring and amazed they saw her stride
Attempting with a godlike rush and leap

Heights for their human stature 0o reniote

Or with a slow great many-sided toil

Pushing towards aims they hardly could conceive;
Yet forced to be the satellites of her sun

They moved unable to forego her light,

Desiring they clutched at her with outstretched hands

O: followed stumbling aths 5 ade.
Or Jonging with their self of life and flesh

They clung to her for heart’s nourishment and support:

The rest they could not see in visible light;

Vaguely they bore her inner mightiness.

Or bound by the senses and the longiog heart,
Adoring with a turbid human love,

They could not grasp the mighty spirit she was

Or change by closeness Lo be even as she.

Some felt her with their souls and thrilled with her:
A preatness felt near yet beyond mind’s grasp,;

To see her was a summons {0 a__d-:-rf:,

T Y —— ——
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To be near her drew a high communion’s force.

Too hlgh U}ﬂ vast to waar a Ilmmng shape,

They feel 2 , Presence and obe obey a might,

Adore a love whose rapture invades their breasts;
To a divine ardour quickening the heart-beats,

A [aw they follow greatening heart and life,

Opened to = breath is the new diviner air,

Opened to man is a freer, happier world.

He sees high steps climbing to Self and Light.

Her divine parts the soul’s allegiance called:

Tt saw, it felt, it knew the deity.

Her will was puissant on their nature’s acis,

Her heart’s inexhaustible sweetness tured their hearts,
A being they loved whose bounds excecded theirs;
Her measure they eould not reach it bore her touch,
Answering with the flower’s answer to the sun

They gave themselves {0 her and &Skﬁd no nmfe
Their minds could not understand nor wh::nlly Imuw,
Their lives replied to hers, moved at her words:
They felt a godhead and obeyed a call,

Answered to her lead and did her work in the world;
Their lives, their natures moved compelled by hers
As if the truth of their own larger selves

Put on an aspect of divinity

To exalt them to a pitch beyond their earthy’s,

They felt a larger future meet their walk;

She held their hands, she chose for them thejr paths:

P, —nn_—-.l._'v—'_ . — e —_

The:},f were moved by her towards great unkpown things,

Faith drew them aund the joy 10 feel themselves hers;
Thev lived m her, they saw the world with her eyes.
Some turned to her against their nature’s bhent;
Divided between wonder and revolt,

Drawn by her charm and mastered by her will,
Possessed by her, her striving to possess,
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Impatient sabjects, their tied longing hearts

Hugging the bouds close of which they most complained,

Murmured at a yoke they would have wept to lose,
The splendid yoke of her beauty and her love;
Others pursued her with life’s blind desires
And claiming all of her as thulr lonely own,
As earth claims ligh ght for its lcme separate ﬂr:rf:d
Demanding her for their sole jealous clasp

They asked from her movements bounded like their own
And to their smallness craved a like response.

Or they repined that she surpassed their grip,

And hoped to bind her close with longing’s cords.
Or finding her touch desired too strong io bear
They blamed her for a tyranny they loved,

shrank into themselves as from too bright a sun,
Yet hapkered for the splendour they refused.
Angnly enamoured of her sweet passionate ray
The weakness of their earth could bardly bear,
They longed but eried out at the touch desired
Inapt to meet divinity so close,

Intolerant of 2 Foree they could not house.

Some drawn unwillingly by her diving sway
Endured it ke & sweet but alien speld,

Unable to mount to levels too sublime

They vearned to draw her down to their own earth.
Or forced to centre round her their passionate lives
They hoped to bind to their heart’s human needs
Her glory and grace that had enslaved their souls.

But mid this world, these hearts that answered her call,

Mone could stand up her equal and her mate,

Tn vain she stooped 10 equal them with her heights,
Too pure that air was far small souls to breathe,

These comrade selves to Taise 1o her own wide breadihs
Her heart desired and filled with her own power
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That a diviner Force might enter life,

A breath of Godhead greaten human time,

Although she leaned down to their littleness
Covering their lives with har strong passionale hands
And knew by sympathy their needs and wants

And dived in the shallow wave-depths of their lives
And met and shared their heart-beats of grief and joy
And bent to heal their sorrow and their pride,
Lavishing the might that was hers on her lone peak
To lift to it their aspiration’s cry,

And though she drew thelr souls into her vast

And sumounded with the silence of her deeps

And held as the great Mother lolds het own,

Only her earthly surface bore their charge

And mixed its fire with their mortality:

Her greater self lived sole, unclaimed, within.

Oftener in dumb Nature’s stir and peace
A nearness she could feel serenely one;

The Force in her drew earth’s subhuman broods;

And to her spirit’s large and free delight

She joingd the ardent-hued magmificent lives

Of animal and bird and flower and tree.

They answered 1o her with the simple heart.

In man 4 dim disturbing somewhat lives;

It knows but turns away from divine Light

Preferring the dark ignorance of the fafi,

Among the many who came drawn to her

Nowhere she found her partner of high tasks,

The comrade of her soul, her other self

Who was made with her, like Ged and Nature, one.

Some near approached, were touched, caught fire, then failed.
Too great was her demand, too pure her forge,

Thus lighting earth around her like 2 sun,

Yet in her inmost sky an orb aloof,

A. distance severed her from those most cdose.

Puissant, apart her soul as the gods live.
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As yet untinked with the bread human scene,
In = smali circle of young eager hearts,
Her being’s early school and closed domain,
Apprentice in the business of earth-life,
she schooled her heavenly strain to bear its touch,
Content in her little garden of the gods
As blossoms a flower in an unvisited place.

The wide world knew not yet the inhabitant flame,

Yet something deeply stirred and dimly knew;
There was a movement and a passionate call,
A rainbow dream, a hope of golden change;
some secret wing of expectation beat,

A growing sense of something new and rare
And beautiful stole across the heart of Time.
Then a faint whisper of her touched the soil,
Breathed like a hidden need the soul divines;
The eye of the great world discovered her,

A wonder lifted up its bardic voice.

A ¥oy to 2 Light still kept in being's corg,
The sun-word of an ancient mystery's sense,
Her name ran mucmuring on the lips of men
Exalted and swect like an inspired verse
Struck. from the epic lyre of rumour’s winds
QOr sung Tike 2 chanted thought by the poet Fame.
But like a sacred symbol’s was that cult.
Admired, unsought, intangible o the grasp
Her beaunty and flaming strength were seen afar
Like lightning playing with the fallen day,

A glory vnapproachably divine,

No equal heart came close to Join her heart,
No transient earthly love assailed her calm,
No hero passion had the sirength to seize;
No eyes demanded her replying eves,

A Power within her awed the imperfect flesh;
The self-protecting genius in our clay

Divined the soddess in the woman's shape
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And drew back from a touch beyond its kind,

The ecarth-nature bound in the sense-life’s narrow malke.

The hearts of men are amorons of clay-kin

And bear not spirils Ione and high who bring
Fire-intimations from the deathless planes

Too vast for souls not born to mate with heaven.,
Trmwfer is too greal must lonely live,

Adored he walks in mighty ity salitude; de;

1 am 1s his labour to create his kind,

HlS only comrade is the Stigggihhmm_

Thus was it for a while with Savitr,

All worshipped marvellingly, none dared to claim.
Her mind sat high pouring its golden bzams,

Her heart was a crowded temple of delight.

A single lamp lit in perfection’s house,

A bright pure image in a priestless shrine,

Midst those encircling lives her spirit dwelt,
Apart in herself until her hour of fate.
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The Call to the Quest

A morn that seemed a new creation’s {ront,
Bringing a greater. sunlight, happier skies,

Came, burdened with a beauty movaed and strange
Chat of the changeless origin of things.

An ancient longing struck again new roots.

The air drank deep of unfulfilled desire:

The high trees trembled with a wandering wind
Like souls that quiver at the approach of joy,
And 111 a bosom of green secrecy

For ever of its one love-note untired

A lyric coil cried among the leaves.

Axvay from the terrestrial murmur turned

Where transient calls and answers mux their flood,
King Aswapathy listened through the ray

To other sounds than meet the sense-formed ear.
On 2 subtle interspace which rings our life
Unlocked were the inner spirit’s trance-closed doors:
The inaudible strain in Nature could be caught;
Across this cyclic tramp of eager lives,

Across the deep urgency of present cares,

Earth’s wordless hymn to the Ineffable

Arose from the ardent heart of the cosmic Void;
He heard the voice repressed of unborn Powers
Murmuring behind the luminous bars of Time.
Again the mighty yearning raigﬁad its flame

That asks a perfect life on ¢arth for men

And prays for certainty in the uncertain mind
And shadowless bliss for suffering human hearts
And Truth embodied in an ignorant world

And godhead divinising mortal forms.

A word that leaped from some far sky of thought,
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Admitted by the cowled receiving scribe

Traversed the schoing passages of his hrain

And left its stamp on the recording colls,

“0) Force-compelled, Fate-driven earth-born race,
O petty adventurers in an infinite world

And prisoners of a dwarf humanity,

How long will you tread the circling tracks of mind
Wr_lij_l_g self and petty things?

But not for a Ehﬂn'TE:IE:ES Iittleness were you meant,
Not for vain repetition were you built;

Dut of the Tmmortal's s subsiance you were made;
Your actions can be swift revealing staps,

Your Jife a changefud mould for growing gods.

A Seer, a strong Creator, 1s within,

The immaculate Grandeur broods upon your days,
Almighty powers are shut in Nature’s cells.

A greater destiny waits you in your front:

This transient earthly being if he wills

Can fit his acts to 4 transcendent scheme.

He who now stares at the world with Ignﬁrant eves
Hardly {rom the [neonscient’s night arousad,

That look at images and not at Troth

Can fill those orbs with an immortal's sight.

Yet shall the godhead grow within your hearfs,
You shall awake into the spirit’s air

And feel the breaking walls of morial mind

And hear the message which left life’s heart dumb
And look through Nature with sun-gazing Kds
And blow your conch-shells at the Eternal’s gate,
Authors of earth’s high change, to you it is given
To cross the dangerous spaces of the soul

And touch the mighty Mother stark awake.

And meet the Omnipotent in this house of flesh
And make of life the million-bodied One.

The earth vou tread is a border screened from heaven,
The Mﬂ conceals the light you are,
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Immortal Powers sweep flaming past your doors;
Far-off upon your tops the god-chant sounds
While to exceed yourselves thought’s trumpets eall,
Heard by a fow, but fewer dare aspire,

The nympholepts of the ecstasy and the blaze.
An epic of hope and failure breaks carth’s heart;
Her force and will exceed her form and fate.

A goddess in a net of inconscience caught,
Self-bound in the pastures of death she dreams of life,
Self-racked with the pains of hell aspires to joy,
And builds to hope her altars of despair,

Knows that one high step might enfranchise all
And, suffering, looks for greatness in her sons.
But dim in human hearts the ascending fire,

The invisible Grandeur sits unworshipped there;
Man sees the Highest in a limiting form

Qr looks upon a Person, hears a Name.

He turns for little gains o ignorant Powers

Or kindles his altar lights to a demon face,

Hec loves the Ignorance fathering his pain,

A spell 15 laid upon his gloticus strengths.

He has lost the inner Yoice that led his thoughts,
And rmasking the oracular tripod seat

A specious Idol fills the marvel shrine.

The great lusion wraps lum in ifs veils,

The soul’s deep ntimations come in vain,

Tn vain s the unending line of seers,

The sages ponder in unsubstantial light,

The poets lend their voice to outward dreams,

A homeless fire inspires the prophet tongues,
Heaven's llaming lights descend and back return,
The luminous Eye approaches and retires;
Eternity speaks, none understands its word;

Fate is unwilling and the Abyss denies;

The Inconscient’s mindless waters block all done,
Only a little lifted is Mind’s screen.
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The Wise who know see but one half of Truth,
The strong climb hardly to a low-peaked height,
The hearts that yearn are given one hour to love,
His tale half-told, falters the secret Bard;

The gods are still too few in mortal forms.”™
The Voice withdrew into its hidden skies.

But Like a shining answer from the gods
Approached through sun-bright spaces Savitri.
Advancing amd tall heaven-pillaring trees,
Apparelied in her flickering-coloured robe,

She seemed burning towards the eternal realms
A bright moved torch of incense and of flame
That from the sky-roofed temple-soil of earth
A pilgrim hand lifts in an invisible shrine.
There came the gift of a revealing hour:

He saw through depths that reinterpret all,
Limited not now by the dull body’s eyes,
New-found through an arch of clear discovery,
This intimation of the world's delight,

This wonder of the divine Artist’s make
Carved like a nectar-cap for thirsty gods,

This breathing Scripture of the Eternal’s joy,
Thos net of sweetness woven of aureate fire.
Transformed the delicate image-face becams

A deeper Nature's self-revealing sign,

A gold-leaf palimpsest of sacred births,

A grave world-symbol chiselled out of life.

Her brow, a copv of clear unstained heavens,
Was meditation’s pedestal and defence,

The very room and smile of musing Space,

tis brooding line infinity’s symbol curve,

Armid her tresses’ cloudy multitude

The long eyes shadowed as by wings of Night

Under that moon-gold forchead’s dreaming breadth
Were seas of Iove and thought that held the world ;

Marveling at life and carth they saw truths far.
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A deathless meaning filled her mortal limbs;

As1n a golden vase’s poignant line

They seemed {o carry the rhythmic sob of bliss

Of earth’s mule adoration towards heaven
Released in beauty’s ory of living form

Towards the perfection of eterpal things.
Transparent grown the ephemeral living dress
Barcd the expressive deity to his view.

Escaped from surface sight and mortal sense

The seizing harmony of its shapes became

The strange significant icon of a Power

Renewing its inscrutable descent

Into a human figure of its works

That stood ont jg life’s bold abrupt relief

On the soil of the evolving universe,

A godhead sculptured on a wall of thought,
Mirrored in the flowing hours and dimly shrined
In Matter as in a cathedral cave.

Anpulied were the trapsient values of the mind,
The body’s sense rencunced its earthly look,
Immortal met immeortal in their gaze,

Awaked from the close spell of daily use

That hides soul-truth with the outward form’s disguise,
He saw through the familiar cherished limbs

The great and unknown spirit born his child.

An impromptu from the deeper sight within,
Thoughts rose in him that knew not their own scaope.
Then to those large and brooding depths whence Love
Regarded him across the straits of mind,

He spoke in sentences from the unseen Heights.

A. casual passing phrase can change our life.

For the hidden prompters of our speech sometimes
Can use the foromias of a moment's mood

To weigh unconscious lps with words from Fate,
“O Spirit, traveller of eternity,

Who Samest, from the immosial spaces here
Armed for the splendid hazard of thy life

— e L e T — L P

373



Savitri - Book Fouwr - Canto Three

To set thy congquering foot on Chance and Time,
The moon shut i her halo dreams Hke thee.

A mighty Presence still defends thy frame.

Perhaps the heavens guard thee [or some great soul,
Thy fate, thy work arc kept somewhere afar,

Thy spirit came not down a star alone.

0 living inscription of the beauty of love

Missalled in aureate virginity,

What message of heavenly strength and bliss in thee
Is written with the Eternal’s sun-white script,

One shall discover and greaten with it his life

To whom thou Joosensst thy heart’s jewelled strings,
O rubies of silence, lips from which there stole

Low laughter, music of tranquillity,

Star-lustrous eyves awake in sweet Jarge night

And limbs like fine-linked poems made of gold
Stanzaed to glimmering curves by artist gods,
Depart where love and destiny call your charn.
Venture through the deep world to find thy mate.
Faor somewhere on the [onging breast of earth,

Thy upknown lover waits for thee the unknown.,
Thy soul bas strength and needs noe other guide
Than One who burns within thy bosom’s POWErS,
There shall draw near to meet thy approaching steps
The second self for whom thy nature asks,

He wha shall walk unti! thy body’s end

A close-bound traveller pacing with thy pace,

The lyrist of thy soul’s most intimate chords

Who shall give voice to what in thee is mute.

Then shall you grow like vibrant kindred harps,
Omne in the beats of difference and delight,
Responsive in divine and equal strains,

Discovering new notes of the efernal theme.

One force shall be your mover and your guide,

One light shall be around you and within:

Hand in strong hand confront Heaven's question, life:
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Challenge the ordeal of 1he immense disguise.
Ascend from Nature to divinity’s heights;

Face the high gods, crowned with felicity,

Then meet a greater God, thy self beyond Time.”
This word was seed of all the thing to be.

A hand from some Greainess opened her heart’s locked doors
And showed the work for which her strength was born,
As when the mantra sinks in Yoga’'s ear,

Its message enters stirring the blind brain

And keeps in the dim ignorant cells s sound;

The hearer understands a form of words

And, musing on the index thought it holds,

He strives to tead it with the lzbouring mind,

But finds bright hints, not the embodied truth:
Then, falling silent in himself to know

He meets the deeper listening of his soul:

The Word repeats itself in thythmie strains:
Thought, vision, feeling, sense, the bady’s selif

Are seized unalterably and he endures

An ecstasy and an immortal change;

He feels 2 Wideness and becomes a Power,

All knowledge rushes on him like a sea:
Transmuted by the white spiritual ray

He walks in naked heavens of joy and calm,

Sees the God-face and hears transcendent speech:
An equal greatness in her kife was sown.
Accustomed scenes were now an ended play.
Moeving in muse amid familiar powers,

Touched by new magnitudes and faery signs,

She turned to vastnesses not vet her own;

Allured her heart throbbed to unknown sweetnesses,
The sccrets of an unseen world were close.

The morn went up inte a smiling sky;

Cast from its sapphire pinnacle of trance

Day sank into the burning gold of eve;

The moon fioated, a fuminous waif through heaven,
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And sank below the oblivious edae of dream;

Night lit the watch-firas of efernity.

Then all went back inio mind’s secret caves;

A darkness stooping on the heaven-bird's wings

Senled in her senses from external sight

And opened the stupendous depths of sleen,

When the pale dawn shpped through Night's shadowy guard,
Vainly the new-born light desired her face: -
The palace woke to its own emptiness;

The soverelgn of its daily jovs was far;

Her moonbeam feet tinged not the lucent Soors:

The beauty and divinity were gone.

Delight had fled to search the spacious world,

Exp oF CANTO THREE
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The Quest

T he world-ways opened before Savitri.

At first a strangeness of new. brilliant scenes
Peopled her mind and kept her body’s gaze.
But as she moved across the changing earth
A deeper consciousness welled up in her:

A citizen of many scenes and climes,

Each soil and country it has made its home;
It took all ¢lans and peoples for her own,
Till the whole destiny of mankind was hers.

R o ———

These unfamiliar spaces on her way

Were known and neighbours to a sense within;
Landscapes recurred like lost forgotten fields,
Cities and rivers and plains her vision claimed
Like slow-recurring memories in front,

The stars at night were her past’s brilliant friends,
The winds murmured to her of ancient things
And she met nameless comrades loved by her ance,
All was a part of old forgotten selves.

Vaguely or with a flash of sudden hints

Her acts recalled 4 line of bygone power,

Even her motion’s purpose was nof new:
Traveller to a prefigured high event,

She seemed to her remembering witness sowl

To trace again a journey often made.

A puidance turned the dumb revolving wheels
And in the eager body of their speed

The dim-masked hooded godheads rode who move
Assigned to man immutably from his birth,
Receivers of the inner and outer law,

At once the agents of his spirit™s will

And witnesses and executors of his fate.
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Inexorably faithfu! to their task,

They hold his nature’s sequence in their guard
Carrying the unbroken thread old lives have spun.
Attendants on his destiny’s measured walk
Leading to joys he has won and pains he has calied,
Even 1n his casnal steps they intervene.

MNothing we think or do is void or vain;

Each is an energy loosed and halds its course,
The shadowy keepers of our deathless past

Have made cur fate the child of our own acts,
And from the furrows laboured by our will

We reap the frust of our forgotten deads.

But since unseen the tree that bore this fruit

And we live in a present born from an unknown past,
They seem but parts of a mechanic Force,

Toa mechamc mind tied by earth’s laws;

Yet are thaf_i instruments of a Will sepreme,
Watched by a still all-seeing Eye above.

A prescient architeci of Faie and Chance

Whao builds our lives on a foreseen design

The meaning knows and consequence of each step
And watches the inforior stumbling powers.

Upon her silent heights she was aware

Of a calm Presence throned above her brows

Who saw the goal and chose each fateful curve;
It used the body for its pedestal,

The eyes that wandered were its searchlight fires,
The hands that held the reins its living tools;

All was the working of an ancient plan,

A way prepared by an unetring Guide,

Across wide noons and glowing afternoons,

She met with Nature and with human forms

And listened to the voices of the world;

Driven from within she followed her long road,
Mute in the lnminous cavern of her hear,

Like a bright cloud through the resplendent day.
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At first her path ran far through peopled tracts:
Admitted to the lion eve of States

And theatres of the loud act of man,

Her carven chariot with its fretted wheels

Threaded through clamorous marts and sentingl towers
Past figured gates and high dream-sculptured fronts
And gardens hung in the sapphire of the skies,
Pillared assembly halls with armoured guards,
Small fanes where one calm Image watched man’s life
And temples hewn as if by exiled gods

To imitate their lost eternity. J

Often from gilded dusk to argent dawn

Where jewel-lamps flickered on frescoed walls

And the stone lattice stared at moonlit boughs,
Halfconscious of the tardy listeming might

Dhmly she ghided between banks of sleep

At rest in the slumbering palaces of kings,

Hamlet and village saw the fatc-van pass,

Homes of a life bent to the soil it ploughs

For sustenance of its short and passing days

That, tratisient, keep their old repeated course
Unchanging in the circle of g sky

Which alters not above our mortzal toil.

Away from this thinking creature’s burdened hours
Ta free and griefiess spaces aow she turned

Not yet pecturbed by human joys and fears.

Here was the childhood of primeval carth,

Here fimeless musings large and glad and stiil,
Men had forborne as vet to Kl with cares,

Imperial acres of the eternal sower

And wind-stirred grass-lands winking in the sun:
Or mid green musing of woods and rough-browed hills,
In the grove's murmurots bee-air humming wild
Or past the long lapsig voice of silver Aaods

Like a swift hope journeying among its dreams
[Iastened the chariot of the golden bride.
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Ot of the world’s immense unhkuman past
Tract-memaries and ageless rempants came,
Domains of lght enfeoffed to an antique calm
Listened to the unaccustomed sound of hooves
And large immune entangled silences
Absorbed her into emerald secracy

And slow hushed wizard ncts of {aery bloom

Environed with their coloured share her wheels.

The strong importunate feet of Time fell soft
Along these lonely ways, his titan pace
Forgotten and his stark and rutnous rounds.
The inner ear that listons to solitude,

Leaning self-rapt unboundedly could hear
The rhythm of the intenser wordless Thought
Thut pathers in the silence behind lifg,

And the low sweet marticulate voice of earth
In the great passion of her sun-kissed trance
Ascended with its yearning undertone.

Afar from the brute noise of clamorous needs
The quieted all-seeking mind could feel,

At rest from Its blind outwardness of will,
The unwearied clasp of her mute patient love
And know for a soul the mother of our forms.
This spirit stumbling in the fields of sense,
This creature bruised in the mortar of the days
Could find in her broad spaces of release,
Not yet was a world all occupied by care.
The bosom of our mother kept for us still
Her austere regions and her musing depths,
Her impersonal reaches lonely and inspired
And the mightinesses of her rapture haunts.
Muse-lipped she nursed her symbol mysterizs
And guarded for her pure-eved sgcraments
The valley-cleflts betwzen her breasts of joy,
Her mountain-attars for the fires of dawn
And nuptial beachas where the ocean couched
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And the huge chanting of her prophet woods.
Fields had she of her solitary mirth,

Plains hushed and happy in the embrace of light,
Alone with the cry of birds and hue of flowers
And wildernesses of wonder it by her moons

And grey seer-evenings kindling with the stars
And dim movement in the night's infiritade.
August, exulting in her Maker’s eye,

She felt her nearness to him in earth’s breast,
Conversed still with a Light behind the veil,

Still communed with Eternity beyvond.

A few and fit inhabitants she called

Teo share the glad communion of her peacs;

The breadths, the summit were their natural home.
The strong king-sages from their labour done,
Freed from the warrior tension of their task,
Came to her serene sessions in these wilds;

The strife was over, the respite lay in front,
Happy they hived with birds and beasts and flowers
And sunlight and the rostle of the leaves,

And heard the wild winds wandering in the night,
Mused with the stars in their mute constant ranks,
And lodged in the mornings as in azure tents,
And with the glory of the noons were one.

Some degper plunged; from Life’s external clasp
Beckoned into 2 fiery privacy

In the soul’s unassailed star-white recess

They sojourned with an ever-living Bliss;

A Voice profound in the ecstasy and the hush
They heard, beheld an all-revealing Light.

All time-made difference they overcame;

The world was fibred with their own heart-strings;
Close-drawn to the heart that beats in every breast,

They reached the one self in all through boundless love.

Attuned to Silence and to the world-rhyme,
They loosened the knot of the imprisoning mind;
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Achieved was the wide untroubled witness gaze,
Unsealed was Natyre's great spiritual eye;

To the height of heights rose now their daily climb:
Truth leaned to them from her supernal realm;
Above them blazed eternity’s mystic suns.
Nameless the austere ascetics without home
Abandoning speech and motion and desire,
Aloof from creatures sat absorbed, alone,
Immaculate in tranguil beights of self

On concentration’s luminons voicelass peaks,
World-naked hermits with their matted hair
Immahile as the passionless great lulls

Around them grouped like thoughts of some vast mood
Awaiting the Infinite’s behest to end.

The seers attuned to the umiversal Will,

Content in Hint who smiles behind earth’s forms
Abode ungrieved by the insistent days.

About them like preen trees gircling a hili
Young grave disciples fashioned by their touch,
Trained to the simple act and conscious word,
Greatened within and grew to meet their heights.
Far-wandering seekers on the Eternal's path
Brought to these quiat founts their spirit’s thirst
And spent the treasure of a silent hour

Bathed in the purity of the mild paza

Thai, uminsistent, ruled them from its peace,
Aund by its influence found the ways of calm,
The Infants of the monarchy of the worlds,

The heroic leaders of a coming time,
King-children nurtured in that spacions air

Like lions gambolling in sky and sun

Received half-consciously their godiike stamp:
Formed 1n the type of the high thonghts they sang
They learned the wide magnificence of mood
That makes us comrades of the cosmic arge,

No longer chained to their small separate selves,
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Plastic and firm; beneath the eternal hand,

Met Mature with 2 bold and friendly clasp

And served in her the Power that shapes her works.
One-souled to all and fres from narrowing bonds,
Large like a continent of warn: sunshinz

In wide equality’s impartial joy,

Thiese sages breathed lor God's delight in things.
Asgisting the slow entries of the gods,

Sowing in young minds immeortal thoughts they lived,

Taught the great Truth to_which man’s race must rise
Or opencd the pates of freedom to a few,

Impurling to our struggling world the Light

They breathed like spirits from Time's dull yoke released,
Comrades and vessels of the cosmic Force,

Using a natural mastery like the sun's:

Their speech, their silence was a help Lo sarth.

A magic happiness Aowed from their touch;

Oneness wag soverelgn in that sylvan peace,

The wild beast joined in {riendship with its prey,
Persuading the hatred and the strife to cease

The love that fiows from the one Mother’s breast
Healed with thelr hearts the hard and wounded world.
Uthers escaped fromt the confines of thought

To where Mind moticnless sleeps waiting Light’s birth,
And cume back guivering with a nameless Force
Drunk with 2 wine of lightning in their cells;

Tntuitive knowledge leaping into spzech,

Hearing the subtle voice that clothes the heavens,
Carrying the splendour that has lit the suns,

They sang [nfinity’s names and deathless powers

fn metres that reflect the meving worlds,

Sight’s sound-waves breaking from the soul’s great deeps.

Some lost to the person and his strip of thanght
In a motionless ocean of impersonal Power,

Sat mighty, visioned with the Infinite’s Light,
Or, comrades of the everlasting Will,
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Surveyed the plan of past and future Time.

Some winged like birds out of the cosmic sea

Axnd vanished into a bright and featureless Vast:
Sotpe silent watched the universal dance,

Or helped the world by werld-ind:fference.

Some watched no more merged in a lonely Self,
Absorbed in the trance from Whl-s:h n¢ soul retums,
All the occult wotld-lines for ever clnsed

The chains of birth and person cast away:

Some uncompanioned reached the Ineffable,

As floats a sunbeam through a shady place,
The golden virgin in her carven car
Came gliding among meditation’s seats.
Often in twilight mid returning troops
Of cattle thickening with their dust the shades
When the loud day had slipped below the verge,
Arriving in a peaceful hermit grove
She rested drawing round her like a cloak
Its spirit of patient mose and potent prayer.
Or near to a lien river’s tawny mane
And trees that worshipped on a praying shore,
A domed and templed air’s serene repose

Beckoned to her hurrying wheels to siay their speed.

In the selemmuity of a space (hat seemed

A mind remembering ancient silences,

Where to the heart great bygone voices called
And the large liberty of brooding seers:

Had left the long impress of their soul’s scene
Awake in candid dawn or darkness mooned,

To the still touch inclined the daughter of Flame
Drank in hushed splendour hetween tranquil lids
And felt the kinship of eternal ealm.

But momm broks in reminding her of her quest
And from low rustic couch or mat she rose

And went impelted on her unfinished way
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And followed the fateful orbit of her life

Like a desire that questions silent gods,

Then passes starlike to some bright Beyond.
Thence to great solitary fracts she came,

Where man was a passer-by towards human scenes
Or sole in Nature’s vastness strove to live

And called for help to ensouled invisible Powers,
Overwhelmed by the immensity of his world

And unaware of his own infinity.

The Earth multiplied to her a changing hrow

And called her with a far and nameless voice.

The mountains in their anchorite salitude,

The forests with their multitudinous chant
Disclosed to her the masked divimity’s dooss.

On dreaming plains, an indolent expanse,

The death-bed of a pale enchanted eve

Under the glamour of a sunken sky,

Lmpassive she lay as at an age’s end,

Or crossed an eager pack of huddied hils

Lifting their heads to hunt a lairlike sky,

Or travelled m a strange and empty land

Where desolate summits camped in a weird heaven,
Mute sentinels beneath a drifting moon,

Or wandered in some lone tremendous wood
Ringing for ever with the crickets’ cry,

Or followed a long glistening serpent road
Through ficlds and pastures lapped in moveless light,
Or reached the wild beauty of a desert space
Where never plough was driven nog herd had grazed
And slumbered upon stripped and thirsty sands
Amid the savage wild-beast Wight's appeal.

Still unaccomplished was the fateful quest,

Still she found not the one predestined face

For which she sought amid the sons of men.

A grandiose silence wrapped the regal day.

The months had fed the passion of the sun
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And now his burning breath assailed the soil.

The tiget heats prowled through the fainting earth;
All was Licked up as by a lolling tongue,

The spring winds failed. the sky was set like bronze,

Exp or Cavnto Four
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Canto One

The Destined Meeting-Place

But now the destined spot and hour werc close;
Unknowing she had neared her nameless goal.
For though a dress of blind and devious chance
Is laid upon the work of all-wise Fate,

Qur acts interpret an ommniscient Force

That dwells in the compelling stuff of things,
And nothing happens in the cosmic play

B'ﬁt at its time and in its foreseen place.

To a space she came of soft and delicate air
That scemed a sanctuary of youth and joy,

A highland world of free and green delight
Where spring and summer lay together and strove
In indolent and amicable debate,

Inarmed, disputing with laughter who should rute.
There expectation beat wide sudden wings,

As if a soul had locked out from earth’s face
And all that was in her felt a coming change
And forgetting obvious joys and common dreams,
Obedient to Time's call and the spirit’s {ate,
Were lifted to a beauty calm and pure

That lived under the eyes of Efernity.

A crowd of mountainous heads assailed the sky
Pushing towards rival shoulders nearer heaven,
The armoured leaders of an iron ling;

Earth prostrate lay beneath their feet of stone.
Below there crouched a dream of emerald woods
And gleaming borders sofitary as sleep:

Pale waters ran like glimmering threads of pearl.
A sigh was straying among happy leaves;
Cool-perfumed with slow pleasure-burdened feet
Faint stumbling breezes faltered among flowers.
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The white crare stood, a vivid motionless streak,
Peacock and parrof jewelied soil and ireg,

The dove's soft moan enriched the enamoured air
And fire-winged wild-drakes swam in silvery poois.
Earth couched alone with her great lover Heaven,
Uncovered to her consort’s purple eye,

In her luxurious ecstasy of joy

She squanderad the love-music of her notes,
Wasted the passionate pattern of her blocms
And festival rict of her scents and hues.

A cry and leap and hurry werc around,

The stealthy footfalls of her chasing things,

The shagey emerald of her ¢entaur mane,

The gold and sapphire of her warmth and blaze,
Magician of her rapt felicities,

Blithe, sensuous-hearted, careless and divine,

Life ran or hid in her delightfu! rooms;

Behind all brooded Nature’s grandiose ¢alm.
Primeval peace was there and in its bosom

Held undisturbed the sirife of bird and beast.
Man, the deep-browed artificer, had not come

To lay his hand on happy inconscient things,
Thought was not there nor the measurer, strong-eyed toil,
Life had not learned its discord with its aim.

The mighty Mother lay outstretched at ease.

All was in linc withk her first satisfied plan:
Moved by a universal will of joy

The trees bloomed in their green felicity

And the wild children brooded not on pain.

At the end reclined a stern and giant tract

Of tangled depths and solemn questioning hills
And peaks like a bare austerity of the soul,
Armoured, remote and deselately grand

Like the thought-sereened infinities that lie
Behind the rapt smile of the Almighty's dance.

A matted forest-head invaded heaven



Savitel - Book Five - Cante One 397

As if a blue-throated ascetic peered

From the stone fastness of his mountain eell
Regarding the brief gladness of the days;

His vast extended spirft conched behind,

A mighty murmur of immense retreat

Besieged the ear, 4 sad and limitless call

As of a soul retiring from the world.

This was the scene which the ambiguous Mother
Had chosen for ber bref febeifous hour;

Here in this solitude far from the world

Her part she Dbegan in the world’s joy and strife.
Here were disclosed o her the mystic courts,
The Iurking doors of beauty and surprise,

The wings that murmur in the golden house,
The temple of sweetness and the fiery aisle.

A stranger on the sorrowful roads of Time,
Immortal under the voke of death and fate,

A sacrificant of the bliss and pain of the spheres,
Love in the wilderness met Savitri.

Exp oF Cavto ONE



Canio Too

Satyazan

AUl she remembered on this day of Fate,

The road that hazarded not the solsmn depths
But turned away to flee to human homes,

The wilderness with its mighty monotone,
The morning like a Iustrous seer above,

The passion of the summits lost in heaven,
The titan murntur of the endless woods.

As if a wicket-gate to joy were thers

Ringed in with voiceless hint and magic sign,
Upon the margin of an unknown world
Reclined the curve of a sun-held recess;
Groves with strange flowers like eyes of gazing nymyphs
Peered from their secrecy into open space,
Boughs whispering to a constancy of light
Sheltered a dim and screened felicity,

And slowly a supine inconstant breeze

Ran like a fleeting sigh of happiness

Orver slumberous grasses pranked with green and gold.
Hidden in the forest’s bosom of loneliness
Amid the leaves the inmate veices called,
Sweet like desires enamoured and unseen,

Cry answering io low insistent cry.

Behind slept emerald dumb remotenesses,
Haunt of a Nature passionate, veited, denied
To all but her own vision lost and wild.

Farth in this beautiful refuge frea from cares
Murmured fo the soul a song of strength and peace.
Oniy one sign was there of a human tread:

A single path, shot than and arrowlike

Into this bosom of vast and secret life,

Pierced 1ts enormous dream of solitude.



Savitri - Book Five - Cante Two

Here first she met on the uneertain earth

The one for whom her heart had come so far.
As might a soul on Nature’s background limned
Stand out for a moment in a house of dream
Created by the ardent breath of life,

So he appeared against the forest verge

Inset twixt green relief and golden ray,

As if a weapon of the living Light,

Ercet and lofty like a spear of God

His figure led the splendour of the morn.
Noble and clear as the broad peaceful heavens
A tablet of young wisdom was his brow,
Freedom’s imperious beauty curved his limbs,
The joy of life was on his open face.

His look was 2 wide daybreak of the gods,

His head was a youthful Rishi's touched with light,

His body was a lover’s and a king’s.

In the magnificent dawning of his force

Built like a moving statne of delight

He illumined the border of the forest page.
Out of the ignorant eager toil of the years
Abandoning man’s IToud draima he had come
Led by the wisdom of an adverse Fate

To mect the ancient Mother in her groves.

In her diving communion he had grown

A foster-child of beauty and selitude,

Heir to the centunes of the lopely wise,

A brother of the sunshine and the sky,

A wanderer communing with depth and marge,
A Veda-knower of the unwritten book
Perusing the mystic scripture of her forms,
He had caught her hierophant significances,
Her sphered immense imaginations [zarned,
Taught by sublimities of stream and wood
And veices of the sun and star and fiame
And chant of the magic singers on the boughs
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A swift and fated turming of her days

Appeared and stretched to the gleam of unknown worlds.
Then trembling with the mystic shock her beart
Moved int her breast and cried out Iike a bird
Who hears his mate upon a neighbouring bough.
Hooves trampling fast, wheels largely stumbling ceased;
The chariot stood like an arrested wind.

And Satyavan looked out from his soul’s doors
And felt the enchantment of her liguid voice

Fill his vouth’s purple ambiance and endured

The haunting miracle of a perfect face,

Mastered by the honey of a strange flower-mouth,
Drawn to soul-spaces opening round a brow,

He turned to the vision like a sea to the moon
And suffered a dreamn of beauty and of change,
Bhscovered the aureole round a mortal’s head,
Adored a new divimity in things.

His self-bound nature foundered as in fire:

His life was taken into another’s life.

The splendid ioncly idols of his brain

Fell prostrate from their bright sufficiencies,

As at the touch of a new infinite,

To worship a godhead greater than their own.

An unknown imperious force drew him to her.
Marvelling he came across the golden sward:
Gaze met close gaze and clung in sight’s embrace.
A visage was there, noble and great and calm,

As if encircled by a halo of thought,

A span, an arch of meditating light,

As though some secret nimbus haif was seen;

Rer inner vision still remembering kncw

A forehead that wore the crown of all her past,
Two eyes her constant and eternal stars,

Comrade and sovereign eves that claimed her soul,
Lids known through many iives, large frames of love.
He met in her vegard his future’s gaze,
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A promise and a presence and a fire,

Saw an embodiment of aconic dreams,

A mystery of the rapture for which all

Yearns in this world of brief mortality

Mads in material shape his very own,

This goiden figure given to his grasp

Hid in iis breast the key of all his aims,

A spell to bring the Immortul’s bliss on earth,
To mate with heaven’s truth our mortal thoughi,
To lift earth-hearts nearer the Eternal’s sun.

in these great spirits now incarnate here

Love brought down power out of etzrnity

To make of life his new undying base.

His passion surged a wave from fathomless deeps;
[t leapt to earth from far forgotten heights,

But kepl 1ts nature of infimty.

On the dumb bosom of this oblivious globs
Although as unknown beings we seem o meet,
Our lives are not aliens nor a8 strangers join,
Moved to each other by a causeless force,

The soul can recognise its answering soul
Across dividing Time and, on Life’s roads
Absorbad wrapped traveller, turning it recovers
Familiar splendours in an unknown fage

And touched by the warning finger of swift love
It thrills again to an immortal joy

Wearing a mortal body for delight.

There is 2 Power within that knows beyond

Our knowings; we are greater than our thoughts,
And sometimes earth uaveils that vision here.
To live, to love are signs of infnite things,

Lave is a glory from eternity's spheres.

Abased, disfigured, mocked by baser mights
'That steal his name and shape and ecstasy,

He is still the Godhead by which all can change.
A mystery wakes in our inconscient stuff,
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A bliss is botn that can remake our life.

Love dwells in us like an unopened flower
Awalting a rapid moment of the soul,

Or he roams in his charmed sieep mid thoughts and things;
The child-god is at play, he seeks himself

In many hearts and minds and living forms:

He lingers for a sign that he can know

And, when it comes, wakes blindly to a voice,
A look, 2 touch, the meaning of a face.

His instrument the dim corporeal mind,

Of celestial insight now forgetful grown,

He seizes on some sign of outward chatrm

To guide him mid the throng of Nature’s hints,
Reads heavenly truths into earth’s semblances,
Desires the image for the Godhead’s sake,
Divines the immortalities of form

And takes the body for the sculptured soul.
Love's adoration like a mystic seer

Through vision looks at the invisibte,

In earth’s alphabet finds a Godlike sense;

But the mind only thinks, ““Behold the one

For whom my lift has waited long unfilled,
Behold the sudden sovereign of my days.”
Heart feels for heart, imb cries for answering limb:
All strives to cnforee the unity all is.

Tao far from the Divine, Love seeks his troth
And life is blind and the instruments deceive
And Powers are there that labour to debase.
Still can the vision come, the joy arrive,

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

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

A scul made ready through a thousand years

Is the living mould of a supreme Descent,

These knew each other though in forms thus strange.
Although to sight unknown, although [ife, mind
Had aliered to hold a new significance,
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These bodies summed the drifi of numberless births
And the spirit to the spirit was the same.

Amazed by a joy for which they had waited long,
The lovers met upon their different paths,
Travellers across the limitless plains of Time
Together drawn from fate-led journeyings

Tn the sclf-closed solitnde of thejr human past,
To a swift rapturons dream ol future joy

And the unexpected present of these eyes.

By the revealing ereatness of a look,
Form-smitten the spirit’s memory woke in sense.
The mist was torn that lay between two lves;
Her heatrt vnveiled and his to find her turned;
Attracted as in hcaven star by star,

They wondered at each other and rejoiced

And wove affinity in a silent gaze.

A moment passed that was cternity’s ray,

An hour began, the matrix of new Time.
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Canto Three

Satyavan and Sawifri

Ot of the voiceless mystery of the past

In a present ignorant of forgotten bonds

These spirits met upon the roads of Time.

Yet in the heart their secret conscious selves

At once aware grew of each other warned

By the first call of a delightful vorce

And a first vision of the destined face.

As when being cries to being from its depths
Rehind the screen of the external sense

And strives 1o find the heart-disclosing word,

The passionate speech revealing the soul’s need,
But the mind’s ignorance vefls the inner sight,
Only a little breaks through our earth-made bounds,
So now they met in that momentous hour,

So utter the recognition in the deeps,

The remembrance lost, the onencss felt and missed.
Thus Satvavan spoke first to Savitri:

“% thou who com’st to me out of Time’s silences,
Yet thy voice bas wakened my heart to an unknown bliss,
Immeortal or mortal only in thy frame,

For more than earth speaks to me from thy soul
And rnore than earth surrcunds me in thy gaze,
How art thou named among the sons of men?
Whence hast thou dawned filling my spirit’s days,
Brighter than summer, brighter than my flowers,
Into the lonely borders of my life,

O Sunlight moulded like a polden maid ?

I know that mighty gods are friends of earth.
Amid the pageantries of day and dusk,

Long have T travelled with my pilgrim soul
Moved by the marvel of familiar things.
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Earth could not hide from me the powers she veils:
Even though moving mid an earthly scene

And the common surfaces of terrestrial things,

My vision saw unblinded by her forms,

The Godhead looked at me from familiar scenes.

T witnessed the virgin bridals of the dawn

Behind the glowing curtains of the sky

Or vying i joy with the bright morning’s steps

I paced along the slumberons coasts of morn,

Or the gold desert of the sunhight crossed
Traversing ereat wastes of splendour and of fire,
2r met the moon gliding amazed through heaven
In the uncertain wideness of the night,

Or the stars marched on their long sentinel routes
Pointing their spears through the infinitudes,

The day and dusk revealed to me hidden shapes;
Figures have come to me from secret shores

And happy Laces looked [rom ray and flame,

I have heard strange voices cross the ether’s waves,
The centaur’s wizard song has thrilled my ear;

I glimpsed the Apsaras bathing in the pools

And saw the wood-nymphs peering through the leaves;
The winds have shown to me their trampling lords,
[ have beheld the princes of the Sun

Burning in thousand-pillared homes of light.

e now my mind could dream and my heart fear
That from some wonder-couch beyond our air
Risen in a wide morning of the gods

Thou drov'st thy horses from the Thunderer’s worlds.
Although to heaven thy beauty seems alhied,

Much rather would my thoughts rejoice to know
That mortal swectness smiles between thy lips

And thy heart can beat beneath a human gaze
And thy aurcate bosom quiver with a look

And its tumult answer fo an earth-born voice.

If oor time-vexed affections thou canst feel,
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Earth's eass of simple things can satisfy,

if thy glance can dwell content on earthly soil,
And this celestial summary of delight,

Thy golden body, dally with fatigue

Oppressing with its grace our terrain, while

The frail sweet passing taste of earthly food
Delays thee and the torrent’s leaping wine,
Descend. Let thy journey cease, come down to us,
Close is my father’s creepered hermitage

Screened by the tall ranks of these silent kings,
Sung to by voices of the hue-robed choirs

Whose chants repeat transcribed in music’s notes
The passionate coloured lettering of the boughs
And fill the hours with their melodicus cry.

Amid the welcome-hum of many bees

Invade our honied kingdom of the woods;

There let me lead thee into an opulent lifc,

Bare, simple 1s the sylvan hermit-life;

Yetis it clad with the jewelry of earth.

Wild winds tun — visttors midst the swaving tops,
Through the calm days heaven’s sentinels of peace
Couched on a purple robe of sky above

Look down on a rich secreey and hush

And the chambered nuptial waters chant within.
Enormous, whispering, many-formed around

High forest pods have taken in their arms

The human hour, a goest of their centuried pomps.
Apparelled are the moras in gold and green,
Sunlight and shadow tapestry the walls

To make a resting chamber fit for thee.”

Awhile she paused as if hearing still his voice,
Unwilling to break the charm, then slowly spoke.
Musing she answered: “I am Savitri,

Princess of Madra. Who art thou? What name
Musical on earth expresses thee to men?

What trunk of kings watered by fortunate streams
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Has flowered af last upon one happy branch?
Why 1s thy dwelling in the pathless wood

Far from the deeds thy glorious vouth demands,
Haunt of the anchorites and earth’s wilder broods,
Wherz only with thy witness self thon roam’st

In Nature's green unhuman loneliness
Surrounded by enormous silences

And the blind murmur of primeval calms?’

And Satyavan replied to Savitri:

“Tnn days when yet his sight looked clear on life,
King Dyumathsena once, the Shalwa, reigned
Through all the fract which from behind these tops
Passing its days of emerald delight

In trusting converse with the traveller winds
Turns, Iocking back towards the southern heavens,
And Teaus its flank upon the musing hills.

But equal fate removed her covering hand,

A bving night enclosed the strong man’s paths,
Heaven's brilliant gods recalled their careless gifts,
Took from blank eves their glad and helpmg ray
And led the uncertain goddess from his side.
Outcast from empire of the outer light,

Lost to the comradeship of sesing men,

He sojourns in two solitudes, within

And in the solemn rustle of the woods,

Son of that king, I, Satyavan, have lived
Contented, for not yet of thee aware,

In my high peopled loneliness of spirit

And this huge vital murmur kin to me,

Nursed by the vastuess, pupil of solitude.

Great Nature came to her recovered child;

I reigned in a kingdom of a nobler kind

Than men can build upon dull Matter’s soil;

I met the frankness of the primal earth,

I enjoved the intimacy of infant God.

In the great tapestried chambers of ber state

403



Savitri - Rook Five - Canlo Three 04

Free in her boundless palace [ have dwelt

Tndulged by the warm mother of us ali,

Reared with my natural brothers in her house

I lay in the wide bare embrace of heaven,

The sunlight’s radiant blessing clasped my brow,

The moonbeam’s silver ccstasy at might

Kissed my dim lids to slecp. Earth's morns were mine;
Lured by faint murmurings with the green-robed hours
T wandered lost in woods, prone to the voice

Of winds and waters, partuer of the sun’s joy,

A listenor to the universal speech:

My spirit satisfied within me knew

Godlike our birthright, luxaried our life

Whose close belongings are the earth and skies.
Before fate led me into this emerald world,

Aroused by some foreshadowing touch within,

An early prescience in my mind approached

The great dumb animal consciousness of earth

Now grown 50 close to me who have left old pomps
To live in this grandiose murmur dim and vast.

As If to a deeper country of the soul

Transposing the vivid imagery of earth,

Through an inner seeing and sense a wakening came.
A visioned spell pursued my bovhood’s hours,

All things the eye had caught in coloured lines

Were seen anew through the interpreting mind

And in the shape it sought to seize the soul.

An early child-god took my hand that held,

Moved, guided by the secking of his touch,

Bright forms and hues which Hed across his sight;
Limned upon page and stone they spoke to men.
High beauty’s visitantls my inmates were.

The neighing pride of rapid life that roums
Wind-maned through our pastures, on my seeing mood
Cast shapes of swifiness; treoping spolled deer
Against the vesper sky became a song
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Of evening io the silence of the soul.

1 caught for some ¢ternal eye the sudden
Kingfisher flashing to a darkling pool;

A slow swan silvering the azure lake,

A shape of magic whiteness, sailed through dream;
Leaves trembling with the passion of the wind
And wandering wings nearing from infinity

Lived on the tablets of my inner sight;

Mountains and trees stood there like thoughts from God.

Pranked butterflies, the conscious flowers of air,
The brilltant long bills in their vivid dress,

The peacock seattering on the breeze his moons
Painted my memory hke a frescocd wall,

T carved my vision out of wood and stong;

I caught the echoes of a word supreme

And metred the rhythm-beats of infinity

And listened through music for the cternal Voice,
I felt a covert touch, I heard a call,

But could not clasp the body of my God

Or hold between my hands the World-Mother's feet.
In men I met strange portions of a Self

That sought for fragments and in fragments lived:
Each lived in himself and for himseif alone

And with the rest joined only fleeting ties:

Fach passioned over his surface joy and grief,
Nor saw the Eternal in his secret house.

I conversed with Nature, mused with the changeless stars,

(3od’s watch-fires burning in the ignorant Night,
And saw upon her mighty visage fall

A ray prophetic of the Eternal’s sun.

I sat with the forest sages in their trance:

There poured awaking streams of diamond light,
I glimpsed the presence of the One in all.

But still there lacked the last transcendent power
And Matter still slept empty of its Lord.

The spirit was saved, the body lost and mute
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Lived stilf with Death and ancient Fgnorance,
The Inconscient was its basc, the Void its fate.
But thou hast come and all will surely change:
¥ shall feel the World-Mother in thy golden limbs
And hear her wisdom in thy sacred voice.

The child of the Void shall be reborn in God.
My Matter shall evade the Inconscient’s trance,
My body like my spirit shall be free:

[t shall escape from Death and Ignorance.”
And Savitn musing still replied to him:

“Speak more to me, speak more, O Satyavan,
Speak of thyself and all thou art within;

I would know thec as if we had ever lived
Togather in the chamber of our souls.

Speak till a light shall comc into my heart

And my moved mortal mind shall understand
What all the deathless being 10 me feels,

It knows that thou art he my spint has sought
Amidzt earth’s thronging visages and forrms
Across the golden spaces of my hfe.”

And Satyavan like a replying harp

To the insistent calling of a flute

Answered her questioning and let stream to her
His heart i many-coloured waves of speech:
“O golden princess, perfect Savitri,

More T would tell than failing words can speak
Of all that thou hast meant to me, unknown,
All that the lightning flash of love reveals,

In one great hour of the unveiling gods

Even a brief neamess has reshuped my life.

For now I know that all T lived and was
Moved towards this moment of my heart’s rebirth;
I look back on the meaning of myself,

A soul made ready on earth’s soil for thee.
Once were my days like days of other men:

To think and act was all, to enjoy and breathe:
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This was the width and height of mortal hope:
Yet there came glimpses of a deeper self

That lives behind Jife and makes her act its scene,
A truth was felt that screened its shape from mind,
A Greatness working towards a hidden end,

And vaguely through the forms of earth there looked
Something that life is not and yet must be.

I groped for the Mystery with the lantern, Thought,
Its glimmerings lighted with the abstract word

A half-visible ground and travelling yard by yard
It mapped a system of the Self and (od.

I could not live the trath it spoke and thought.

1 turned to seize its form 1o visible things,

Hoping to fix its rule by mortal mind,

Imposed a narrow structare of world-law

Upon the freedom of the Infinite,

A hard firm skeleton of outward Truth,

A mental scheme of a mechanic Power.

This light showed more the darknesses unsearched;
it made the original secrgcy more occult.

It could not analyse its cosmic veil

Or glimpse the Wonder-worker’s hidden hand
And trace the pattern of his magic plans.

I plunged nto an inner seeing Mind

And knew the secret laws and sorcenes

That make of Matter mind's bewildered slave.
The mystery was not solved but despened more,

I strove to find its hints through Beauty and Art,
But Form cannot unveil the indwelling Power;
Only it throws 1ts symbols at our hearts.

It evoked a mood of self, invoked a sign

Of all the brooding glory hidden in sense:

I lived in the ray but faced net.to.the Sun.

I locked upen the wqgi;;_l_ and missed the Self,

wwwwww

And when I fmmd the Self, T lﬂst the world,

-----

My other seives I lost and the bnd}r of God,
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The link of the finite with the Infinite,

The bridge between the appearance and the Fruth,
The mystic aim for which the world was made,
The human sense of Immertality.

But now the gold link comes to me with thy feet
And His gold sun has shone on me from thy face.
For now another realm draws near with thee
And now diviner voices fill my ear,

A strange new world swims to me in thy gaze
Approaching like a star from unknown heavens,
A cry of spheres comes with thee and a song

Of flaming gods. 1 draw a wealthier breath

And in a fierfer march of moments move.

My mind transfigures to a rapturous seer.

A foam-leap travelling from the waves of bliss
Has changed my heart and changed the earth around:
All with thy coming fills. Aar, soil and stream
Wear bridal raiment to be fit for thee

And sunlight grows a shadow of thy hue
Because of change within me by thy look.

Come nearer io me from thy car of light

On this green sward disdaiming not our soil.

For here are secret spaces made for thee

Whose caves of emerald long to screen thy form.
Wilt thou net make this mortal bliss thy sphere?
Descend, O Happiness, with. thy moon-gold feet,
Enrich earth’s floors upon whose sleep we Iie.

G my bright beauty's princess, Savitr,

By my delight and thy own joy compelled

Enter my life, thy chamber and thy shrine.

In the great quietness where gpirits meet,

Led by my hushed desire into my woods

Let the dim rustling arches over thee lean;

One with the breath of things eternal Lve,

Thy beartbeats near 1o mine, il there shall leap
Enchanted from the fragrance of the flowers
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A moment which all murmurs shall reeall
And every bird remember in its cry.”

Allured to her lashes by his passionate words
Her lathomless soul Tooked at him from her eves,
Puassing her lips in liquid sounds it spoke.

This word alonc she uttered and said all:

“Q Satyavan, I have heard thee and I know;

[ know that thou and only thou art he.””

Then down she came from her high carven car
Descending with a soft and faltering haste;

Her many-hued raunent glistening in the light
Hovered a moment over the wind-stirred grass,
Mixcd with & glimmer of her body’s ray

Like lovely plumage of a settling bird.

Her gleaming feet upon the green gold sward
Scattered a memory of wandenng bearns

And lightly pressed the unspoken desire of earth
Cherished in her too bricf passing by the soil.
Then flitting like pale brilliant moths her hands
Took fropt the sylvan verge’s sunlit arms

A Ioad of their jewel faces’ clustering swarms,
Companions of the spring-time and the breeze.
A candid garland set with simple forms

Her rapid fingers taught a flower song,

The stanzaed movement of & marnage hymun.
Profound in perfume and immersed in hue

They mixed thelr yearning’s coloured signs and made
The bloom of their purity and passion one.

A sacrament of jov in treasuring palms

She brought, flower-symbol of her offered life,
Then with raised hands that trembled a little now
At the very closeness that her soul desired,

This bond of sweetness, their bright union’s sign,
She laid on the bosom coveted by her love.

As if inclined before some gracious god

(19
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Who has ouwt of his mist of greatness shone

To fill with beauty his adorer’s hours,

She bowed and touched his feet with worshipping bands;
She made her life his world for him to tread
And made her body the room of his delight,
Her beating heart a remembrancer of bliss.

He bent to her and took into his own

Their marned vearning joined like folded hopes;
As il a whole rich world suddenly possessed,
Wedded to all he had been, became hmself,

An inexhaustible joy made his alone,

He gathered all Savitri into his clasp.

Around her his emhrace became the sign

Of a locked closeness through slow intimate vears,
A first sweet summary of delight to come,

One brevity intense of all long life.

in 2 wide moment of two souls that meet

ahe folt her being flow into him as in waves

A river pours inte 2 mighty sea.

As when & soul is merging into God

To live in Him for ever and know His joy,

Her consciousness was a wave of him alone

And all her separate self was lost in his.

As a starry heaven encircles happy earth,

He shut her into umself in a circle of bliss

And shut the world into himself and her.

A boundless jzolation made them one;

He was aware of her enveloping him

And let her penatrate his very soul,

As is a world by the world’s spixit filled,

As the morial wakes into Eternity,

As the finite opens to the Infinite.

Thus were they in each other lost awhile,

Then drawing back from their long ecstasy’s trance
Came into a new self and a new world,

Each now was 2 part of the other’s unity.
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Now of ntore wandering it has no need.

But [ must haste back to my father’s house

Which soon will lose onc loved accustomed tread

And listen in vain for a once cherished voice.

For soon I shall return nor ever again

Oneness must sever 1ts recovered bliss

Or fate sunder our lives while life Is ours.

Once more she mounted on the carven car

And under the ardour of a fiery noon

Less bright than the splendour of her thoughts and dreams
She sped swift-remed, swift-hearted but still saw

In still Tucidities of sight’s inner world

Through the cool scented wood’s luxurious gloom

On shadowy paths between great rugeed trunks

Pace towards a tranguil clearing Satyavan,

A nave of trees eashrined the hermit thatch,

The new deep covert of her felicity,

Preferred to heaven her soul’s temple and home.

This now remained with her, her heart's constant scene.

ExD oF CANTG THREE
End of Book Five
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He beheld the cosmic Being at his task,

His cyes measured the spaces, gauged the depths,

His mner gaze tha movements of the soul,

He saw the eternal labour of the Gods,

And Iooked upon the life of beasts and men.

A change now fell upon the singer’s mood,

A rapture and a pathos moved his voice;

He sang no more of light that never wanes,

And oncuess and pure everlasting bliss,

He sang no more the deathless heart of love,

His chunt was a hymn of Ignorance and Fate.

He sang the name of Vishnu and the birth

And joy and passion of the mystic world,

And how the stars were made and life began

And the mute regions stirred with the throb of a soul.
He sang the Inconscient and its secret self,

lis power omnipoienl knowing not what it does,

All shaping without will or thought or sense,

fts blind unerring occult mystery,

And darkness yvearning towards the cternal Eight,
And Love that hroods within the dim abyss

And waits the answer of the luman heart,

And death that climbs to immortality.

He sang of the Truth that cries from Night's blind deeps,
And the Mother Wisdom hid in Wature's breast

And the Idea that through her dumbness works

And the miracle of her transforming hands,

Of life that slumbers in the stone and sun

And mind sublimina! in mindless life,

And the consciousness that wakes in beasts and men.
He sang of the glory and marvel still to be born,

Of the Godhead throwang off at last its veil,

Of bodies made divine and hife made bliss,

Immortal sweetness clasping immortal might,

Heart sensing heart, thought [ooking straight at thought,
And the delight when every barrier falls,

416
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And the transfiguration and the ecstasy,

And as he sang the demons wept with joy
Foreseeing the end of iheir long dreadful task
And the defeat for which they hoped in vain,
And glad release from their self-chosen doom
And return inte the One from whom they came.
He¢ who has conquered the immortals’ seafs,
Came down to men on carth the Man divine.

As might a lightning streak, a glory fell

WNearing unti! the rapt eyes of the sage

Looked out from luminous ¢loud and, strangely limned,
Hiz face, a beautiful mask of antique jov,
Appeanng in light descended where arose

King Aswapathy's palace to the winds

In Madra, flowering up in delicate stone.

There welcomed him the sage and thoughtful king,
At his side a creature beautiful, passionate, wise,
Aspiring like a sacrificial flame

Skyward from its earth-seat through lumincus air,
Queen-browed, the human mether of Saviiri,
There for an hour untouched by the earth’s siege
They ceased from commeon life and care and sat
Incliniag to the high and rhythmic voice,

While in his measured chant the heavenly seer
Spoke of the toils of men and what the gods
Strive for on earth, and joy that throbs behind
The marvel and the mystery of.pain.

He sang to them of the lotus-heart of love

With all its thousand luminous buds of truth,
Which quivering sleeps veiled by apparent things.
It trembles at each touch, it strives to wake

And one day it shall hear a blissful voice

And in the garden of the Spouse shall bloom
When she is seized by her discovered lord.

A mighty shuddering coil of ecstasy

Crept through the deep heart of the universe.

417
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Out of her Matter's stupor, her mind’s dreams,

She woke, she looked upon God's uaveiled face.
Even as he sang and rapture stole through earth-time
And caught the heavens, came with a call of hooves,
As of her swift heart hastening, Savitri;

Her radiant tread glimmered across the floor,

A happy wonder in her fathomless gaze,

Changed by the halo of her love she came;

Her eyes rich with a shining mist of jov

As one who comes {rom a heavenly embassy
Discharging the proud mission of her heart,

One carrying the sanction of the gods

To her love and its lumincus eternity,

She stoad before her mighty father's throne

And, eager for beauty on discovered earth
Transformed and new in her heart’s miracle-light,
Saw like a rose of marvel, worshipping,

The fiery sweetness of the son of Heaven,

He flung on her his vast immortal look:

His inner gaze surrounded her with ifs Jight

And reining back knowledge from his immortal lips
He cried to her, “Who is this that comes, the bride,
The flame-born, and reund ber iilumined head
Pouring their lights her hymeneal pomps

Move flashing about her? From what green glimmer of glades
Retreating into dewy silences

Or half-seen verge of waters moen-betrayed

Bringst thon this glory of enchanted eyes?

Ezarth has gold-hued expanses, shadowy hills

That cowl ther dreaming phantom beads in night,
And guarded ir a cloistral joy of woods,

Screened banks sink down into felicity

Seized by the curved incessant yearning hands

And ripple-passion of the up-gazing stream:

Armid coollipped murmurs of its pure embrace
They lose their souls on beds of trembling reeds.
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And all these are mysterious presences

In which some spirit’s immortal bliss is felt,

And they betray the earth-born heart to jov.

There hast thou paused, and marvelling borne eyes
Unknown, or heard a voice that forced thy life

To strain its rapture through thy listening soul?
Or, if my thought could frust thus shimmering gaze,

Tt would say: thou hast not drunk from an earthly cup,

But stepping through azure curtains of the mom
Thou wast surrounded on 4 magic verge

In brighter countries than man’s eyes can bear.
Assailed by frooping voices of delight

And seized mid a sonht plamour of the boughs

In faery woods, led down the gleaming slopes

Of Gundhamadan where the Apsaras roam,

Thy limbs have shared the sports which none has seen,
And in god-haunts thy human footsieps strayed,

Thy mortal bosom quivercd with god-speech

And thy soul answered to a Word unknown.

What feet of gods, what ravishing flutes of heaven
Have thrilled lugh melodies round, from near and far
Approaching through the soft and revelling air,
Which still surprised thou hearest? They have fed
Thy silence on some red strange-ecstasied fruit

And thou hast trod the dim moon-peaks of biiss.
Reveal, O winged with light, whence thou hast flown
Hastening bright-hued through the green-tangled earth,
Thy body rhythmical with the spring-bird’s call.

The empty rases of thy hands are filled

Only with their own beauty and the thrill

Of a remembered clasp, and in thee glows

A heavenly jar, thy firm deep-honied heart,
New-brimming with a sweet and nectarous wine,
Thow hast not spoken with the kings of pain,

Life’s perilous music rings yet to thy ear
Far-melodied, rapid, grand, a Centaur’s song,
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Or soft as water plashing mid the hills,
Ot mighty as a great chant of many winds.
Moon-bright thou livest in thy inner bliss.
Thouw comest like a silver deer through groves
(f coral Aowers and buds of glowing dreams,
{Or fleest like a wind-goddess through leaves,
Or roamest, O ruby-eyed and snow-winged dove,
Flitting through thickets of thy pure desires
In the unwounded beauty of thy soul.
These things are only images to thy earth,
But truest truth of that which in thee sleeps.
For such is thy spirit, a sister of the gods,
Thy earthly body lovely to the eves,
And thou art kin in joy to heaven’s sons.
0 thou who hast come to this great perilous world
MNow only seen through the splendour of thy dreams,
Where hardly love and beauty can live safe,
Thyself a being dangerously great,
A soul alone in a golden house of thoupght
Has lived walled in by the safety of thy dreams.
On heights of happiness leaving doom asleep
Who hunts unseen the unconscious lives of men,
If thy heart could live locked in the ideal's zold,
As high, as happy might thy waking be!
If for all time doom could be [eft to sleep!”
Hz spoke but held his knowledge back from words.
As a cloud piays with lightning’s vivid Iaugh,
But stili kolds back the thunder ix its heart,
COnly he let bright images escape.
His speech like glimmering mnosic veiled his thoughts:
Pitifu] to mortals, only to them it spoke,
As a wind flatters the bright summer air,
Of living beauty and of present bliss:
He hid ig his al-knowing mind the rest.
To those whe hearkened to his celestial voice,
‘The veil heaven’s pity ithrows on future pain
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The Immortals’ sanction secimed of endless joy,
But Aswapathy answered to the seer;

His listening mind had marked the dubious ¢lose,
An ominous shadow (elt behind the worlds,

But calm like one who cver sits facing Fate

Here mid the dangerous contours of earth's life,
He answered covert thought with guaided speech:
“O deathless sage who knowest all things here,

If I could read by the ray of my own wish
Through the carved shield of svmbal images
Which thou hast thrown belore thy heavenly mind
I might see the steps of a young godlike life
Happily beginning lominous-cyed on earth;
Between the Unknowable and the Unseen

Born on the borders of two wonder-worlds,

it flames out symbols of the Infinite

And lives n a great light of inner suns.

For it has read and broken the lidden seals,

It has drunk of the Immortal's wells of joy,

It has leoked across the jewel bars of heaven,

It has entered the aspiring Secrecy,

It sees beyond terrestrial common things

And communes with the Powers that build the worlds,
Till through the shining gates and mystic streets
Of the city of lapis lazuli and pearl

Proud deeds step forth a rank and march of gods.
Although in pauses of our human lives

Earth keeps for man seme short and perfect hounrs
When the inconscient tread of Time can seem
The eternal moment which the deathless live,

Yet rare that touch upon the mortal’s world.
Hardly a soul and body here are born

Lii the fierce difficult movement of the stars,
Whose life can kecp the paradisal notc,

Its rhythm repeat the many-toned melody
Tirelessly throbbing through the rapturous air
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Caught in the song that sways the Apsara’s limbs
When she floats gleaming like a cloud of light,

A wave of joy on heaven’s moon-stone floor.
Behold this image cast by light and love,

A stanza of the ardour of the gods

Perfectly thymed, a pillared ripple of gold!

Her body like a brimmed pifcher of delight
Shaped in a splendour of gold-coloured bronze
As if to seize earth’s truth of hidden bliss,
Dream-made ilumined mirrors arc her eyes
Draped subtly in a slumberous fringe of jet,
Retaining heaven’s reflections in their depths.
Even as her body, such is she within,

Heaven's lustrous mornings glorously recur,
Like drops of fire upon a silver page,

Iz her young spirit yet untouched with tears.

All begutifyl things eternal seem and new

To virgin wonder 12 her erystal soul.

The unchanging blue reveals ity spacious thought;
Marvellous the moon floats on through wondering skies;
Earth’s Aowers spring up and laugh at time and death;
The charmed mutations of the enchanter life
Race like brnight children past the smiling hours.
If but this jov of fife could last, nor pain

Throw its hronze note into her rhythmed days!
Behold her, singer wilh the prescient gaze,

And let thy blessing chant that this fair child
Shall pour the nectar of a sorrowless life

Around her from her Iucid heart of love,

Heal with her bliss the tired breast of earth

And cast like a happy snare felicity.

As grows the great and golden bounteous tree
Flowering by Alacananda’s murmuring waves,
Where with enamoured speed the waters rin
Lisping and babbling to the splendour of morn
And cling with lyric laughter round the knees
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Of heaven's daughters dripping magic rain
Pearl-bright from moon-gold limbs and cloudy harr,
S0 are her dawns like jewelled lcaves of light,

So casts she her felicity on mea.

A flame of radiant happiness she was born,

And surely will that Aame set earth alight:
Doom surely wil] see her pass and say no word,
But too often here the carcless Mother leaves
Her chosen in the envious hands of Fate:

The harp of God falls mute, its call to bliss
Discouraged fails mid earth’s unhappy sounds;
The strings of the siren Fcstasy cry nof here

Or soon arc silenced in the human heart.

Of sorrow’s songs we have enough: bid once
Her glad and griefless days ring heaven here,

Or must fire always test the great of soul?

Along the dreadful causeway of the gods
Armoured with love and faith and sacred joy,

A traveller to the Eternal’s house

Once let unwounded pass a mortal life.”

But Narad answered not; silent he sat,

Knowing that words are vain and Fate is lord,
He looked into the unseen with secing eyes,
Then, dallying with the mortal’s ignorance

Like one who knows not, guestioning, he cried:
“On what high mission went her hastening wheels?
Whence came she with this glory in her heari
And Paradise made visible in her eves?

What sudden God has met, what face supreme?”
To whom the king, “The red asoca watched

Her zoing forth which now sees her return.
Arisen into an air of flaming dawn

Like a bright bird tired of her lenely branch

To find her own lord, since to her on carth

He came not yef, this sweatness wandered forth
Cleaving ber way with the beat of her ranid wings.
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Led by a distant call her vague swift flight
Threaded the summer morns and sunlit lands.
The happy rest her burdened lashes keep

And these charmed guardian lips hold treasured still.
Virgin who comest perfecied by joy,

Reveal the name thy sodden heart-beats learned.
Whom hast thou chosen kingliest among men?”’
And Savitri answered with her stifl calm voice
As one who speaks beneath the eyes of Fate:
“Father and king, I have carried out thy will,
One whom I sought I found in distant lands;

[ have obeyed my heart, I have heard its ¢all.
On the borders of a dreaming wilderness

Mid Shalwa's giant hills and brooding woods,
In his thatched hermitage Dyumathsena dwells,
Blind, exiicd, outcast, onee a mighty king,

The son of Dyumathsena, Satyavan

I have met on the wild forest’s lonely verge.

My father, I have chosen. This is done.”
Astonished, all sat silent for a space.

Then Aswapathy looked within and saw

A heavy shadow float above the name

Chased by a sudden and stupendous light;

He looked into his daughter’s eyes and spoke:
“Well hast thou done and T approve thy choice.
If this is all, then all is surely well;

If there is more, then all can still be well.
Whether it seem good or evil to men’s eves,
Only for good the secret Will can work.

Our destiny 15 written in double terms:

Through Nature’s contraries we draw near God;
Out of the darkness we still grow to light.
Death is our road to mmmortality.

‘Cry woe, cry woe,’ the world’s lost voices wail,
Yet conguers the eternal Good at last.”

Then might the sage have spoken, but the king
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In haste broke out and staved the dangerous word:
*0 singer of the ultimate ecstasy,

Lend not a danperous vision to the blind,

Because by native right thou hast seen clear.
fmpose not on the mortal’s tremulous breast

The dire ordeal that foreknowledpe brings:
Demand not now the godhead in our acts.

Here are not happy peaks the heaven-nymphs roam,
Or Coilas or Vaicountha's starry stair,

Abrupt jagged hills only the mighty ¢limb

Are here where few dare even think to rise;

Far voices call down from the dizzy rocks,

Chi!lj slippery, precipitnus are the paths.

-—|_. —_—

In thmr large t heaw’anw tha}_dwell CXe __Et from Fate
And the-"fr fﬂrg::t the wounded feet of man,

His limbs that faint beneath the Whlph of gnet,
His heart that hears the tread of time and death,
The luture’s road is hid {rom mortal sight:

He moves towards a veiled and secret face.

To light one step in front is all his hope

And only [or a little strength he asks

To meet the riddle of his shrouded fate.
Awaited by a vague and half-seen force,

Awate of danger to his uncertain hours

He guards his flickering vearnings from her breath;
He feels not when the dreadful fingers close
Around him with the grasp none can elude.

If thou canst logse her grip then only speak,
Perhaps from the iron snare there is escape:
QOur mind perhaps deceives us with its words
And gives the name of doom to our own choice;
Perhaps the blindness of our will is Fate.”

He said and Narad answered not the king.

But now the queen alarmed lifted her voice:

“O seer, thy bright arrival has been timed
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To this high moment of & happy life.

Then let the speach benign of griefless spheres
Confirm this blithe conjunction of two stars
And sanction joy with thy celestial voice.

Here drag not in the peril of our thoughts,

Let not our words creafe the doom they fear.
Here is no cauwse for dread, no chance for grief
To raise her ominous head and stare at love:

A single spirit in a multitude,

Happy is Satyavan mid earthly men

Whomt Savitri has chosen for her mate,

And lortunate the {orest hermitage

Where leaving her palace and riches and a throne
My Savitrl will dwell and bring in heaven.

Then let thy blessing put the immortals® seal

On these bright lives® unstained felicily

Pushing the ominous Shadow from their days.
Too heavy falls a Shadow on man’s heart;

It dares not be too happy upon earth.

It dreads the blow dogging too vivid joys,

A lash unseen in Fate’s extended hand,

The danger lurking in fortune’s proud extremes,
An irony m hife’s indulgent smile,

And trembies at the laughter of the gods.

Or if crouches unseen a panther doom,

If wings of Evil brood above that house,

Then also speak, that we may turp aside

And resone our lives from hazard of wayside doom
And chance entanglement of an alien fate.™
And Narad slowly apswered {o the queen:
“What help is in prevision to the driven ?

Safc doors ery opening near, the doomed pass om.
A future knowledge i3 an added pain,

A torturing brrden and a fruitless light

On the enormous sceae that Fate has built.

The eternal poet, universal Mind,
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Has paged each lime of his imperial act;

Invisible the giant actors tread

And man lives like some secret playsr’s mask.

He knows not cven what his lips shall speak.

For a mysterious Power compels his steps

And life is stronger than his trembling soul.

None can refuse what the stark Force demands,
Her eyes are fixed upon her mighty aim:

No cry or prayer can furn her from her path,

She has leaped an arrow from the bow of God.”
His words were theirs who live unforced to prieve
And heip by calm the swaying wheels of life

And the long restlessness of transient things

And the trouble and passion of the unquict worid.
As though her own hosom were pierced the mother saw
The ancient human sentence strike her child,

Her sweetness that deserved another fate

Only a larger measure given of tears.

Aspiring 10 the nature of the gods,

A mind proof-armoured mailed in mighty thoughts,
A will entire couchant behind wisdom's shield,
Though to still heavens of knowledge she had risen,
Though calm and wise and Aswapathy’s queen,
Human was she still and opened her doors to grief;
The stony-eyed injustice she accused

Of the marble godhead of inflexible Law;

Nort sought the strength extreme adversity brings
To lives that stand erect and front the World-Power:
Her heart appealed against the impartial judge,
Taxed with perversity the impersonal One,

Her tranquil spirit she called not to her aid,

But as a common man beneath his load

Grows faint and breathes his pain in ignorant words,
S0 now she arraigred the World's impassive will:
“What stealthy doom has crept across her path
Emerging from the dark forest’s sullen heart,
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What avil thing stood smiling by the way

And wore the beauty of the Shalwa boy?
Perhaps he came an enemy {rom her past
Armed with a hidden force of ancient wrongs,
Himself unknowing, and seized her unknown.
Here dreadfully entangled love and hate

Mest us blind wanderers mid the perils of Time,
Our days are links of a disastrous chain,
NECEssIly avenges casual steps;

(d cruelties come back unrecognized,

The gods make use of our forgotien d=sds,

Yet all in vain the batter law was made.

Our own minds are the justicers of doorm.

For nothing have we lzaraed, but stiil repeat
CGur stark misuse of self and others’ selves,

And falleq from his ethercal elerment

Love darkens to the spirit of nether gods.

The dreadful angel, angry with his joys
Woundingly sweet he cannot vet forego,

Is pitiless to the soul his gaze disarmed,

He visits with his own pangs his quivering prey
Fercing us to cling enamoured to his grip

Asif in love with our own agony.

This is one poignant misery i the world,

And grief has other lassoes for our life.

Qur sympathies become our forturers,

stremgth have I my own punishment to bear,
Knowing it just, but on this earth perplexed,
Smitten in the sorrow of scourged and helpless things,
Often it fainis to meet other suffering eyes,

We are not a3 the gods who know not grief

And look impassive on a suffering world,

Calm they gaze down on the littie human scene
And the short-lived passton crossing mortal hearts,
An ancient tale of woe can move us still,

We keep the ache of breasts that breathe no WOKE,
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We are shaken by the sight of human pain,
And share the miseries that others feal.

Ours not the passionless lids that cannot age.
Too hard for us is heaven's indifference:

Our own tragsdies are not enough for us,

All pathos and all suffcrings we make ours:
We have sorrow for a greatiess passed away
And feel the touch of tears in mortal things.
Even a stranger’s anguish rends my heart,
And this, O Narad, 15 my well-loved child.
Hide not from us our doom, if doom is ours.
This is the worst, an unkaown face of Fate,
A terror ominons, mute, felt more than seen
Behind our seat by day, our couch by night,
A Fate lurking 1n the shadow of our hearts,
The anguish of the unseen that waits to strike.
To know 15 best, however hard to bear.”
Then cried the sage piercing the mother’s heart,
Forcing to stecl the will of Savitri

His words set fres the spring of cosmic Fate.
The great Gods use the pain of human hearts
&5 5 sharp ase to hew their ¢osmic road:
They squander lavishly men’s blood and tears
For a moment’s purpose in their fateful work,
This cosmic Nature’s balance 15 not ours

Nor the mystic measure of her need and use.
A single word lets Ipose vast agencies,

A casual act determines the world’s fate.

So now he set free destiny in that hour:

“The truth thou hast claimed; I give to thee the truth,
A marvel of the meeting earth and heavens

Is he whom Savitri has chosen mid men,

His figure is the front of Nature's march,

His single being excels the works of Trme.

A sapphire cutting from the sleep of heaven,
Delightfal is the soul of Satyavan,
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A ray out of the rapturous infinite,

A silence waking to a hiymn of jov.

A divinity and kingliness gird his brow;

His eyes keep a2 memory from a world of bliss,
As bnlliant as a lonely meoe in heaven,

Crentle like the sweet bud that spring desires,
Pure ke a stream that kisses silent banks,

[1s takes with bright surprise spirit and sense.
A living knot of golden Paradise,

A blue Tmmense he leans 1o the longing world,
Time's joy borrowed out of eternity,

A star of splendour or a rose of hliss.

In hum Soul and Nature, equal Presences,
Balance and fuse in a wide harmony,

The Happy in their bright ether have not hearts
WMoare sweet and trae than this of merial make
That 1akes all oy as the world"s native mift
And to all gives jov as the world’s natural right,
His speech carries a light of inner truth,

And a large-eyed communion with the Power
In common things has made veilless his mind,
A seer in earth-shapes of garbless deity,

A tranquil breadth of sky windless and still
Watching the world like a mind of unplumbed thought,
A silent space musing and luminoos

Uncovered by the morning to delight,

A green tangle of trees upon a happy hill

Muade inte 2 murmuring acst by southern winds,
These are his images and parallels,

His kin in beauty and i depth his peers.

A will to climb Lifts 4 delight to live,

Heaven's height companion of earth-heauty’s charm,
An aspiration to the immortals’ air

Lain on the lap of mortal ecstasy.

His sweetness and his joy attract all hearts

To live with his own in 2 glad tenancy,
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His strength is like a tower built to reach heaven,
A godhead quarried from the stones of hife.

Ck Ioss, if death into its elements

Of which his gracicus envelope was huilt

shatter this vase before it breathes its sweets,

As 1f earth could not keep too long from heaven
A treasure thus unique loaned by the gods,

A being so rare, of so divine a make!

In one brief year when this bright hour flies back
And perches careless on a branch of Tinge,

This sovereign glory ends heaven lent to earth,
This splendour vanishes from the mortal's sky:
Heaven’s greatness came, but was too great to stay.
Twelve swift-winged ménths are given to him and her:
This day returning Satyavan must die.”

A lightning bright and nude the scotence f2li.
But the queen cried: *Vain then can be Heaven’s grace!
IHeaven mocks us with the brilliance of its gifts,
For Ieath is a cupbearer of the wins

Of oo brief joy held up to mortal lips

For a passionate moment by the careless gods.
But I reject the grace and the mockery,
Mounting thy car go forth, O Savitd,

And fravel once more through the peopled lands.
Alas, in the green gladness of the woods

Thy heart has stooped to a misleading call.
Choose once again and leave this fated head,
Death is the gardener of this wonder-tree;

Love’s sweetness sleeps in his pale marble hand.
Advancing in 2 honeyed line but closed,

A dittle joy would buy too bitter an end.

Plcad not thy choice, for dcath has made it vain.
Thy youth and radiance were not bomn to lie

A casket void dropped on a eareless s0il;

e

But Saviiri answered from her violent heart, —
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Her voice was calm, her {ace was fixed like steel:
“Once my heart chose and chooses not again.

The word ! have spoken can nevet be erased,

F is written in the record book of God.

The truth onee attered, from the earth’s air effaced,
By mind forgetten, sounds immortaily

For ever in the memory of Time.

Oinge the dice fall thrown by the hand of Fate

In an atzrnal moment of the gods.

My heart has sealed its troth fo Satyavan:

Its signature adverse Fate cannot efface,

Its sea! not Fate nor Death nor Time dissolve,
Those who shall part who have grown onc being within?
Death’s grip can break our bodies, not our souls;
if death take him, T too know how to die,

Let Fate do with me what she wiil or can;

I am stronger than death and greater than my fate;
My love shall outiast the worid, deom falls from me
Helpless against my immortality.

Fate’s law may change, but not my spirit’s will,”
An adamant will, she cast her speech like bronze,
But in the queen's mind lstening her words

Rang Hke the voice of a seli-chosen Doom
Denying every issue of escape.

To her own dsspair answer the mother made;

As one she cried who In her heavy heart

Labours amid the sobbing of her hopes

To wake a note of help from sadder strings:

*0 child, in the magnificence of thy soul

Dwelling on the border of a greatsr world,

And, dazzled by thy supethuman thoughis,

Thou lendst eternity to a mortal hope.

Here on this mutable and ignorant earth,

Who is the [over and who is the fiiend?

All passes here, nothing remains the sate.

None is for any on this transient globe.
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He whom thowu lovest now, a stranger came
And into 2 far strangeness shall depart.

His moment’s part once done upen lifg’s stage
Which for a time was given him from within,
To other scenes he moves and other plavers
And laughs and weeps mid faces new, unknown.
The body thou hast loved is cast away

Amidst the brute unchansing stull of worlds

To indiflerent mighty Nature and becomes
Crude maitter for the joy of others” Lives,

But for our souls, upon the wheel of God

For ever turning, they arrive and go,

Married and sundered in the magic round

Of the great Dancer of the boundless danice.
Chr emotions are but high and dying notes

OF his wild musie changed compellingly

By the passionate movements of a secking Heart
In the inecssant links of hour with hounr.

To call down heaven’s distant answering song,
To cry to an unseized bliss is all we dare;

Once seized, we lose the heavenly music’s sense;
Too near, the thythmic cry has fled or failed;
All sweetnesses are baffling symbols here,

Love dies before the lover in our breast:

Qur jovs are perfurnzs in a brittle vase,

Q) then what wreck is this upon Time’s sea

To spread life's sails 10 the hurricane desire
And call for pilot the unsecing heaxt!

O child, wilt thou proclaim, wilt theu then follow
Against the Law that is the eternal wil

The autarchy of the rask titan’s mood

To whom his own fierce will 15 the one law

In a world where Truth is not, nor Light nor God?
Only the gods can speak what now thou speakst.
Thou who art human, think not like a god.

For man, below the god, above the brute,



Savitrs - Book Sfx - Canfo Owe

Iz given the calm reason as his guide;
He is not driven by an unthinking will
As are the astions of the bird and beast:
He is not moved by stark Mecesaity

Like the senzeless molion of meonscient things.

The glant's and the titan’s furious march
{limbs to vsurp the kingdom of the gods

Or skiris the demon magnitudes of Hell;

In the unrefleciing passion of their hearis
They dash their lives against the eternal Law
And fall and break by their own violent mass:
The middle path 13 made for thinking man.
To choose his steps by reason’s vigilant hght,
Te choose kis path among the many paths

Is given him, for cach kis diffficult goal

Hewn out of infinite possibility.

Feave not thy zoal to follow a heantiful face.
Only when thou hast climbed above thy mind
And iiv'st In the calm vastness of the Ong
Can love be eternal in the eternal bliss

And Love divine replace the human e,
There is a shrouded Jaw, an austere force;

It bids thee strengthen thy undyving spirit;

It offers its severe benignances

Qf work and thought and measured grave delight

As steps 1o climb to God’s far secret heights.
Then is our life a tranquil pilgrimags,

Fach year a mile apon the heavenly Way,
Each dawn opens into a Jarger Light,

Thy acts are thy helpers, or cvenis are signs,
Waking and sleep are opportunities

(iven to thee by an immortal Power:

So canst thou raise thy pure unvanguished spirit

Till spread to heaven in a wide vesper calm,
Indifferent and gentlc as the sky,
It greatens slowly into timeless peace.”
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But Savitri replied with steadfast eves:

“My will is part of the eternal will,

My fate is what my spirit’s strength can make,
My [ate 18 what my spirit’s strength can bear;
My strength is not the filar’s, it is God's.

{ have discovered my glad reality

Beyvond my body in another’s being:

I have found the desp unchanging sout of love,
Then how shall T desire a lonely good,

Or slay, aspiring to white vacant peace,

The endless hope that made my soul spring forth
Out of its infinite sclitude and sieep?

My spirit has glimpsed the glory for which it came,
Beating of one vast heart in the flame of things,
My eternity clasped by his cternity

And, tireless of the sweet abysms of Time,
Deap possibility always to love.

This, this is first, last joy and to its throb

The riches of a thovsand fortunate years

Are a poverty., Nothing to me are death and grief
Or ordinary lives and happy days.

And what to me are common souls of men

Or eves and lips that are not Satyavan's?

I have no need to draw back from his arms
And the discovered paradise of ns love

And journey mto a still infinily.

Only now for-my soul in Satyavan

I treasure the rich occasion of my birth:

In suplight and a dream of emerald ways

I shall walk with him like gods in Paradise.

If for a year, that year is all my life

And vet T know this 5 not all my {ate

Only to live and love awhile and die.

For I know now why my spirit catne on earth
And who I am and who he 15 I iove,

I have looked at him from my immortal Self,
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I have seen (God gmile at me in Satvavan;
I have seen the Fternal in a human face.”
Then none could answer to her words, Silent
They sat and locked info the eves of Faie.

EnD oF CAaNTO ONE



Cante Twe

The Way of Fate and the Problem of Pain

A silence sealed the irrevocable decree,

The word of Fate that fell from the heavenly lips
Fixing a doom no power could ever reverse
Unless heaven’s will itself could change its course.
Or s0 it seemed; vel from the silence ross

One voice that questioned changelass destiny.

A will that strove against the immutable Will,

A mother’s heart had heard the fateful speech
That rang like a sanction to the call of death
And came hike a chill close to life and hope,

Yel hope sank down hike an extinguished fire.
She felt the leaden inevitable hand

Invade the secrecy of her guarded soul

And smite with sudden pain its still content

And the empire of her hard-won quietude.
Awhile she fell o the level of human mind,

A field of mortal grief and Naiure's law

She shared, she bore the common 1ot of men
And felt what common hearts endure in Time.
Voicing earth’s guestion to the inscrutable power
The gueen now turned to the still immobile seer:
Assatled by tha discontent in Nature's depths,
Partner in the agony of dumb driven things

And all the misery, all the ignorant cry,
Passionate like sorrow questioning heaven she spoke.l
*O seer, in the earth’s strange twi-natured life,

v Alrernative ro the passage starting with “Awhile”

Asvhile ske lost her spinit’s tranguil pose.
Awlile she shared the lot of common souls
And bore the heavy hand of Death and Time
And feli the anpuish in life™s stricken dzeps,
Lending her speech to the surface sonl on earth
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Bv what pitiless adverse Necessity

Or what cold freak of a Creator’s will,

By what randem accident or governed Chance
That shaped a rule ovt of fortuttous steps,

Madg destiny from an hour’s emaotion, came
The direr mystery of grief and pain?

Is it thy God who made this cruel law ¥

Or some disastrous Power has marred his work
And he stands helpless to defend or save?

A fatal seed was sown in life's false start

When evi] twinned with good on earthly soil.
Then first appeared ihe malady of mind,

Its pang of thought, its quest for the aim of life.
It twisted into forms of good and 1l

The frank simplicity of the animal’s acts:

It turned the straight path hewn by the body's gods,
Followed the zigzag of the uncertain course

Of lile that wanders seeking for its aim

In the pale starlight falling from thought's skies;
It guides the unsure idca, the wavering will.

Lost was the instinct’s safe identity

With the arrow-point of being’s fnmost sight,
Marred the sure steps of Nature's simple walk
And truth and freedom in the growing soul.
Out of some ageless innocence and peace,
Privilege of souls not yet betrayed to birth,

Cast down to suffer on this hard dangerous carth
Our hfe was born in pain and with a Cry.
Although earth-nature welcomes heaven’s breath
Inspiring Matter with the will to live,

A thousand ills assail the mortal’s hours

And wear away the natural Jov of life;

Qur bodies are an engine cunningly made,

But for all its parts as cunmingly are planned,

she uttered the suffenng in the word's Jumb heart
And man's revolt againd his Ignorant fate,
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Contrived ingeniously with demen skill,

118 apt inevitable heritage

Of mortal danger and peculiar pain,

its payment of the fax of Time and Fate,

1ts way to suffer and its way to die.

This i3 the ransom of our high estate,

The sign and stamp of our humanity.

A grisly company of maladies

Come, licensed Jodgers, into man’s bodily house,
Purveyors of death and torturers of [ife.

In the malignant hollows of the world,

In 1ts subeconscient cavern-passages

Ambushed they lie waiting their hour to leap,
Surrounding with danger the sieged city of itfe:
Admitted into the citadel of man’s days

They mine his force and maim or suddenly kill.
Ourselves within us lethal forees nurse;

W make of our own enemies our puests:

Out of their holes like beasts they creep and gnaw
The chords of the divine musician’s lyre

Till frayed and thin the music dies away

Or crashing snaps with a last tragic note.

All that we are is like a fort beset:

Alf that we strive to be alters like a dream

In the grey sleep of Matter's ignorance.

Mind suffers l[amed by the world's disharmony
And the wnloveliness of human things.

A treasure misspent or cheaply, fruitlessly sold
In the bazaar of a blind destiny,

A gift of priceless values from Time’s gods
Lost or mislaid in an uncaring world,

Life 15 a marvel missed, an art gone wry,;

A seeker in a dark and obscure place,

An ill-armed warrior facing dreadful odds,

An imperfect worker given a baffling task,

An ignorant judge of problems Ignorance made,
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lts heavenward flights reach closed and keyless gates,
Its gioricus outbursts peler out in muire.

On Nature's gifts to man a curse was laid,

All walks inarmed by its own opposites,

Trrar 15 the gomrade of vur mortal thought,

And faisshood hurks tn the deep bosom of truth,
Sin poisons with its vivid Howers of joy

Or feaves a red scar burnt across the soul;

Virtue is a grey bondage and a gaol.

At every step i5 1aid for us a snare.

Alfen to resson and the spirit’s light,

Our fount of action from a darkness wells;

o lgnorance and nescience ara Our roots.

A growing register of calamities

Is the past’s wccount, the future’s book of Fate:
The centuries pile man’s [ollies and man’s crimes
Upon the countless crowd of Nature's ills;

As if the world’s stonz load was not enough,

A crop of miseries obstinately is sown

By his own hand in the furrows of the gods,

The vast increasing tragic harvest reaped

From old misdeeds buried by oblivious Time.

He walks by his own choice into hell’s trap;

This mortal creature is his own worst foe,

His science is an artificer of doom ;

He ransacks earth for means to harm his kind;

He slays his happiness and others’® good.

Nothing has he learnt from Time and its history;
Even as of old in the raw youth of Time,

When earth ignorant ran on the highways of Fate,
Old forims of evil cling to the world's soul:
War making nought the sweet smiling calm of Tife
Battle and rapine, ruin and massacre

Are still the fierce pastimes of man’s warring tribes;
An idiot hour destroys what centuries made,

' —— e -

a

His wanton rage or frenzied hate lays low
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The beauty and greatness by his genius wrought
And the nughty cutput of & nation's toil,

Adl he has achieved he drags to the precipice.
His grandeur he turns to an epic of doom and fall;
His littieness crawls content through squalor and mud,
He calls heaven's retribution on his head,

And wallows in his self-made misery.

A part author of the cosmic tragedy,

His will conspires with death and time and fate,
His briet appearance on the enigmaed earth
Ever recurs, but brings no high vesult

To this wanderer through the ason-rings of God
That shut hus Iife in their vast longevity.

His soul’s wide search and over returning hopes
Pursua the ussiess orbit of their course

I, a vain repetition of lost toils

Across a track of soon forgotien lives.

All 15 an episode in a meaningless Lale.

Why 13 it all and wherefore are we here?

If to some being of eternal hliss

It is our spinit’s destiny to return

Or some still impersonal height of endless calm,
since That we are and ouat of That we cams,
Whence rose the sirange and sterile interiude
Lasting in vain through interminable Time?

Or 1[ these beings must be and their brief lives,
What need had the soul of ignorance and tears?
Whence rose the call for sorrow and for pain?
Or all came helplessly without a cause?

What power forced the immortal spirit to birth?
The eternal witness once of eternity,

A deathless sojourner mid transient scenes,

He camps in hie’s halk-lit obscurity

Amid the debris of his thoughts and dreams,

Or who persuaded it to fall from bliss

And forfeit its immortal privilege?
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Who laid on it the ceascless will to live

A wanderer in this beautilul sorrowful world,
And bear its load of joy and grief and love?
Or if mo being watches the works of Time,
What haed impersonal Necessity

Compels the vain toil of brief living things?
A great Tusion then has built the stars.

But whete then 1s the soul’s security,

Tts poise in this eircling of unreal suns?

Or ¢lse it is 2 wanderter from its home

Who straved inte 4 blind alley of Time and chance
And finds rro issue from a meaningless world.
Orc where begins and ends [Husion’s reign ?
Perliaps the soul we feef is only a dream,
Bternal self 4 fiction sensed in trance.”

Then after a sifence Narad made veply:
Tuming his Tips fo earthly sound he spoke,
And something now of ths deep sense of fate
Weiglited the fragile hints of mortal speech.
His forchead shone with vision solemnised,
Turned 10 a tablet of supernal thoughts
As if characters of an unwritten tengue
Had lefy in its breadih the inscriptions of the gods.
Bare in that Light Time toiled, his unseen works
Detected, the broed-lung far-secing schemes
Unfinished which his aeoned flight unrols
Were mapped alrcady in that world-wide look:
“Wag then the sun a dream because there is mght'?
Hidden in (e mortal’s heart the Eternal lives:
He lives secret in the chamber of thy soul,
A Tight shines there nor pain nor grief can cross,
A darkness stands between thyself and him,
Thou canst not hear or feel the marvellous (ruest,
Thou canst not see the beatific sun.
0 queen, thy thought is a lpght of the Ignorance,
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Its brilliant curtain hides from thee God’s face.

It illumines a world born from the Inconscience,
But hides the Immortal’s meaning in the world.
Thy mind’s Light hides from thee the Eternals thought,
Thy heaet’s hopes hide from thee the Eternal’s will,
Earth’s joys shut from thee the Immortal’s bliss.
Thence rose the need of a dark intruding god,

The world's dread teacher, the creator, pain.
Where Ignorance is, there suffering too must come;
Thy grief is a cry of darkness to the Light:

Pain was the first-born of the Inconsciznce

Which was thy body's dumb original base:
Already slept there pain’s subconscient shape:

A shadow in a shadowy tenebrous womb,

Till tife shall move, it waits to wake and be.

In one caul with jov came forth the dreadful Power.
In hie’s breast it was born hiding its twin;

But pain came first, then only joy could be.

Pain ploughed the first hard ground of the world-drowse,
By pain a spirit started from the elod,

8y pamn Lie stirred in the subliminal deep.
[nterned, submerged, hidden in Matter's trance
Awoke to llself the dreamer, skeeping Mind;

It made a visible realm out of 1ts dreams,

It drew its shapes from the subconscient depths,
Then tnrned to look upon the world it had made.
By pain and joy, the bright and tenebrous twins,
The inanimate world perceived its sentient soul,
Else had the Inconscient never suffered changs.
Pain is the hammer of the gods to break

A dead resistance in the mortal’s heart,

His slow inertia as of living stone.

If the heart were not forced to want and weep,

His soul would have lain down content, at ease,
And never thought to exceed the human start

And never learned to climb towards the Sun.
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This earth is full of labour, packed with pain;
Throes of an endless birth coerce her still,

The centories end, the ages vainly pass

And yot the gadhead in her is not born.

The ancient Mother faces all with joy,

Calls for the ardent pang, the grandiose thrilt;
For with pain and labour all creation comes.
‘This earth is full of the anguish of the gods;
Ever they travail driven by Time's goad,

And strive to work out the cternal will

And shape the life divine in mortal forms.

His will muost be worked out in human breasts
Apainst the Evil that nses from the gulfs,
Apainst man's ignorance and his obstinate strength,
Against the deep folly of his human mind,
Against the blind reluctance of his human heart.
The spirit is doomed to pain (il man is free.
There 18 a clamour of battle, a tramp, a march:
A cry asises like & moaning sea,

A desparate laughter under the blows of death,
A doom of blood and sweat and toil and tears.
Men die that man may live and (rod be born.
An awfu] Silence watches tragic Time.

Pain is the hand of Nature sculpturing men

To preatness: an mspured labour chisels

With heavenly cruelty an unwilling mould.
Implacahle in the passion of their will,

Lifting the hammers of titanic toil

The demnurges of the universe work;

They shape with glant strokes their own; their sons
Are marked with their enormons stamp of fire.
Althongh the shaping god’s tremendous touch
Is torture unbearable to mortal nerves,

The fiery spicit grows in sirength within

And fecls a joy in every titan pang,

He who would save himself lives bare and calm;
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He who would save the race must share its pain:
This he shall know who obeys that grandiose Lrge.
The great who came to save this suffering workd
And rescue out of Time’s shadow and the Law,
Must pass beneath the yoke of srief and pain;

———— .

— -

They are caught by the Wheel that they had hoped to break.
On their shoulders thev must bear man's load of fate.
Heaven’s riches they bring, their suﬁ"ering's count the price
Or they pay the gift of knowledge with their Hves,
The Son of God born as the Son of man

Has drunk the bitter cup, owned Godhead’s debt,
The debt the Eternal owes to the fallen kind

His will has bound to death and struggling lifz
That yearns in vain for vest and endless peace.
Now is the debt paid, wiped off the original score.
The Eternal suffers in a human form.

He has signed salvation’s testament with his blood:
He has opened the doors of his undying peace.
The Deity compensates the creature’s claim,

The Creator bears the law of pain and death;

A retribution smites the incarpate God.

His love has paved the morial's road to Heaven:
He has given his life and light to balance here

The dark account of mortal ignorance.

It is finished, the dread mysterious sacrifice,
Offered by God’s martyred body for the werld:
Gethsemang and Calvary are his lot,

He carries the cross on which man’s soul is nailed;
His escort is the curses of the crowd;

Insult and jeer are his nght's acknowledgment;
Two thieves slain with him mock his mighty death.
He has trod with bleeding brow the Saviour’s way.
He who has found his identity with God

Pays with the body’s death his soul's vast light.
His knowledee immortal trinmphs by hig death,
Hewn, quartered on the scaffold as he falls
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His crucified voice proclaims, “I, I am God;”

“Yes, all is God,” peals back Heaven’s deathiess call.
The seed of Godhead sleeps i mortal hearts,

The flower of Godhead grows on the world-tree:

Al shall discover Gog in self and things,

But when God’s messenger comes to help the world
And lead the soul of earth to higher things,

He too must carry the yoke he came to unloose;

He too must bear the pang that he would heal:
Exempt and unafflicted by earth’s fate,

How shall he cure the ills he never felt?

He covers the world’s agany with his calm;

But though to the ouiward eye no sign appears

And peace is given to cur torn human hearts,

The struggle is there and paid the unseen price;

The fire, the sirife, the wrestls are within,

He carries the suffering world 1n his own breast;

Its sins weigh on his thoughts, its grief is his:

Earth’s ancient load hies heavy on his soul;

Night and 1ts powers beleaguer his tardy steps,

The ttan adversary's clutch he bears;

His march is a battle and a pilgrimage.

Life's evil smites, he {s stricken with the world’s pain:
A million wounds gape in his secret heart.

He journeys sleepless through an wnendiag night;
Antagonist forces crowd across his path

A siepe, a combat i3 his inner life.

Even worse may be the cost, direr the pain;

His large identity and all-harbouring love

Shall bring the cosmic anguish into his depths,
The sorrow of all living things shall come

And knock at his doors and live within his house;
A dreadful cord of sympathy car tie

All suffering into his single grief and make

All agony in all {he worlds his own.

He meets an ancient adversary Force,
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He 1s lashed with the whips that tear the world's worn heart:

The weemng of the centuries visits his eyes:

He wears the blood-glued fiery Centiur's shirt,
The poisoti of the world has stained his throat.
In the market-place of Matter's capital

Amidst the chafferings of the affair callad e
He 1s tied to the stake of a perennial Fire,

He burns on an unseen original verge

That Matter may be turned to spirit stuff:

He is the viciim in his own sacrifice.

The Immortal bound to earth’s mortality
Appearing and perishing on the roads of Time
{reates God’s moment by eternity’s heais,

He dics that the world may be new-barn and Jive.
Even if he escapes the flarcest fires,

Even if the world breaks not in, a drovwning sca,
Only by hard sacrifice 1s high heaven earned:

He must face the fight, the pang who would conquer Hell,

A dark concealed hostility is Iodged

In the human depths, in the hidden heart of Time
That claims the right to change and mar God’s work.
A secret enmity ambushes the world’s march:

It leaves 2 mark on thought and speech and act:
It stamps stain and defect on all things done;

Till it is slain peace is forbidden on earth.

There is no visible fog, but the unseen

Is round us, forces intangible besiege,

Touches from alien realios, thoughts not our own
Overtake us and compel the erring heart;

Our lives are caught in an ambignous net.

An adversary Force was born of 0ld:

Invader of the life of mortal man,

It hides from him the straight immortal path.

A power came in to veil the eternal Light,

A power opposed to the clernal will

Diverts the messages of the infallible Word,
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Contorts the contours of the cosmic plan:

A whisper [ures to evil the hurean heart,

[t seals wp Wisdom's eyes, the soul’s regard,

It is the origin of our suffering here,

It binds carth to calamity and pain.

This all must conguer who would bring dewn God’s peace.
This hidden fos lodged in the human breast

Man must overeome or miss his igher fate.

This is the inner war without escape.

Hard is the world-redesmer’s heavy task;
The world ftself bepornes his adversary,
His eneqnies are the beings be came 10 save.
Thase he would save are lns antaganists:
This world 13 in Jove with it3 own ipnordnce,
Tts darkness turng away from the saviour light,

e A e e . ——
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It gives the cross 1 payment for the crown.

His work is a trickle of splendour in a long night;
He sess the long march of Time, the litle won;

A few are saved, the rest strive on and fail:

A Sun has passed, on earth Night's shadow falls.
Yes, there are happy ways near to God's sun;

But few are they who tread the sunht path;

Quly the pore in soul can walk in light.

An exit is shown, a road of hard escape

From the sorrow and the darkness and the chain;
But how shall a few escaped release the world ?
The human mass lingers beneath the yoke.
Escape, however high, redeems not life,

Life that is left behind on a fallen carth.

Escape cannot uplift the abandoned race

Or bring lo it victory and the reign of God.

A greater power must come, a larger light.
Although Light prows on earth and Night recedes,
Yet il the evil is slain in it own horne

And Light invades the world’s inconscient base
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Angd perished has the adversary Foree,

He still must labour on, his work half done,

One yet may come arracuared, invincible:

His will immobile meets the mobile hour:

The world’s blows cannot bend that victor head:
Calm and sure are his steps in the growing Night;
The goal recedes, hie hurries not his pace,

He turns not to high voices in the Night,

He asks no aid from the inferior gods;

His eyes are fixed on the immutable aim.

Man turns aside or chooses easier paths;

He keeps to the one high and dilficult road

That sole can climb to the Cternal’s peaks;

The ineffable planes already have felt his tread;

He has made heaven and earth his insiruments,

But the himits fall from him of earth and heaven;
Their law he iranscends but uses as his means.

He has seized life’s hands, he has masiersd his own heart.
The feints of Nature mislead not his sight,

Inflexible his look towards Truth’s far end;

Fatc's deaf resistance cannot break his will,

In the dreadful passapes, the fatal paths,
Invulnerable his soul, is heart unslain,

He lives through the opposition of earth’s Powers
And Nature’s ambushes and the world’s attacks.

His spirit stature transeending pain and bliss

He fronts evil and good with calin. and cqual eves.
He too muost grapple with the riddling Sphinx

And plunge into her long obscunty.

He has broken into the Inconscient’s depths

That veil themselves even from their own regard:

He has seen God’s slumber shape these magic worlds.
He has watched the dumb God fashioning Matter’s frame,
Dreaming the dreams of its unknowing sleep,

And watched the unconsious Force that built the stars.
He has learnt the Inconscient’s workings and its law,

449
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Its incoherent thoughts and rigid acts,

fts hazard wastes of impulsc and idea,

The chaos of its mechanie freguencies,

[ts random calls, its whispers falsely frue,
Misleaders of the hooded listening soul.

A} things come to its ear but nothing abides;

All rose from the silence, all goes back to its hush.
fts somnolence founded the universe,

It obscure waking makes the world seem vain.
Artisen from Nothingness and towards Nothingness lumed
Tts dark and potent nescience was carth’s start;

It is the waste stuff from which all was made;

Into its deeps creation can collapse.

Its opposition clogs the march of the soul,

It is the moiher of our ignorance.

He must call Jight into its dark abysms,

Else never can Truth conguer Matter's sleep

And all earth look into the eves of God.

All things obscure his knowledge must relume,

All things perverse his power must unknot:

He must pass to the other shore of {alsehood’s sea,
He must enter the worlds dark to bring there light.
The heart of evil must be bared te his eyes,

He must learn its cosmic dark Necessity,

Its right and it5 dire roots in Nature's soil.

He must know the thought that maoves the demon act
And justifics the Titan’s erring pride

And the falsehood lurking in earth's crooked dreams:
He must enter the eternity of Night

And know God’s darkness as he knows his Sun.
For this he muost go down into the pit,

For this he must invade the dolorous Vasts.
Imperishable and wise and infinitz,

He still rust travel Hell the world to save.

Into the efernal Light he shall cmerge

On borders of the mecting of all worlds;
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There on the verge of Nature's summit sieps

The sceret Law of each thing is fulfilied,

All contraries heal their long dissidence.

There meet and clasp the eternal opposites,
There pain becomes a violent liery joy;

Evil turns back to its original good,

And sorrow lies upon the breasts of Bliss:

She has learnt to weep glad tzars of happiness:
Her gaze is charped with a wistful ecstasy.

Then shall be ended here the Law of Pain.

Earth shall be madc a home of Heaven's light,

A seer heaven-born shall ledge 1o human breasts:
The superconscient beam shall touch men’s eyes
And the truth-conscious world come down to earth
Invading Matter with the Spirit’s ray,

Awaking 13 silence to immortal thoughts,
Awaking the dumb heart to the living Word.
This mortal life shall house Etcrmity’s bliss,

The body’s self taste immortality.

Then shall the world-redeemer’s task be deone.

Till then must Hfe carry its seed of death
And sorrow’s plaint be heard in the slow Night.
{ mortal, bear this great world’s iaw of pain,
In thy hard passage throogh a suffering world
Lean for thy soul's support on Heaven’s strenpgth,
Turn towards high Truth, aspire to love and peace.
A little bliss is lent thee from above,
A touch divine upon thy buman days:
Make of thy daily way a pilgnmage,
For through small joys and griefs thou mov’st towards God.
Hasle not towards Godbead on a dangerous road,
Open not thy doorways 1o a namsless Power,
Climb not to Godhead by the Titan’s read.
Againat the Law he pits his single will,
Across [ts way he throws bis pride ol might.
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Heavenward he clambers on a stair of storms
Aspiring to live near the deathless Sun.

Me strives with a giant strength to wrest by force
From life and Nature the jmmortals’ right;

He takes by storm the world and fate and heaven.
[4e comes not to the high world-maker’s seat,

He waits not for the outstretched hand of God
To raisc hira out of his mortality.

All he would make his own, leave nothing iree,
Stretching his small self to cope with the mfinite.
Obstructing the gods™ open ways he makes

His own estate of the carth's air and light;

A monopolist of the world-energy,

Be dominates the life of common men.

His pain and others’ pain he makes his means:
On death and suffering he builds his throne.

In the hurry and clangour of his acts of might,

In a rict and excess of fame and shame,

By his magnitudes of hate and viclence,

By the quaking of the world beneath his tread

He matches himself against the Eternal’s calm
And feels in himself the greatnesy of a god:
Power is his image of celesuial self,

The Titan's heart 15 a sea of fire and force;

He exults in the death of things and Tuin and fall,
He fzeds his strength with his own and others” pain;
In the world’s pathos and passion he takes delight,
His pride, his might call for the struggle and pang.
He glones in the sufferings of the flesh

And covers the stigmata with the Steic’s name.
His eyes blinded and visionless stare at the sun,
The sesker's sight receding from his heart

Can find no more the light of efernity;

He secs the bevond as an emptiness void of sou
And takes his night for a datk infinte.

His nature magmifies the unreal’s blank

432
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And sces in Nought the sole reality;

He would stamp his single figure on the world,

(Cbsess the world’s rumonrs with his single name.
His moments centre the vast universe,

Hc sces his Hitle self as very God.

His little “I["" has swallowed the whole world,
His ego has stretched into infinity.

His mind, a beat in original Nothingness,
Ciphers his thought on a slate of hourtess Time.
He builds on a mighty vacancy of sonl

A huge philosophy of Nothingness.

In him Nirvana lives and speaks and acts
Impossibly creating a nniverse.

An eternal zero is his formless self,

His spirit the vend immersonal absolute.

Take not that stride, O growing soul of man:
Cast not thy self into that night of God.

The soul sufiering is not eternity’s key,

Qr ransom by sorrow heaven’s demand on life.
O mortal, bear, but ask not for the stroke,
Too soon will grief and angnish find thee out.
Too enormous is that venture for thy will;
Only in limits can man’s strength be safe;
Yet is infinity thy spirit’s goal ;

Its bliss is there behind the world's face of tears.
A power 1s in thee that thon knowest not;
Thou art a vessel of the imprisoned spark,

It seeks relief from Time’s envelopment,

And while thou shutst it in, the seal is pain:
Bliss is the Godhead's crown, eternal, free,
Unburdened by life’s blind mystery of pain:
Pain is the signature of the lgnorance
Attesting the secret god denied by ifs:

Until life finds ham pain can never end.

Calm is self’s victory overcoming fate.

Bear; thou shalt find at last thy road to bliss.
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Bliss is the secret stoff of all that lives,

Even pain and grief are garbs of world-delight,

It hides behind thy sorcow and thy cry.

Because thy strength is a part and not God’s whole,
Recause aflicted by the little self

Thy consciousness forgets to be divine

As it walks in the vague penumbra of the flesh
And capnot bear the world™s tremendous touch,
Thou criest out and sayst that there is pain.
Indifference, pain and joy, 2 tnple disguise,

Attire of the rapturcus Dancer in the ways,
Withhold from thee the body of God’s bliss.

Thy spirit’s strength shall ake thee one with God,
Thy agony shall change to ecstasy,

Indifference deepen inte infinity’s calm

And joy laugh nude on the peaks of the Absolute.

O mortal who complainst of death and fate,
Accuse none of the harms thyself hast called;
This troubled world thou hast ¢chosen for thy home,
Thou art thyself the anthor of thy pain.
Once in the immoital boundlessness of Self,
In a vast of Truth and Conscionsness and Light
The soul looked cut from its felicity,
It feit the Spirit’s interminable bliss,
It knew itself deathless, timeless, spaceless, one,
It saw the Eternal, lived in the Infinite,
Then, curious of 4 shadow thrown by Trath,
It strained towards some otherness of self,
Ii was drawn 1o an unknown Face peering through night,
It sensed a negative infinity,
A voiud supernal whose immense excess
Imitating God and everlasting Tine
Oflered 2 ground for Nature's adverse birth
And Matter’s rigid hard unconscicusaess
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Harbouring the brilliance of a transient soul
That lights up birth and death and ignorant life.
A Mind arose that stared at Nothingness

Till figures formed of what could never be:

[t housed the contrary of all that s,

A Nought appeared as Being's huge sealed cause,
its dumb support in a blank infinite,

In whose abysm spirit must disappear:

A darkened Natore lived and held the seed

Of Spirit hidden and feigning not to be,

The eternal Consciousness became the home

Of some unsouled almighty nconscient;

One breathed no more the spinit’s native air,

A stranger in the insentient universe,

Bliss was the incident of a mortal hour.

As one drawn by the grandeur of the Void

The soul attracted leaned to the Abyss:

It longed for the adventure of Ignorance

And the marvel and surprise of the Unknown
And the endless possibility that lurked

In the womb of Chacs and in Nothing's gulf
Or looked from the unfathomed eyes of Chance.
It tired of its unchanging happiness,

It turned away from immortality:

[t was drawn to hazard’s call and danger’s.charm,
it vearned to the pathos of grief, the drama of pain,
Perdition’s peril, the wounded bare escaps,

The music of ruin and its glamour and crash,
The savour of pity and the gamble of love

And passion and the ambiguous face of Fate,

A world of hard endeavour and difficult toif
And battle on extinction’s perilous verge,

A clash of forces, a vast incertitude,

The joy of creation out of Nothingness,

Strange meetings on the roads of Ignorance
And the companionship of half-known souls
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Or the sofitary greatness and lonely foree

Of a separate being conguering its world,

Called it from its {00 safe eternity.

A huge descent began, a giant fall:

For what the spirit sees, creates 2 truth

And what the soul imagines 1s made a world.

A Thotight that leaped from the Timeless can become,
Indicator of cosmic conseguence

And the Hinerary of the gods,

A cyclic movement in cternal Time,

Thus came, born from a blind tremendous choice,
This great perplexed and discontented world,

This baunt of Ignorance, this home of Pain:

There are pitched desive’s tents, grief’s headquarters.
A vast disguise conceals the Eternal’s bliss.”

Then Aswapathy answered to the seer;
*“Is then the spirit ruled by an outward world?
O seer, 15 there no remedy within ?
But what is fate if not the spirit’s will
After long time fulfiled by cosmic Force?
I dzemed a mighty Power had come with her;
[s not that Power the high compser of Fate 7
Bul Narad answered covering truth with truth;
“Cr Aswapathy, random seem the ways
Along whose banks your footsteps stray or run
In casual hours and moments of the gods,
Yet your least stumblings are foreseen above,
Infallibly the curves of life are drawn
Following the stream of Time through the unknown;
They are Jed by a clue the calm immortals keep.
This blazened hieroglyph of prophet moons
A meaning more sublime in symbols writes
Than sealed Thought wakes to, but of this high script
How shall my voice convince the mind of earth?
Heaven's wiser love rejects the mortal’s prayer;
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{Inblinded by the breath of his desire,
Unclouded by the mists of fear and hope,

It bends above the sinfe of love with death;

It kecps for her her privilege of pain.

A greatness in thy daughter’s soul resides

That can transform herself and all around,

But must cross on stones of suffering to its goal
Although designed like a nectar cup of heaven,
Of heavenly ether made she sought this ajr,

She too must share the human nced of grief
And all her cause of joy transmute to pain,

The mind of mortal man is led by words,

His sight retires behind the walls of Thought
And looks out only through half-opened doors.
He culs the boundless Truth into sky-strips
And every strip he takes for all the heavens,

He stares at infinite Possibility

And gives to the plastic Vast the name of Chance.
He sees the long results of an all-wise Force
Planning a sequence of steps in endless Tima,
But in its links imagines a senseless chain

Or the desd hand of cold Necessity;

He answers not to the mystic Mother's heart,
Misses the ardent heavings of her breast

And feels cold rigid limbs of lifeless Law.

The will of the Timeless working cut in Time
In the free absolote steps of cosmic Truth
Appears & hard machine or meaningless Fate.

A Magician’s formulas have made Matter's Iaws
And while they last, all things by them are hound:
But the Spirit’s consent is needed for each act
And freedom walks in the same pace with Law.
All here can change if the Magician choose.

...___.
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But now he walks in Nature’s doubtful ray,
Yet can the mind of man receive (od’s light,
The force of man can be driven by God’s foree,
Then Is he a miracle doing miracles.

For only so can he be Nature's King.

1t is decreed and Satyavan must die;

The hour s fixed, chosen the fatal stroke.
What else shall be is written in her soul.

But till the hour reveals the fateful script
The writing waits illegible and mute.

Fate is Tl working out in Ignorance.

{ King, thy fate is a {ransaction done

At every hour between Nature and thy soul
With God for its foreseeing arbiter.

Fate is a balance drawn in Destiny’s book.
Man can accept his fate, he can refuse.

Even if the One maintaing the unseen decree
He writes thy refusal m thy credit page:

For doom 15 not a close, a mystic seal.
Arisen frem the tragic crash of life,

Arisen from the body’s torture and death,
The spirit risss mightier by defeat;

Its godlike wings grow wider with each fall.
[ts splendid faflures sum to victory,

{J man, the events that meet thee on thy road,

Though they smite thy body and soul with joy and grief,
Are not thy fate; they touch thee awhile and pass;

Even death can cut not short thy spint’s walk:
Thy goal, the road t}wu choosest are thy fate.

On the altar throwing thy tho thnughts thy heart, thy works,

Thy fate is a Jong sacrifice to the pods

Till they have opened to thee thy secret self
And made thee one with the indwelling God.
Q soul, intruder in Nature’s ignorance,

Armed traveller to the unseen supernal heights,
Th:.r spirit’s fate is a battle and ceaseless march

T
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Against invisible opponent Powers,

A passapge from Matter into timelass Self.
Adventurer through blind unforeseeing Time,

A forced advance throuph a long Jine of lives,

It pushes its spearhead through the cenfuries.
Across the dust and mire of the earthly plain,

On many-guarded lines and dangerous fronts,

In dire assaults, In wounded slow retreats,

Or holding the ideal’s battered fort

Or fighting against odds in lonely posts,

Or camped in night around the bivouac's fires
Awaiting the tardy trumpets of the dawn,

I hunger and in plenty and in pain,

Through peril and through triumph and through fall,
Through life’s green lanes and over her desert sands,
Lip the bald moor, along the sunlit ridge

In sermied columns with a straggling rear

Led by its nomad vanguard’s signal fires,

Marches the army of the waylost pod.

Thep late the joy incffable is felt,

Then he remembers his forgotten self;

He has refound the skies from which he fell.

At length his front’s indomitable fine

Forces the last passes of the Ignorance:

Advancing beyond Nature's last known bounds,
Reconnoitring the formidable unknown,

Beyond the landmarks of things visible,

It mounts through a miraculous upper air

Till climbing the mute summit of the world

He stands upon the splendour-peaks of God.

In vain thou mournst that Satyavan must die;

His death is a beginning of greater life,

Death is the spirit’s opportunity.

A vast intention has brought two souls close

And love and death conspire towaids one great end.
For out of danger and pain heaven-bliss shall come,
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Time’s unforeseen event, God’s secret plan.

This world was not built with random bricks of chance,
A bllnd god is nﬂt destmy 5 archlte:ct

A conscious p power has drawn the plan of life,

There is a meaning in each curve and line.

It is an architecture high and grand

By many named and nameless masons built

In which unseeing hands obey the Unseen,

And of its master-builders she is one,

(Jueen, strive no more to change the secret will
Time's accidents are steps in its vast scheme.
Bring ot thy brief and kelpless human tears
Across the fathomless moments of a heart
That knows its single will and God’s as one:

[t can embrace its hostile destiny:

It sits apart with grief and facing death,
Affronting adverse fate armed and alone,

In this enormous world standing apart

In the mightiness of her silent spirit’s will,

In the passion of her soul of sacrifice

Her lonely strength facing the universe,
Affronting fate, asks not man’s help nor god’s:
Sometimes one Ife 1y charged with earth’s destiny,
It cries not for suceour from the time-bound powers.
Alone she is equal to her mighty task.

Intervene not in a strife too great for thee,

A struggle too deep for mortal thought to sound,
Its question to this Nature's rigid bounds

When the sou! fronts nude of garbs the infinite,
Its too vast theme of a lonrely mortal will

Pacing the silence of cternity.

As a star, uncompanioned, moves in heaven
Unastonished by the imnmensities of space,
Travelling infinity by its own light,

The great are strongest when they stand alone.

A God-given might of being is their force,
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A ray from self’s solitude of light the guide;

The soul that can live alone with itself meets God;
Its lonely universe i3 their rendezvous.

A day may come when she must stand unhelped
Cn & dangerous brink of the world’s doom and hers,
Carrying the world’s future on her lonely breast,
Carrying the hurnan hope in a heart left sole

To conquer or fail on a last desperate verge.
Alone with death and close to extinction's edge,
Her single greatness in that last dire scene,

She must cross alone a perilous bridge in Time
And reach an apex of world-destiny

Where all is won or all is lost for man.

In that tremendous silence lone and lost

Of a deciding hour mn the world’s fate,

In her soul’s climbing beyond mortal time

When she stands sole with Death or sole with God
Apart upon a silent desperate brink,

Alone with her self and death and destiny

As on some verge between Time and Timelassness
When being must end or life rebuild 1ts base,
Alone she must conquer or alone must fall.

No heman aid can reach her jn that hour,

No armoured God stand shining at her side.

Cry not to heaven, for she alone can save.

For this the silent Force came mmisstoned down;

I her the conscious Will took homan shape:

She only can save herself and save the world,

O queen, stand back from that stupendous scene,
Come not between her and her hour of Fate.

Her hour must come and none can intervene:
Think not to turn her from her heaven-sent task,
Strive not to save her from her own high will.
Thou hast no place in that tremendous strife;

Thy love and longing are not arhters there,

Leave the world’s fate and her to God's sole guard.
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Even if he seems to leave her to her lone strength,
Even though all falters and falls and sees an end
And the heart fails and only are death and mght,
God-given her strength can battle against doom
Even on a brink where Death alone seems close
And no human strength can hinder ov ¢an help.
Think not to intercede with the hudden Will,
Intrude not twixt her spirit and its foree

But leave her to her mighty self and Faie.”

He spoke and ceased and left the earthly scene,
Away from the strife and soffering on our globe,
He turned towards his far-off blissful home,

A brilliant arrow pointing straight to heaven,
The luminous body of the eternal seer
Assailed the purple glory of the noon

And disappeared like a receding star
Yanishing into the light of the Unseen;

But still 2 cry was heard in the infinite,

And still to the listening soul on mortal earth
A high and lar imperishable voice

Chanted the anthem of eternal love,

END OF Canto Two
Lid of Book Six
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Canto One

The Fov of Union; The Ordeal of the
Foreknowledge of Death and the Heart's Grief

Fate foliowed her foreseen immutable road.
Man's hopes and Tongings build the journeying wheels
That bear the body of his destiny

And lead his blind will towards an unknown goal.
His fate within him shapes his acts and rules;

Its face and form already are born in him,

Its parentage is in his secret soul;

Here Matter seems to mould the body’s life

And the soul follows where its nature drives;
Nature and Fate compel hus free-will’s cholce,
But greater spirits this balance can reverse

And make the soul the artist of 1its fate.

This is the mystic truth our ignaorance hides:
Doom is a passage for our inborn force,

Cur ordeal is the hidden spirit’s cholee,

Ananke i1s our being’s own decree.

All was fulfilled the heart of Savitri

Flower-sweet and adamant, passionate and calm,
Had chosen and on her strength’s unbending road
Forced to its issue the long cosmic curve.

Onece more she sat behind loud hastening hooves;
A speed of armoured squadrons and a voice
Far-heard of chariots bore ker from her home.

A couchant earth wakened in its dumb muse
Looked up at her from a vast indolence:

Hills wallowing in a bright haze, large lands

That lolled at ease beneath the summer heavens,
Region on region spacious in the sun,

Cities Like chrysolites in the wide blaze

And vellow rivers pacing, lion-maned,
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Lad to the Shahwa marches' emerald line,

A happy front 10 iron vasinesses

And austere peaks and titan solitudes.

Once more was near the fair and faled placs,

The borders gleaming with the groves’ delight
Where first she met the face of Satyavan

And he saw like one waking into a dream

some fimefess beaoly and realily,

The moon-gold sweetness of heaven’s earth-born child.
The pas! receded and the future neared:

Far now behind lay Madra’s spacious halls,

The white carved piliars, the cool dim alcoves,

The tinged mosaic of the crysial floors,

The lowered pavilions, the wind-rippled pools
And gardens humming with the murmur of bees,
Forgotten soon or a pale memory

The fountain's plash in the wide sione-bound pool,
The thoughiful neontide’s brooding solemn irance,
The colonnade’s dream grey in the quist eve,

The slow moonrise gliding in front of Night.

Left far behind were now the faces known,

The happy silken babble on laughter’s Jips

And the close-clinging clasp of intimate hands
And aderation’s Light in cherished eves

Offered to the one sovereign of their life.

Nature's primeval loneliness was here:

Here only was the voice of bird and beast, —

The ascetic’s exile in the dim-souled huge

Inhuman forest far from cheerful sound

Of man’s blithe converse and his crowded days.

Io a broad eve with one red eve of cloud,

Through a narrow opening, a green flowered cleft,
Out of the stare of sky and soil they came

Into a mighty home of emerald dusk.

There onward led by a faint broeding path

Winch toiled through the shadow of enormoeus truaks
And under arches misers of sunshine,
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They saw low thatched roofs of a hermitage
Huddled beneath a patch of azure hue

In a sunlit ¢learing that seemed the onthreak

Of a glad smile in the forest’s monstrous heart,
A rude refuge of the thought and will of man
Watched by the crowding giants of the wood.
Arrived in that rough-hewn homestead they pave,
Questioning no more the strangeness of her fate,
Their pride and loved one to the great blind king,
A regal pillar of fallen mightiness

And the stately care-worn woman once a quesn
Who now hoped nothing for herself from lifz,
But all things only hoped for her one child,
Calling on that single head from partial Fate

All joy of earth, all heaven’s beatitude.

Adoring wisdom and beauty like 2 young god’s,
She saw him loved by heaven as by herself,

She rejoiced in his brightness and believed in his fate
And knew not of the evil drawing near.
Lingering some days upon the forest verge

Like men whe lengthen out departuee’s pain,
Unwilling to separate sorrowful clinging hands,
Unwilling to see for the last time a face,

Heavy with the sorrew of a coming day

And wondering at the carelessness of Fate

Who breaks with idle hands her supreme works,

They parted from her with pain-fraught burdened hearts;!

Driver: by the singularity of her fate,

Helpless against the choice of Savitri’s heart
They left her to her rapture and her doom

In the tremendeus forest’s savage charge.

All put behind her that was once her life,

All welcomed that henceforth was his and hers,

. What fs apparemily an aftermative verslon of rhe compariven foimd mi the six

preceding nes follows this lne thos:

Az forced by nessapable fate wo part
From une whom we shall naver see again;
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She abode wath Satyavan in the wild woods:
Priceless she deemed her joy so close to death;
Apari with love she lived for love dlone.

As iF self-poised above the march of days,

Her immobile spirit watched the haste of Time,
A statue of passion and imvincible force,

An absolutism of sweet imperious will,

A tranquillity and a violence of the gods
Indomitable and immutable.

At first to her beneath the sapphire heavens
The sylvan solitude was a gorgeous dream,
An altar of the summer’s splendour and fire,
A sky-topped flower-hung palace of the gods
And all its scenes a smile on rapture’s lips
And all its voices bards of happiness,
There was a chanfing In the casual wind,
There was a glory In the least sunbeam;
Night was a chrysoprase on velvet cloth,
A nestling darkness or a moonlit deep;
Day was a purple pageant and a hymn,
A wave of the laughter of light from morn to eve.
His absence was a dream of memary,
His presence was the empire of a god.
A fusing of the joys of earth and heaven,
A tremulous blaze of nuptial rapture passed,
A rushing of two spirits to be one,
A burning of two bodies in one flame.
Opened were gates of unforgettable bliss:
Two lives were locked within an earthly heaven
And fate and grief fled from that fiery hour,
But soon naw failed the summer’s ardent breath
And throngs of blue-black clouds crept through the sky
And rain fled sobbing over the dripping leaves
And storm became the forest’s titan voice.
Then listening to the thunder's fatal crash
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And the fugilive pattering footsteps of the showers
And the long unsatisfied panting of the wind

And sorrow muttering in the sound-vexed night,
The giief of all the world came near to her:

Night’s darkness seemed her future's omincus face,

The shadow of her {over’s doom arose

And fear laid hands upon her morial heart.

The moments swift and ruthless raced; alarmed
Her thoughts, her mind remembered Narad's date.
A trembling moved accountant of her riches,
She reckoned the insufficient days between:

A dire expectancy knocked at her breast;
Direadful to her were the fooisteps of the hours:
Griel came, a passionate stranger io her gaile:
Banished when in his arms, out of her sleep

Ii rose at morn o look into her face.

Vainly she fled into abysms of bliss

From her pursuing foresight of the end.

The more she plunged 1nto love that anguish grew;
Her deepest grief from sweetest gulfs arose.
Remembrance was a poignant pang, she felt
Each day a golden leaf torn cruelly out

From her too slender book of love and joy.
Thus swaying in strong gusts of happiness,

And swimming 1n foreboding’s sombre waves,
And feeding sorrow and terror with her heart, —
For now they sat among her bosom’s guests

Or in her inner chamber paced apart, —

Her eves stared blind into the future’s night.

Out of her separate self she looked and saw,
Moving amid the unconsciouns faces loved,

In mind a stranger though in heart so near,

The ignorant smiling world go happily by

Lpon its way towards an unknown doom

And wondered at the careless lives of men.

As if in different worlds they walked, though close,

46Y



Savitri - Aook Seven - Canio One 470

They confident of the returning sun,

They wrapped in little hourly hopes and {asks, —
She in her dreadful knowledge was alone.

The rich and happy secrecy that once

Enshrined her as if in a silver bower

Apart In a bright nest of thoughts and dreams
Made room for tragic hours of solitnde

And lonely grief that none could share or know,
A body seeing the end too soon of joy

And the fragile happiness of its mortal love.

Her quiet visage still and sweet and calm,

Her gracefu] daily acts were now a mask;

I vain she looked upon her depths to find

A ground of stillness and the spirit’s peace.

Still veiled from her was the silent Being within
Who sees life’s drama pass with unmoved eyes,
Supports the sorrow of the mind and heart

And bears in human breasts the world and fate,
A glimpse or flashes came, the Presence was hid.
Only her violent heart and passionate will

Were pushed in front to meet the immutable doom;
Defenceless, nude, bound to her human lot

They had no means 1o act, no way to save.

These she controlied, nothing was shown outside:
She was still to them the child they knew and loved;
The sorrowing woman they saw not within;

No change was in her beautiful motions seen;

A worshipped empress all once vied to serve,

She made herself the diligent serf of all,

Nor spared the labour of broom and jar and well,
Or close gentle tending or 1o heap the fire

Of altar and kitchen, no slight task allowed

To others that her woman’s strength might do.
In all her acts a strange divinity shone:

Into a simplest movement she could bring

A oneness with earth’s glowing robe of light,

A lifting up of commaon acts by love.
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All-love was hers and its one heavenly cord
Bound all to all with her as golden tie.

But when her grief to the surface pressed too close,
These things, once gracious adjuncts of her joy,
Seemed meaningless to her, 2 gleaming shell,

Or were a round mechanical and void,

Her body’s actions shared not by her will.
Always behind this strange divided life

Her spirit fike a sea of hiving fire

Possessed her [over and to his body clung,

One locked embrace to guard its threatened mate,
All night she woke through the slow silent hours
Brooding on the treasure of s bosom and face,
Hung o’er the sleep-bound beauty of his brow
Or laid her burning cheek upon his feet.
Waking at morn her lips endiessly clung to his,
Unwilling ever to separate again

Or lose that honeyed drain of lingering jov,
Unwilling to loosc his body from her breast,
The warm inadequate signs that love must use.
Intolerant of the poverty of Time

Her passion catching at the fugitive hours
Willed the expense of centuries in one day

Of prodigal love and the surf of ccstasy;

Or else she strove even in mortal time

To build a little room for tumelessness

By the deep union of two human lives,

Her soul seciuded shut into his soul,

After all was given she demanded still;

Even by his strong embrace unsatisfied,

She longed to cry, “°0 tender Satyavan,

O lover of my soul, give more, give more

Of love while vet thou canst, to her thou lov’st,
Imprint thyself for every ncrve to keep

That thrlls to thee the message of my heart.
For soon we part and who shall know how long
Before the preat wheel in its monstrous round
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Restore us to each other and our love?”

Too well she Toved 1o speak a fateful word

And lay her burden on his happy head;

whe pressed the outsurging grief back into her breast
To dwell within silent, unhelped, alone.

But Satyavan sometimes half understood,

Or felt at least with the uncertain answer

Of our thought-blinded hearts the unutiered need,
The unplembed abyss of her deep passionate want.
All of his speeding days that he could spare

From labour in the forest hewing wood

And hunting food in the wild sylvan glades

And service to his father’s sightless life

He gave to her and helped to increase the hours
By the nearness of his presence and his clasp,
And lavish softness of heart-seeking words

And the close beating felt of heart on heart.

All was too little for her bottomless need.

If in his presence she forgot awhile,

Cirief filled his ahsence with its aching touch,

She saw the desert of her coming days

imaged in every solitary hour.

Although with a vain imaginary bliss

Of fiery union through death’s door of escape
She dreamed of her body robed in funeral flame,
She knew she must not clutch that happiness

To die with him and follow, seizing his robe
Across our other countries, traveilers slad

Into the sweet or terrible Beyond.

for those sad parents still would need her here
To help the cmpty remnant of their day.

Often it seemed to her the ages’ pain

Had pressed their quintessenee into her single woe
Concentrating in her a tortured world.

Thus in the silent chamber of her soul

Cloistering her love to live with secret grief

She dwelt like a dumb priest with hidden gods
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Unappeased by the wordless offering of her days,
Lifting to them her sorrow like frankincsnse,

Her life the altar, herself the sacrifice.

Yet gver they graw intoe each other more

Untl it seemed no power could rend apart,

Since even the body’s walls could not divide.

For when he wandered in the forest, oft

Her conscions spirit walked with him and knew
His actions as if in herself he moved;

He, less aware, thrilled with her from afar.
Always the stature of her passicn grew:

Grief, fear became the food of mighty love.
Increased by its torment it filted the whole world,
It was all her life, became her whole earth and heaven.
Although life-born, an infant of the hours,
Immortal it walked unslayable as the gods:

Her spirit stretched measureless in strength divine
-An anvil for the blows of Fate and Time ;

Or tired of sorrow’s passionate luxury,

CGrief’s self became calm, dull-eved, resoluie
Awaiting soma issue of jts flery struggle,

Some deed in which it might for ever cease,
Victorious over itself and death and tears.

The year now paused upon the brink of changs.
No more the storms sailed with stupendous wings
And thunder strode in wrath across the world,
And still was heard a muttering in the sky
And rain dripped wearily through the mournful air
And grey slow-drifting clouds shut in the earth.
So her gref’s heavy sky shut in her heart,

A still self hid behind but gave no light:

No voice came down from the forgotten heights;
Only in the privacy of its brooding pain

Her human heart spoke to the body’s fale.

Enp oF CaNTO ONE



Cante Two

The Parable of the Search for the Soul

A in the vigilance of the steepless night
Through the slow hcavy-footed silent hours,
Repressing in her bosom its load of grief,

She sat staring at the dumb tread of Time

And the approach of ever-nearing Fate,

A summons from her being’s sumimit ¢ame,

A sound, a call that broke the seals of Night.
Above her brows where will and Xnowledge meet
A mighty Voice invaded mortal space.

It seemed to come from inaccessible heights

And vet was intimate with all the world

And knew the meaning of the steps of Time

And saw eternal destiny’s changeless scene
Filling the far prospect of the cosmic gaze.

As the Voice touched, her body became 2 stark
And ngid golden statue of motionless trance,

A stone of God lit by an amethyst soul.

Around her body’s stiliness all grew still:

Her heart listened to its slow measured beats,
Her mind renouncing thought heard and was mute:
*“Why camest thou to this dumb deathbound earth,
This 1gnorant bfc beneath indifferent skies

Tied like a sacrifice on the altar of Time,

(O spirit, O immortal energy,

If "twas to nurse gricf in a helpless heart

Or with hard tearless eyes await thy doom?
Arise, O gsoul, and vanquish Time and Death,”
But Savitri’s heart replied in the dim night:

“My strerigth 1s taken from me and given to Death,
Why should I lift my hands to the shut heavens
Or struggle with mute inevitable Fate
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Or hope in vain to uplift an ignorant race

Who hug their lot and mock the saviour Light
And see m Mind Wisdom's sole tabernacle,

in its harsh peak and its inconscient base

A rock of safety and an anchor of sleep ?

Is there a Chod whom any ery can move ?

He sits in peace and leaves the mortal's strength
Impotent against his calm omnipotent Law

And Inconscience and the almighty hands of Death.
What need have I, what need has Satyavan

‘To avoid the black meshed net, the dismal door,
Or call a mightier Light into life’s elosed room,

A greater Law into man’s little world ?

Why should 1 strive with earth’s unyielding laws
Or stave off death’s inevitable hour?

This surely is best to pactise with oy fate

And follow close behind my lover's steps

And pass through night from twilight to the sun
Across the tenebrous river that divides

The adjoining patishes of earth and heaven.

Then could we lie inarmed breast upon breast,
Untroubled by thought, untroubled by our hearts,
Forgetting man and life and time and its hours,
Forgatting eternity’s call, forgetting God.™

The Voice teplied: “Is this enough, O spitit?
And what shall th}_“scml say When it wakes and knows

—_———m

The wark was left um_a_;i_c:ge for w"fuch it came?
Or 15 this 2l for thy being born on earth
Charged with a mandate from cternity,

A listener to the voices of the years,

A follower of the footprints of the gods,

To pass and leave unchanged the old dusty laws?
Shall there be no new tables, no new Word,

Ne greater light come down upon the earth
Delivering her from her unconsciousness,

Man's spirit from unalterable fate?
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Cam’st thou not down to open the doors of Fate,

The iron doors that seemed for ever closed,

And Tead man to truth’s wide and golden road

That runs through finite things o eternity ?

Is this then the report that I must make,

My head bowed with shame before the Eternal's seat, —
HIS power he kindled in thy body has failed,

—_—

e ———.— . -

Then : Sawm g heart fel] muts, it spﬂke 1o word.
But holding back her troubled rebel heart,

Abrupt, erect and strong, calm iike a hill,
Surmouonting the seas of mortal ignorance,

Its peak immutable above mind’s air,

A Power within her answered the still Voice;

“] am thy portion here charged with thy work,

As thou myself seated for ever above,

Speak to my depths, O great and deathless Yoice,
Command, for I am here to do thy will.”

The Voice replied: “Remember why thou ¢am’st:
Find out thy soul, recover thy hid self,

In silence seek God’s meaning in thy depths,

Then mortal nature change to the divine.

Open Ged’s door, enter into his trance,

Cast Thought from thee, that nimble ape of Light:
In his tremendons hush stilling thy brain

His vast Truth wake within and know and see,
Cast from thee sense that veils thy spirit’s sight:

In the enormous emptiness of thy mind

Thou shalt see the Fternal's body in the world,
Know him in every voice heard by thy soul:

In the world's contacts meet lis single touch;

All things shall fold thee into his embrace,
Conquer thy heart’s throbs, lei thy heart beat in God:
Thy nature shall be the engine of his works,

Thy voige shall house the mightiness of his Word:
Then shalt thou harbour my foree and conguer Death.”
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Then Savitri by her doommed husband sat,

Still rigid in her golden motionless pose,

A statee of the fire of the Inner sun.

in the black mght the wrath of storm swept by,
The thunder crashed above her, the rain hissed,

Its mllion footsteps pattered on the roof,
Impassive mid the movemsnt and the ery,

Witness of the thoughts of mind, the moods of life,
She 1ooked into herself and songht for her soul

A dream disclosed to her the cosmic past,
The crypt-seed and the mystic origins,
The shadowy beginnings of world-fate:
A lamp of symbol lighting hidden trath
Tmaged to her the world’s significance,
In the indeterminate formlessness of Self
Creation took its first mysterious steps,
Tt snade the body’s shape a house of soul
And Ma.tter learned to think and perscn grew;
She saw Space peopled with the seeds of life
And saw the human creature born in Timne.
At first appeared a dim half-neutral fide
Of being emerging out of infinite Nought:
A. consciousness looked at the inconscient Vast
And pleasure and pain stirred in the insensible Void.
All was the deed of a blind World-Energy:
Unconscious of her own exploits she worked,
Shaping a universe cut of the Inane.
In fragmentary beings she grew aware:
A chzos of little sensibilities
Gathered round a small ego’s pinpoint head;
In it 2 sentient creaturs found its poise,
It moved and Jived a breathing, thinking whole.
On a dim ocean of subconscient life
A formless surface consciousness awoke:
A stream of thoughts and feelings came and went,
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A foam of memories hardened and became
A bright crusi of habitual sense and thought,
A seat of living personality

And recurrent habits mimicked permanence.
Mind nascent laboured out a mutable form,
It built a mobile house on shiffing sands,
A floating isle apon a bottomless sed.
A conscions being was hy this labour made;
It looked around it on its difficult field
In fhe green wonderful and perilous earth;
It hoped in 4 brief body to survive,
Relying on Matter's false eternity.
1t feit 3 godhead in its fragile house;

t saw blue heavens, dreamed immortality.

A conscious soul in the Inconscient’s world
Hidden behind our thouphts and hopes and dreams,
An indifferent Master signing Natore’s acts
Leaves the vicegerent mind a seeming King.

In his floating house upon the sea of Time

This regent sits at work and never rests:

He is a puppet of the dance of Time;

He is driven by the hours, the moment’s call
Compels him with the thronging of 1ife’s need

And the babel of the voices of the world.

This mind no silence knows nor dreamless sleep,

In the incessant circling of its steps

Thouphts tread for ever through the listening brain;
It toils like a machine and caunot stop.

Into the body's many-storeyed rooms

Endiess crowd down the dream-god’s messages.

All is a hondred-toned murmur and babble arnd stir
There is a tireless running to and fro,

A haste of movement and a ceaseless cry,

The hurried servant senses answer apace

To every knock upon the outer doors,

Bring in life’s visitors, report each call,

A
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Admit the thousand queries and the calls

And the messages of communicating minds

And the heavy business of unnumbered lives
And all the theusandfeld commerce of the world.
Even in the tracts of sleep is scant repose;

He mocks life’s sieps in strange subconscient dreams,
He strays in a sublime realm of symbol scenes,
His night with thin-air visions and dim forms
He packs or peoples with slight drifting shapes
And cnly a moment spends in silent self.
Adventuring into infinite mind-space

He unfolds his wings of thought in inner air,

Or travelling in imagination’s car

Crosses the globe, journeys beneath the stars,
To subtle worlds takes lis ethercal course,

Yisits the gods on life’s muraculous peaks.
Communicates with Heaven, tampers with Hell.
This is the little surface of man’s life.

He is this and he is all the universc;

He scales the Unseen, his depths dare the Abyss;
A whole mysterious world is locked within.
Unknown to himself lives a hidden King

Behind rich {apestries in great secret rooms;

An epicure of the spirit's unseen joys,

He lives on the sweet honey of solitude:

A pameless god in an unapproachable fane,

In the secret adytum of his inmost soul

He guards the being’s covered mysteries

Beneath the threshold behind shadowy gates

Or shut in vast cellars of inconscient sleep.,

The immacolate Divine All-Wonderfui

Casts inte the argent purity of his soul

His splendour and his greatness and the light

Of self-creation in Time's infinity

As into a sublimely mirroring glass.

Man in the world’s life works out the dreams of God.

——— R e T et e AR s 4 o ump TR EO e e ———
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But a2l is there, even God’s opposites;

He it a httle front of Nature’s works,

A thinking cutline of 2 cryptic Foree,

All sha reveais in him that is in her,

Her glories walk in him and her darknesses,
Man's house of life holds not the gods alone:
There are occult Shadows, there are tenebrous Powers,
Inhabitants of Irfe’s ominons nether rooms,

A shadowy world’s stupendous demizens.

A carefess guardian of his nature’s powers,

Man harbours dangerons forees in his house.
The Titan and the Fury and the Djinn

Lie bournd in the sabconscient’s cavarn pit

And the Beast arovels in bis antre den:

Dire mutterings rise and murmur in their drowse.
Insurgent sometimes raises its huge head

A monstrous mystery lurking in life’s decps,

The mystery of dark and fallen worlds,

The dread visages of the adversary Kings.

The dreadful powers held down within his depths
Become his masters or his ministers:

Enormous they invads his bodily house,

Can act in his acts, mfest his thought and life.
Inferno surges into the human air

And touches all with a perverting breath.

Cirey forces liks a thin miasma creep

Stealing through chinks in his closed mansion’s doors,
Dhiscolouring the walls of upper mind

It which he lives his fair and specious life,

And leave behind a stench of sin and death:

Not only rise in him perverse drifts of thought
And formidable formless infinences,

But there come presences and awfil shapes:
Tremendous forms and faces mount dim steps
And stare at times into his living-rooms,

Or called up for a moment’s passionate work
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Lay a dire custom’s ¢laim upon his heart:

Aronsed from sleep, they can be bound no more.
Afflicting the daylight and alarming night,
Invading at will iis outer tenement

The stark gloom’s grisiy dire inhabitants
Mounting infe God's light all light perturb,

All they have touched or seen they make their own,
In Nature's basement lodge, mind’s passages fill,
Disrupt thought’s links and musing sequences,
Break through the souwl’s stillness with a noise and ery
Or they call the inhahitants of the abyss,

invite the instincts to forbidden jovs,

A laughter wake of dread demoniac mirth

And with nether riot and revel shake life’s floer.
Impotent to quell his terrible prisoners,

Appalled the houscholder helpless sits above,
Taken from him his house is his no more.

He is bound and forced, a victim of the play,

Or, allored, joys in the mad and nmughty din.

His nature’s dangerous forces have ansen

And hold at will a rebel’s holiday.

Aroused from the darkness where they crouched in the depths,
Prisoned from the sight, they can be held no more;
His nature’s impulses are now his lords.

Ongee quelled or wearing specious names and vests
Infernal elemenis, demon powers are there.

Man's lower nature hides these awful guests.

Their vast contagion grips sometimes man’y world.
An awful insurgence overpowers man’s soul.

In house and house the huge uprising grows:
Hell’s companies are Ioosed to do their work,

Into the earth-ways they break out from all doors,
Invade with blood-lust and the will te slay

And fill with horror and carnage God’s fair world,
Death and his hunters stalk a vietim earth;

The terrible Angel smites at every door:
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An swiul laughter mocks at the world’s pain
And massacre and torture grin at Heaven!
All is the prey of the destroying force;
Creation rocks and tremble top and base.
This evil Nature housed in human hearts
A foreign inhabitant, 2 dangerous guest:
The soul that harbours it it can dislodge,
Expel the bouscholder, possess the house.
An opposite potency contradicting God,
A momentary Evil's almightiness
Has straddled the straight path of Nature’s acts.
It imvitates the Godhiead it denies,
Puts on his figore and assumes his face,
A Manichean creator and destroyer,
This can abelish man, annul his world.
But there 5 & puardian power, there are Hands that save,
Caim eyes divine regard the homan scene.
All the world’s possibilities in man
Arc waiting as the tree waits in its seed;
His past lives in him; #t drives khis future’s pace;
His present’s acts fashion his coming fate.
Thbe unbormn gods hide in his house of Life.
The daemons of the unknown overshadow his mingd
Casiing their dreams into live moulds of thought,
The moulds in. which his mind builds out its world.
His mind creates around him its universe.
All that has been renews in lum its birth,
All that can be is figured in his soul,
Issuing in deeds it scores on the roads of the world,
Obscure to the Interpreting reason’s guess,
Lines of the secret purpose of the gods.
In strange direciions runs the intricate plan;
Held back from buman foresight is their end.
And the far intention of some ordering Will
Or the order of life’s arbitrary Chance
Finds out its settled poise and fated hour.
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Cur surface watched in vain by reason’s gaze,
Invaded by the impromptus of the unseen,
Helpless records the accidents of Time,

The involuntary tarns and leaps of life.

Only a little of us foresees its steps,

Only a little has will and purpesed paca.

A vast subliminal 15 man’s measureless part.
The dim subconscient is his cavern base.
Abolished vainlv in the walks of Time

Our past lives still ir our unconscious selves
And by the weight of its hidden influences

Is shaped our futore’s self-discovery.

Thus all 1z an inevitable chain

And yet a series seemns of accidents,

The unremembering hours repeai the ald acts,
Our dead past round our future’s ankles clings
And drags back the new nature's glorious stride,
Or from its buried corpse old ghosts arise,

Old thoughts, old longings, dead passions live 3zain,
Recur in sleep or move the waking man

To words that force the barrier of the lips,

To deeds that saddendy start and o'erleap

His head of reason and his gnardian will.

An old sell Turks in the new self we are;

Hardly we escape from whai we once had been:
In the dim gleam of habi{’s passages,

In the subconscisnt’s darkling corridors

All things are carried by the porter nerves

And nothing checked by subterranean mind,
Unstudied by the guardians of the doors

And passed by a blind mstinctive memory,

The old gapng dismmissed, old cancelled passports serve,
Mothing is wholly dead that once has lived.

In dirn tunnels of the world’s being and in ours
The old rejected nature still survives;

The corpses of its slain thoughts raise their heads

Jc-j‘lj
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And visit mind’s nocturng] walks in sieep,

- e el

Tts stifled impulses breathe and rove and rise;

All keeps a phantom immortality.

Trresistible are Nature's sequences.

The seeds of sins renounced sprout from hid soil;

'The evil cast from our hearts once more we face.

Gur dead selves come 1o slay our hving soul.

A portion of us lives in present Time,

A secret mass in dim inconscience gropes,

Ont of the inconscient and subliminal

Arisen, we live in mind’s uncertain light

And strive to know and master 2 dubious world

Whose purpose and meaning are hidden from our sight.

Above us dwells & superconscient god

Hidden in the mystery of his own light:

Aronnd i i3 a vast of ignorance

Lit by the uncertain ray of human mind,

Below us sleeps the Inconscient dark and mute.
But this is only Matter's first self-view,

A scale and series in the [gnorance.

This is not all we are or all our world,

Qur greater seif of knowledge waits for us,

A supreme hght m the truth-conscious Vasi:

It sees from summiis beyond thinking mind,

It moves in. a splendid air transcending life.

It shall descend and make earth’s life divine.

Truth made the world, not a blind Natare-Force.

For here are not our large diviner heights;

Cur summits 1n the superconscient’s blaze

Are glotious with the very face of God:

There is vur aspect of eternity,

There is the figure of the god we are,

His young unaging look on deathless things,

His joy in our escape from death and Time,

His immertality and light and bliss.

Our larger being sits behind cryptic walls:
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There are greatnesses hidden in our unseen parts

T

Thg,g wait | theit hour to siep inta kife’s front:
We feel ar aid from deep indweliing Gods:

Ome speaks within, Light comes to us from above.
Our soul from ifts mysterious chamber acts:

its influence pressing on our heart and mind
Pushes them o exceed their mortal seives.

Tt seeks for Good and Beauty and for God;

We see beyond self"s walls our limitless self,

We gaze through our world’s glass af half-seen vasts,
We hunt for the Truth behind apparent things.
Our inner Mind dwells in a larger light,

Its brightness looks at us throvgh hidden doors;
Our members lominows grow and Wisdom's face
Appears in the doorway of the mystic ward:
When she enters into our house of outward sense,
Then we look up and sce, above, her sun.

A mighty life-self with its inner powers

Supports the dwarfish modicum we call kfe;

H can graft upon our crawl two puissant wings.
Qur body’s subtle self is throned within

In its viewlcss palace of veridical dreams

That are bright shadows of the thoughts of God.
In the prone obscure beginnings of the race

The human grew m the bowed apelike man.

He stood erect, & godlike form and force,

And a soul’s thoughts looked out from earthborn eyes;

Man stood croct, he wore the thinker’s brow:
He lcoked at heaven and saw his comrade stars;
A vision came of beauty and greater birth
Slowly emerging from the heart’s chapel of light
And moved in & white lucent air of dreams,

He saw his being’s unrealised vastnesses,

He aspired and housed the nascent demi-god.
Out of the dim recesses of the self

The oceult secker into the open came:
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He heard the far and touched the intangible,

He pazed into the future and the unseen;

He used the powers earth-instruments cannot use,
A pastime made of the impossible!

He caught up fragments of the Omniscient’s thought,
He scattered formulas of cnnipotence.

Thus man in his little hoase made of earth’s dust
Grew towards an unseen heaven of thought and dream
Looking into the vast vistas of his mind

On a small globe dotiing infinity.

At last climbing a2 long and narrow stair

He stood alone on a high roof of things

And saw the light of a spiritual sun.

Aspiring he transcends his earthly self;

He stands in ihe larg__nes's_uf_m_s : soul new-horn
Redeemed fram encirclement by mﬂﬂml tﬁgw
And moves in a pure (ree spiritual realm

As in the rare breath of a stratosphere.

A lost end of far hnes of divinity.

He mounts by 2 frail thread to his high souree;
He reaches his fount of immortalily,

He calls the Godhead into his mortal life,

All this the spirit concealad had done in her:

A portion of the mighty Mother came

Into her as into its own human part:

Amid the cosmic workings of the Gods

It marked her the centre of a wide-drawn scheine,
Drrearmned in the passion of her far-sesing spirit
Tg mould humanity o God’s own shape

And lead this great blind strugaling world te light
Or a new world discover or create.

Earth must transform herself and equal Heaven
Dr Heaven descend into earth’s mortal staie.

But Tor siich vast spiritual change to be,

Out of the mystic cavern in man’s heart

The heavenly Psyche must put off her veil
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And step into common nature’s crowded rooms

And stand uncovered in that natore’s front

And rule its thoughts and fill the body and life.
Obedient to a high command she sat;

Time, iffe and death were passing incideats
Ggstructmg with their transient view her s1git,

Her sight that reust break (hrough and liberate the god

—-\.n_-___-__'—l—"

imprisoned in ihe visionless mortal man.
The taferior nature bora into ignorance
Still took too large a place, 1t veiled her self

And must be pushed aside to find her soul.

Exp oF CANTG Two



Canto Three

The Eniry tnto the Inner Cowntries

At first out of the busy hum of mind

As If from a loud thronged market into a cave

By an inward moment’s magic she had come,

A stark hushed emptiness became her self:

Her mind unvisited by the voice of thought

Stared at a void deep’s dumb infinity.

Her heights receded, her depths behind her closed;
All fied away from her and left her blank.

But when she came back 1o her self of thought,
Once more she was a human thing on earth,

A lump of Matter, a house of closed sight,

A mind compelled to think out ignorance,

A life-foree pressed into a eamp of works

And the material world her Himiting field.

Amazed like one unknewing she sought her way
Out of the tangle of man’s ignorant past

That took the surface person for the soul.

Then a Voice spoke that dwelt on secret heights:
“For man thou seekst, not for thyself alone.,

Only if God assumes the human mind

And puts on mortal ignorance for his cloak

And makes himself the Dwarf with triple stride,
Can he help man to grow into the God.

As man disguised the cosmic Greatness works
And finds the mystic inaccessible pate

And opens the Immortal’s golden door,

Man human follows in God’s human steps.
Mtigg his darkness thou must bring to him light
Acceptisg his sotrow thou must bzing to him bliss.
In Matter’s body find thy heaven-born soul.”
Then Savitri surged out of her body’s wall

|
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And stood a little span outside herself

And looked into her subtle being’s depths

And in its heart as in a lotus-bud

Divined her secret and mysterious sonl,

At the dim porial of the inner Lfe

That bars oui from our depths the body’s mind
And all that lives but by the body’s breath,
She knocked and pressed against the ebony gate,
The living portal groaned with sulien hinge:
Heavily reluctant it complamed inert

Against the tyranny of the spirit’s touch.

A formidable voice cried from within:

“Back, creature of earth, lest tortured angd torn thou die.”

A, dreadfyl murmur rose like a dim sea;

The Serpent of the threshold hissing rose,

A fatal guardian hood with monstrous coils,

The hounds of darkness growled with jaws agape,
And trolls and gnomes and goblins scowled and stared
Anc wild beast roarings thrilled the bleod with fear
And menace muttered in a dangerous tongue.
Unshaken her will pressed on the rigid bars:

The gate swung wide with a protesting jar,

The opponent Powers withdrew their dreadful guard;
Her being entered mto the inner worids,

In a narrow passage, the subconscient’s gate,

she breathed with difficulty and pam and strove

To find the inncr self concealed in sense.

Into a dense of subtle Matter packed,

A cavity filled with a blind mass of power,

An opposttion of misleading gleams,

A heavy barrier of unseeing sight,

She forced her way through body fo the soul,
Acroess a perilous border line she passed

Where life dips into the subconscient dusk

Or struggles from Matter inte chaos of mind,
Aswarm with elemental entities
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And fluttering shapes of vague half-bodied thought
And crude beginnings of incontinent farce,

At first a difficult narrowness was there,

A press of uncertain powers and drifting wills:
For all was there but nothing in its place,

At times ani: opening came, & door was forced:
She crossed through spaces of a seeret self

And trod in passages of inner Time.

At last she broke into a form of things,

A start of finiteness, a world of sense:

But ail was still confused, nothing self-found,
Soul was not there but only cries of life.

A thronged and clamorous air environed her.
A horde of sounds defied significance,

A dissonant clash of cries and contrary calis;
A mob of visions broke across the sight,

A jostled sequence lacking sense and suite,
Feelings pushed through a packed and burdened heart,
Each forced its separate inconsequent way

But cared for nothing but its ego’s drive,

A rally without key of commoan will,

Thought stared at thought and pulled at the faut brain
As if to pluck the reason from its seat

And cast its corpse into life’s wayside drain;
So might forgotten lie in Nature’s mud
Abandoned the slain sentine! of the soul,

S0 could Iife’s power shake from it mind’s rule,
Nature renounce the spirit’s government

And the bare elemental energies

Make of the sense a glory of houndless joy,

A splendour of ecstatic anarchy,

A revel mighty and mad of utter bliss,

This was the sense’s instinet void. of soyl

Or when the soul sleeps hidden void of power,
But now the vital godhead wakes within

And 1ifts the life with the supernal’s touch.
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But how shall come the glory and the flame

If mind s cast away into the ahyss?

For body without mind has not the light,

The rapture of spirit sense, the joy of life:

All then becames subconscient, tenebrous,
Inconseience puts its seal on Nature’s page

Or else 3 mad disorder whirls the brain

Posting along a ravaged nature'’s roads,

A chaos of disordered impulses

In which no light can come, no joy, no peace.
This state now threatened, this she pushed from her.
As if in a long endless tossing strest

One driven mid a trampling hurrying crowd
Hour afier hour she trod without release,
Holding by her will the senseless meute at bay;
Out of the dreadful press she dragged her will
And fixed her thought upon the saviour Name:
Then all grew still and empty; she was free.

A large deliverance came, a vast calm space.
Awhile she moved through 2 blank tranquiliity
Of naked Light from an Invisible sun,

A void that was a bodiless happiness,

A blissful vacuum of nameless peace.

But now a mighticr danger’s front drew near:
The press of bodily mind, the Inconscient’s brood
Of aimless thought and will had fallen from her.
Approaching loomed a giant head of Life
Ungoverned by mind or soul, subconscient, vast.
It tassed all power into a single drive,

It made its power a might of dangerous seas.
Into the stillness of her silent self,

Into the whiteness of its muse of Space

A spate, a forrent of the speed of Life

Broke like a wind-lashed driven mob of waves
Racing on a pale floor of summer sand;

It drowned its banks, 2 mountain of ¢limbing waves.
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Enormous was its vast and passionate voice,

It cried to her listening spirif as it ran,
Demanding God’s submission {o chainless Force.
A deaf force calling to a status demb,

A thousand voices in a muted Vast,

1t claimed the heart’s support for its ciuich at jov,
For its pead to act the witness soul’s consent,
For its Tust of power her nentral being's seal,
Into the wideness of her watching self

It brought a grandiose gust of the Breath of Life,
Its torrent carnied the world’s hopes and fears,
All life's, all Nature’s dissatisfied hungty cry,
And the longing all eternity cannot £ll:

K called {0 the mountain secrecies of the soul
And the miracle of the never-dving fire,

It spoke to some first inexpressible ecstasy
Hidden 1o the greative heal of Life;

Out of the nether unseen deeps it tore

ts lure and magic of disorderad biiss,

Into carth-light poured its maze of tangled charm
And heady draught of Nature’s primitive joy
And the fire and mystery of forbidden delight
Drrunk from the world-libido’s bottomless well,

And the honey-sweet poison-wine of lust and death,

But dreamed a vintage of glory of lifg's gods,
And felt as celestial rapture’s golden sting.

The eycles of the infinity of desire

And the mystique that made an unrealised world

Wider than the known and closer than the unknown

—_———

In which hunt for ever the hounds of mind and life,
Tempied a deep dissatisfied urge within

To long for the unfulfilled and ever far

And make this lifs upon a hmiting earth

A climb towards s summits vanishing in the void,

A search for the > glory o uf the impaossible.

It dreamed of that which never has been known,
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It grasped at that which never has been won,

It chased nlo an Elysian memory

The charms that flee from the heart's soon lost delight:
It dared the force that slays, the joys that hurt,

The imaged shape of vnaccomplished things

And the summeons to a Circean transmuting dance
And passion’s tenancy of the courts of love

And the wild Beast’s ramp and romp with Beauty and Life,
It brought its cry and surge of opposite powers,

Its moments of the touch of Juminous planes,

Its flame-ascensions and sky-pitched vast attempts,

Its fery towers of dream built on the winds,

Its sinkings towards the darkness and the abyss,

Its honey of tenderness, its sharp wine of hate,

Its changes of sun and cloud, of laughter and tears,

Its boltomless danger pits and swallowing gulfs,

Its fear and joy and ecstasy and despair,

1ts oceult wizardrics, its simple lines

And great communions and uplifting moves,

Its faith in heaven, its intercourse with hell.

These powers were not blunt with the dead weight of earth,
They gave ambrosia’s taste and poison’s sting,

Thers was an ardour in the gaze of Life

That saw heaven bluc in the grey air of Night:

The impulses godward soared on passion’s wings.
Mind’s quick-paced thoughts floated from their high necks
A glowing splendour as of an irised mane,

A parure of pure Intuition’s light;

Its flame-foot gallop they could imitats:

Mind’s voces mimicked inspiration’s stress,

Its ictus of infalibility,

Its speed and lightning heaven-leap of the Gods.

A trenchant blade that shore the nets of doubt,

[ts sword of discernment seemed almost divine,

Yet all that knowledge was a borrowed sun's;

The forms that came were not heaven’s native births:
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s puissance dangerous and absolute

Could mingle poison with the wine of God,

On these high shining backs falsehood could ride,
Truth lay with delight in error’s passionale arms
Gliding downstream in a blithe gilded harge:

She edged her ray with 2 magnificent lie,

Here in Life’s nether realms all contraries meet;
Truth stares and does her works with bandaged eyes,
And Ignorance is Wisdom’s patron here.

Those palloping hooves in their enthusiast spesd
Could bear to & dangerous intermediate zone
Where Death walks wearing a robe of deathless Life,
Or they enter the valley of the wandering Gieam
Whence, captives or victims of the specious Ray,
Souls trapped in that region never can escape.
Agents, vot mastars, they serve Life’s desires
Toiling for ever in the snare of Time,

Their bodies born out of some Mihil’s womb
Ensnare the spirit in the moment’s dreams,

Then perish vomiting the immeortal soul

Out of Matter’s belly into the sink of Nought,
Yet some uncanght, unslain can warily pass
Carryving Truth's image m their sheltered heart,
Pluck Knowledge out of error’s screening grip,
Break paths through the blind walls of little self,
Then travel on to reach a greater life.

4 oma ———

All this streamed past her and scemed to her vision’s sight

As if aroond a high and voiceless isie

A clamour of waters from far unknown hills
Swallowed its narrow banks in crowding waves
And made a hungry world of white wild foam:
Hastenmyg, a dragon with a million feet,

Tis fogm and cry a drunken giant’s din,
Tossing a mane of Darkness into God’s sky,

It ebbed receding mto a distant roar;

Then smiled again a large and tranguil air:
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Biue heaven, green earth, partners of Beauty’s reign,

Lived as of old, companions in happiness;

And in the world’s heart laughed the jov of hife.

All now was still, the soil shone dry and pure.

Through it ali she moved not, plunged not in the vain waves
Out of the vastness of the silent self

Life’s elamour fled; her spirit was mute and free,

Then jovrneying forward through the self”s wide hush
She came into a briiliant ordered Space.
There Life dwelt parked in an armed tranquillity:
A chain was on her strong insurgent heart,
Tamed to the modesty of a measured pace,
She kept no more her vehement stride and rush:
She had lost the careless majesty of her muse
And the ample grandeur of her regal force;
Curbed were her mighty pomps, her splendid waste,
Sabered the reveis of her bacchant play,
Cut down were her squanderings in desire’s bazaar,
Coerced her despot will, her faney’s dance,
A cold stolidity bound the riot of sense.
Her spirit’s bovnds they cast in rigid linss.
A royalty withont freedom was her lot;
The sovereign throned obeved her minfsters:
Her servants mied and sense governed her house
And guarded with a phalanx of armoured rules
The reason’s balanced reign, kept order and peace.
Her will lived closed m adamant walls of law,
Coerced was her force by chains that feigned to adorn,
[magination was priscned in a fort,
Her wanton and licentious {avourite;
Reaiity’s poise and reason’s symmetry
Were set in its place sentinelled by marshalled facts,
They gave to the soul for throne a bench of Law,
For kingdom a small world of rule and ling:
The ages” wisdom, shrivelled to scholiast lines,
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Shrank palterned into a copy-book device.

The Spirit's almightly freedom was not here:

A schoolman mind had captured life’s large space,
But chose to live in bare and paltry rooms

Parked ofl from the too vast dangerous universe,
Fearing to lose its soul in the infinite,

Even the [dea’s ample sweep was cui

Tnto a sysiem, chained to fixed pillars of thought
Or rivetted to Matter's solid ground:

Or else the soul was lost in its own heights:
Obeying the Tdzal’s high-browed law

Thought based a throne on unsubstantial air
Dnsdaining earth’s flat teiviality:

1t barred reality out to live in its dreams,

Or all slepped 1nto a syslemed universe:

Life’s empire was 4 managed continent,

Its thoughts an army ranked and disciplined ;
Uniformed they kept the logic of their fixed place
At the bidding of the trained cenfurion mind.

Or each stepped into its station like a s{ar

Or marched through fixed and consicllated heavens
Or kept its feudal rank among ifs peers

In the sky’s unchanging cosmic hierarchy.

Or like a highbred maiden with chaste eyes
Forbudden to walk unveiled the public ways,

She must in close secludad chambers move,

Her feeling in cleisters live or gardened paths.
Lifc was consigned to a safe level path,

It dared not tempt the great and difficult heights
G climb to be naighbour to a lonely star

Or skirt the danger of the precipice

Or tempt the foam-curled breakers’ perlous laugh,
Adventure’s lynist, danger’s amateur,

Or into her chamber call some flaming god,

Or leave the world’s bounds and, where no limiis are,
Meet witl the hearl’s passion the Adorable
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Or set the world ablaze with the inner Fire.

A chastened epithet in the prose of life,

She must fill with colour just her sanctioned space,
Not break out of the cabin of the idea

Nor trespass into rhythms too high or vast.
Even when it soared into 1deal air,

Thought’s flight lost not itself in heaven's blue:
It drew upon the skies a patterned flower

Of disciplined beauty and harmonic light.

A temperate vigilant spirid governed life:

Its acts were tools of the considering thought,
Too cold to take fire and set the world ablaze,
Or the carcful reason’s diplomatic moves
Testing the means to a prefigured end,

Or at the highest pitch some calm Will’s plan
Or a strategy of some High Command within
To conguer the secret treasures of the gods

Or win for a masked king some glorions world,
Not a reflex of the spontaneous self,

An index of the being and its moods,

A winging of conscious spirit, a sacrament

Of life’s communion with the still Supreme

Or its pure movement on the Eternal’s road.
Or else for the body of some high Idea

A house was built with to¢ close-fitting bricks;
Action and thought cemented made a wall

Of small ideals limiting the soul.

Even meditation mused on a narrow seat;
And worship turned to an exclusive God,

To the Universal in a chapel prayed

Whose doors were shut against the universe:
Or kneeled to the bodiless Impersonal

A mind shut to the ery and fire of love:

A rational religion dried the heart.

It planned a smooth life’s acts with ethics’ rule
Or offered a cold and flameless sacrifice.
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The sacred Book lay on its sanctified desk
Wrapped In interpretation’s silken strings:
A credo sealed up its spiritual sense.

Here was a quiet country of fixed mind,
Here life no more was all nor passion’s voice;
A cry of sense had sunk into a hush,

Sou} was not there nor spirit, but mind alone;
Mind claimed to be the spirit and the soul
The spirit saw fiself as form of mind,

Lost wtself in the glory of the thought,

A light that made invisible the sun.

Into a firm and settled space she came

Where all was stifl and all things kept their place.
Each found what it had sought and knew its aim,

All had 2 final last stability.2

There one stood forth who bore authority

On an mportant brow and held a rod:
Command was incarnate in his gesture and tone:
Tradition’s petrified wisdom carved his speech,
His sentences savoured the oracle.

“Travelier or pilgrim of the Inner world,
Fortunate art thou to reach our brilljant air
Flaming with thought's supreme finality.

O aspirant to_the perfect way of life,

______

Here find it; rest from search and live af peace.
Ours is the home of cosmic certainty.

b dnother versiun of this paragraph-bepiming af rwelve lnes:

This narrowed Life’s pedestrian thought and will
Debooched ot 3 litle continent spacs
Whete soul was not nor spirlt, snd thinking mind
Ladoured content with spali fiealites,
It seemed do it the ton of eing's arg
And the last ciecle of the quest of Tife.
It was 3 paradise for thought's ceowmed case
Where oothing more was keft to find or koow,
A tabernacle of wise contented |is,
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Here is the truth, God’s harmeny is here.
Register thy name in the book of the clite,
Admitted by the sanction of the few,

Adopt thy station of knowledge, thy post in mind
Thy ticket of order draw in Life’s bureay

And praise thy fate thal made thee one of ours.
All here, docketed and tied, the mind can know,
All schemed by law that Ged permits to life.
This is the end and therc is no beyond.

Here is the safety of the ultimate wall,

Here is the clarity of the sword of Light,

Here is the victory of a single Truth,

Here burns the diamond of flawless bliss,

A favourite of Heaven and Nature live,”

But to the too satisfed and confident sage
Savitri replied ¢asting into his world

ks

Sight’s deep release, the heart’s questioning inner voice.

For here the heart spoke not, only clear daylight
Of intellect reigned here, limiting, cold, precise.
“Happy are they who in this chaos of things,
This coming and going of the feet of Time,

Can find the single Truth, the eternal Law:
Untouched they live by hope and doubt and fear,
Happy are men anchored on fixed belief

In this ancertain and ambiguous world,

Or who have planted in the heart's rich soil

One small grain of spiritual certitude.

Happiest who stand on faith as on 2 rock.

But ¥ must pass leaving the ended search,
Truth's rounded outcome firm, immutable

And this harmonic building of world-faet,

This ordered knowledge of apparent things.
Here I can stay not, for I seck my soul.”

None answered in that bright contented world,
Or only tumed on their accustomed way
Astonished to hear questioning in that air
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Or thoughts that could still turn to the Beyond.
But some murmured, passers-by from kindred spheres;
Each by his credo judged the thought she spoke.
“Who then 15 this who knows not that the soul

Is a least gland or a secrefion’s fault

Dhisquieting the sane government of the mind,
Dhsordering the function of the brain,

Or a yearning lodged in Nature's mortal house

Or dream whispered in man's cave of hollow thought
Who would prolong his brief unhappy term

Or cling to living in a sea of death 7

But others, “Nay, it is her spirit she seeks.

A splendrd shadow of the name of God,

A formless lustre from the Ideal’s realm,

'The Spirit is the Holy Ghost of Mind;

But none has touched its Iimits or seen its face.
Fach soul is the great Father’s crucified Son,

Mind is that souls one parent, its conscious cause,
The ground on which trembles a brief passing light,
Mind, sole creator of the apparent world.

All that is here is part of onr own self:

Our minds have made the world in which we live.”
Another with mystic and unsatisfied eyes

Who loved his slain belief and mourmed its death:
“Is there one left who seeks for a Beyond ?

Can still the path be found, opencd the gate?”

S0 she fared on across her silent scif,
To a road she came thronged with an ardent crowd
Who sped brilliant, fire-footed, sunlight-gyed,
Pressing to reach the world’s mysterious wall,
And pass through masked doorways into cuter mind
Where the Light comes not nor the mystic voice,
Messengers from our subliminal greatnesses,
Guests from the cavern of the secret soub,
Inte dim spiritual somnolence they break
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Oy shed wide wonder on oor waking seif,

Ideas thaf haunt us with their radiant tread,
Dreams that are hints of unborn Reality,

Strange goddesses with deep-posled magical eyes,
Sirong wind-haired gods carrying harps of hepe,
Great moon-hued visions gliding through goid afr,
Aspiration’s sun-dream head and star-carvad limbs,
Emotions making commen hearts sublime.

And Saviiri minghing in that glorious crowd,
Yearming to the spiritual light they bore,

Longed once 1o hasten like them to save God's world:;
But she reined back the high passion in her heart:
She knew that first she must discover her soul,
Only who save themselves can others save.

In contrary sense she faced Tife's ri:idling truth ;
They carrying the light to suffering men

Hurried with eager feet to the outer world ;

Her =ves were turned towards the eternal source.
Outstreiching her hands to stay the throng she cried:
“O happy company of luminous gods,

Reveal. who know, the road that I must tread, —
For sorely that bright quarter is vour homs, —

To [ind the birthplace of the occult Fire

And the deep mansion of my secret soul.”

One answered pointing to a silence dim

On a remote extremity of sleep

In some far background of the inner world.

“0 Savitri, from thy hidden soul we come.

We are the messengers, the occult gods

Who help men’s drab and heavy ignorant lives

To wzke to beauty and the wonder of things
Touching them with glory and divinity,;

In evil we light the deathless flame of good

And hold the torch of knowledge on ignorant roads;
We are thy will and all men’s will towards Light.
O human copy and disguise of God
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Who seekst the deity thou keepest hid

And livest by the Truth thou hast not known,
Follow the world’s winding highway to its source,
There in the silence few have ever reached,

Thou shait see the Fire burning on the bare stone
And the deep cavern of thy secret sonl.”

Than Savitri following the great winding road
Came where it dwindled info a narrow path

Trod only by rare wounded pilgrim-feet.

A few bright forms emerged from unknown depths
And looked at her with calm immorta! eyes.
There was no sound to break the brooding hush;
One felt the silent nearness of the soul.

END OF {CAMTO THREE
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[ am woman, nurse and slave and beaten beast;

I tend the hands that gave me cruel blows;

The hearts that spurned my love and zeal I serve;
1 am the courted queen, the pampered doll,

T am the gver of the bowl of rice,

I am the worshipped Angel of the House.

[ am In all that suffers and that cries.

Mine is the prayer that climbs in vain from earth,
[ am traversed by my creatures’ agonies,

I am the spitit in a world of pain,

The scream of tortured flesh and tortured hearts
Fallen back on heart and flesh unheard by Heaven
Has rent with helpless grief and wrath my soul.

I have seen the peasant burning in his hut,

[ have seen the slashed corpse of the slaughtered child,
Heard woman's cry ravished and siripped and haled
Amid the bayings of the hell-hound mob,

I have looked on, [ had no power to save.

I have brought no arm of strength to aid or slay:
God gave me love, he gave me noet his force.

I have shared the toil of the voked animal drudge
Pushed by the goad, encouraged by the whip;

I have shared the fear-{illed life of bird and beast,
Its leng hunt for the day’s precarious food,

[ts covert slink and crouch avd hungry prowl,

Its pain and terror seized by beak and claw.

I have shared the daily life of commeoen men,

Its petty pleasures and ils petty cares,

Tts press of troubles and hageard horde of ills
Earth’s trail of sorrow hopeless of relef,

The unwanied tedious labour without joy,

And the burden of misery and the strokes of fate.
1 have been pity, leaning over pain

And the tender smile that heals the wounded heart
And sympathy making life less hard to bear.

Man has felt near my unseen face and hands:
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I have become the sufferer and his moan,

I have lain down with the mangled and the slain,
[ have lived with the prisoner in his dungeon call,
Heavy on my shoulders weighs the yoke of Time:
Nothing refusing of creation’s load,

1 have borne all and know I still must bear:
Perhaps when the world sinks info a last sleep,

I too may slcep in dumb eternal peace,

I have borne the calm indifierence of FHeaven,
Watched Nature's cruelty to suffering things
While God passed silent by nor turned to help.
Yet have I cried not out against his will,

Yet have | not accused his cosmic Law,

A patient prayer has risen from my breast;

A pallid resignation lights my brow,

Within me a blind faith and mezrey dwell;

I carry the fire that never can be quenched

And the compassion that supports the suns.

[ am the hope that looks towards my God,

My God who never came o me till now;

His voice [ hear that ever says ‘f come”:

1 know that one day he shall come at last.”

She ceased, and like an echo from below
Answering her pathos of divine complaint

A voice of wrath took up the dire refrain,

A growl of thunder or roar of angry beast,

The beast that crouching growls within man’s depths, —
Voice of a tortured Titan once a God.

“I am the Man of Serrows, I am he

Whe is nailed on the wide cross of the universe;
To enjoy my agony God huilt the earth,

My passion he has made his drama’s theme.

He has sent me naked into his bitter world

And beaten me with his rods of grief and pain
That I might cry and grovet at his feet



Savitrl - Book Seven - Cumta Four it6

And offer him worship with my blood and tears,

I am Prometheus under the valtare’s beak,

Man, the discoverer of the undying Fire,

In the flame he kindied buming like a moth;

I am the seeker who can never find,

I am the fighter who can never win,

I am the runner who never touched his goal;

Heill tartures me with the edges of my though,
Heaven tortures me with the splendowr of my dreams.
What profit have I of my human soul?

I toil hike the animal, like the animal die.

I am man the rebel, man the helpless serf:

Fate and my fellows cheat me of my wage.

I loosen with my blood my servitude’s seal

And shake from my aching neck the oppressor’s knees
Only to seat new tyrants on my back:

My teachers lesson me in slavery,

1 am shown God’s stamp and my own true signature
Upon the sorry contract of my fate,

I have loved, but none has loved me since my bitth:
My fruit of works is given to other hands:

All that is left me is my evil thoughts,

My sordid quarrel against God and man,

Envy of the riches that I cannot share,

Hate of a happiness that is not mine,

I know my fate will ever be the same,

it is my Nature’s work that cannot chanpe:

1 have loved for mine, not for 1he boloved’s sake,

= —am

Y Rave foved Tor m m}fsalf and tmt I‘ﬂr others’ lives.

Bt T —

20 (God has made his harsh and dy eadful world,
30 has he built the petty heart of man;

Only by foree and ruse can man survive:

For pity is a weakness in his breast,

His goodness is a laxity in the nerves,

Hig kindness an mvestment for return,

Ll R O L PR TR e A oy e
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His altruism 15 ego’s other face:

He serves the world that im the world may serve,
if once the Titan’s stren gth could wake irn me,
If Enceladus from Etna could arise,

I then would reign the master of the world
And like 2 God enjoy man’s bliss and pain.
But God has taken from me the ancient force.
There 15 a duli consent in my sluggisk heart,

A fierce satisfaction with my special pangs
Asf they made me taller than my kind:

Only by suffering can T excel.

[ am the victim of titanic ills,

I am the doer of demoniac deeds:

I was made for evil, evil is my lot;

Evil I must be and by evil live;

Nought other can I do but be myscif;

What Nature made me, that I must remain.

I suffer and toil and weep; I moan and hate,”
And Sawitri heard the Voice, the echa heard
And turning to her being of pity spoke:
“Madonna of suffering, Mother of grief divine,
Thou art a pottion of my soul put forth

To bear the unbearable sarrow of the world.
Because thou art, men yield not to their doom,
But ask for happiness and strive with fate;
Because thou art, the wretched still can hope.
But thine is the power to solace, not to save.
One day I will return, a bringer of strength,
And make thee drink from the Eternal’s cup;
His streams of force shall triumph m thy limbs
And Wisdom's calm control thy passionate heart,
Thy love shall be the bond of human kind,
Compassion the bright king of Nature’s acts:
Misery shall pass abolished from the earth;
The world shall be freed from the anger of the Beast,
From the cruelty of the Titan and his pain.
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There shall be peace and joy for ever more,”

On passed she in her spirit’s upward route.
An ardent grandeur climbed mid ferns and rocks,
A quist wind flattered the heart 1o warmth,
A finer perfume breathed from slender trees,
All beantiful grew, subtle and high and strange.
Here on a boulder carved like a huge throne
A Woman sat in goid and purple sheen,
Armed with the trident and the thunderboll,
Her {eet upon a couchant lion’s back.
A formidable smile curved round her lips,
Heaven-fire 1aughed in the corners of her eyes;
Her body a mass of courage and heavenly strength,
She menaced the triumph of the nsther gods.
A halo of lightnings flamed around her head
And sovereignty a great cestus zoned her robe
And majesty and victory sat with her
Guarding in the wide cosmic battle-field
Against the flat equality of Death
And the all-levelling insurgent Night
The hierarchy of the ordered Powers,
The high changeless values, the peaked eminences,
The privileged avistocracy of Truth,
And in the governing Idzal’s sun
The triumvirate of wisdom, love and bliss
And the sole autocracy of the absolute Light.
August on her seat in the inner world of Mind,
The Mother of Might looked down on passing things
Listened to the advancing tread of Time,
Saw the irresistible wheeling of the suns
And heard the thunder of the march of God.
Amitd the swaying forces in their strife
Sovereign, was her word of luminous command,
Her speech like 2 war-cry rang or a pilgrim chant,
A charm restoring hope in failing hearts,

2
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Aspired the harmony of her puissant voice:

“0 Savitri, I am thy secret soul.

§ have come down into the human world

And the movemnent watched by an unsleeping Eve
And the dark contruriety of earth’s fate

And the battle of the bright and sombre Powers.
I stand upoun earth’s paths of danger and grief
And help the unfortunate and save the doomed.
To the strong 1 bring the guerdon of their strength,
To the weak I bring the armour of my force;
To men who long [ carry their coveted joy:

I am fortune justifving the great and wise

By the sanction of the plaudiis of the crowd,
Then {rampling them with the armed heel of Fate.
My ear i5 leaned to the cry of the oppressed,

I topple down the thrones of tyrant kings:

A cry comes from proscribed and hunted lives
Appealing to me against a pitiless world,

A voice of the forsaken and desolate

And the lone prisoner in his dungeon cell.

Men hail in my coming the Almighty's force

Or praise with thankful tears his saviour Grace.
I smite the Titan who bestrides the world

And slay the ogre in his blood-stained den.

[ am Durga, goddess of the proud and strong,
And Laksmi, queen of the fair and fortunate;

[ wear the face of Kal when I kill,

[ trample the corpses of the demon hordes.

[ am charged by God to do his mighty work,
Uncaring I serve his will who sent me forth,
Reckless of peril and earthly consequence.

I reason not of virtue and of sin

But dg the deed he has put info my heart.

I fear not for the angry frown of Heaven,

I fiinch not from the red assault of Hell;

I crush the opposition of the gods,
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Tread down a nullion goblin obstacles,

1 ginde man to the path of the Divine

And guard him from the red Wolf and the Snake.
I sct o his mortal hand my heavenly sword

And put on him the breastplate of the gods.

I break the ignorant pride of human mind

And lead the thought to the wideness of the Truth;
I rend man‘f. narrow and sumessful life

ﬂia’? he mav dm to earth am:l live in }_us soul.

I know the m}al T know the secret route:

1 have studied the map of the invisible worlds;

I am the battle’s head, the journey’s star.

But the great obstinate world resists my word,
And the crookedness and evil in man's heart

Is stronger than Reason, profounder than the Pit,
And the malignancy of hostile Powers

Puts craftily back the clock of destiny

And mightier seems than the eternal Will.

Tie cosmic evil is too deep to unroot:

‘The cosmic suffering is too vast to heal.

A few I guide who pass me towards the Light;

A few I save, the mass falls back unsaved:

A fow | help, the many strive and fail;

But my heart I have hardened and I do my work:
Slowly the Light grows greater in the East,
Slowly the world progresses on God’s road.

His seal is on my task, it cannot fasl ;

I shall hear the silver swing of heaven’s gates
When God comes out to meet the soul of the world.”
She spoke and from the lower human world

An answer, a warped ccho met her speech;

The voice came thraugh the spaces of the mind
Of the dwarf-Titan, the deformed chained god
Who strives to master his nature’s rebel stuff
And make the universe his jnstrument.

3l



Savitri - Beok Scven - Canro Four

The Ego of this great world of desire
CTiﬁad_éarth and the wide heavens for the use
OFf man, head of the life it shapes on earth,

Its representative and conscious soul,

And symbol of evolving light and force

And vessel of the goditead that must be.

A thinking animal, Nature’s struggling lord
Hus made of her his nurse and tool and slave
And pays o her a5 wage and emolument
Inescapably by a decp law in things

His heart’s grief and his body’s death and pain;
His pains are her means to grow, to see and feel;

——— -

His death g.s__smts her immortality.
A tool and slave of his own slave and toal,
He praises his free will and his master mind
And is pushed by her npon her chosen paths;
Possessor he 15 possessed and, roler, ruled,
Her conscious automaton, her desire’s dupe.
Hiz soul is her puest, a sovereign mute, iner,
His body her robot, his hife her way to live,
His conscious mind her strong revolied serf.
The voice rose up and smote soms inner sen;
“I am the heir of the forces of the earth,
Slowly I make good my right to my eslate;
A growing godhead in her diviniscd mud,
I climb, a claimant to the throne of heaven.
The last born of the earth I stand the first:
Her slow millenniams waited for my birth.
Although I live in Time besieged by Death,
Precarious owner of my body and soul
Housed on a little speck amid the stars,
FDI’ me and my use the universe was made.
Mﬂt in ﬂlﬂ Liahing_ clay,
Even it he is not, he becomes in me.
The sun and moon are lights upon my path;

51
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Afr was invented for my lungs to breathe,
Conditioned as a wide and wall-less space

For my winged chariot’s wheels to cleave a road,
The sea was made for me to swim and sail

And bear my golden commerce on its back:

[t lavghs cloven by my pleasure’s gliding keel,

I laugh at its black stare of late and death.

The earth is my floor, the sky my living's roof.

All was prepared through many a silent age,

God made experiments with animal shapes,

Then only when all was ready I was bom,

I was born weak and small and ignorant,

A helpless crealure 1n a difficult werld,

Travelling through my brief years with death at my side:
I have grown greater than Nature, wiser than God.
I have made real what she never dreamed,

I have seized her powers and hamessed for my work,
I have shaped her metals and new metals made;

I wili make glass and raiment out of milk,

Make iron velvet, water unbreakable stone,

Like God in his astuce of artist skill,

Mould from one primal plasm protean forms,

In single pature multitudinous lives,

All that imagination can congeive

In mind intangible, remould anew

In Matter’s plastic solid and congrete:

No magic can surpass my magic's skill.

There is no miracle I shall not achieve,

What God imperfect left, [ will complete,

Out of a tangled mind and half-made soql

His sin and error I will eliminate;

What he invented not, 1 shall invent:

He was the first creator, I am the last,

I have found the atems from which he built the worlds:
The first tremendous coamic energy

Missioned shall leap to slay my enemy kin,
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Expunge a nation or abolish a race,

Death’s silence leave witere there was laughter and joy.
Or the fissured invisible shall spend God’s force

To extend my comforts and expand my wealth,

To speed my car which now the lightrings drive
And turn the engines of my miracles,

I will take his means of sorcery from his hands

And do with them greater wonders than his best,
Yet through it all I have kept my balanced thought:
[ have stodied my being, I have examined the world,
I hayve grown a master of the arts of life,

[ have tamed the wild beast trained to be my friend;
He guards my house, iooks up waiting my will.

t have laught my kind to serve and to obey.

! have used the mystery of the cosmic waves

To see far distance and to hear far words:

[ have conquered Space and knitted close all earth:
Soon I shall know the secrets of the Mind;

[ play with knowledge and with ignarance

Axnd sin and virtue my inventions are,

1 can transcend or sovereignly use.

I shall know mystic truths, seize occult powers,

I shall slay my encmies with a look or thought,

I shall sense the unspoken feelings of all hearts

And see and hear the hidden thoughts of men.

e

The gods shall be my aids or menial folk,

No wish T harbour unfulfilled shali die:
Omnipotence and omniscience shall be mine.”

And Savitri heard the voice, the warped echo heard
And turning to her being of power she spoke:
“Madonna of might, Mather of works and foree,
Thou art a portion of my soul put forth

To help mankind and help the 1ravail of Time.
Because thou art in him, man hopes and dares;
Because thou art, men's souls can ciimb the heavens
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And walk like Gods in the presence of the Supreme,
But without wisdom pewer is like a wind,

It can breathe upon the heights and kiss the sky,

Tt cannot build the extreme eternal things.

Thou hast given men strength, wisdom thou couldst not give.
One day I will return, a bringer of light,

Then I will give to thee the mirror of God;

Thau shalt see self and world 25 by him they are seen
Reflected in the bright pool of thy soul.

Thy wisdotn shall be vast as vast Lthy power.

Then hate shall dwell no more in uman hearts,

And fear and weakness shall desert men’s lives,

The cry of the ego shall be hushed within,

Its lion roar that claims the world as food,

Al shall be might and bliss and happy foree.”

Ascending still her spirit’s upward route
She came into a lugh and happy space,
A wide tower of vision whence all could be seen
And alf was centred in a single view
As when by distance separate scones grow one
And a harmony is made of hues at war,
The wind was still and fragrance packed the air.
There was a carol of birds and murmur of bees,
And all that is commen and natural and sweet,
Yet mmtimately divine to heart and soul.
A nearness thrilled of the spircit to its source
Apd deepest things seemed obvious, ¢lose and true.
Here, living centre of that viston of peace,
A Woman sat in clear and crystal light:
Heaven had unveiled its lustre in her eyes,
Her feet were moonbeams, her face was a bright sun
Her smile could persuade a dead lacerated heart
To live again and feel the hands of calm,
A low music heard became her floating voice:
*0 Savitri, I am thy secret soul.
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i have come down 1o the wounded desolate earth
To heal her pangs and lull her heart to rest

And lay her head vpon the Mother's lap

That she may dream of God and know his peace
And draw the harmony of higher spheres

[nto the rhythm of earth's rude troubled days.

I show to her the figures of bright Gods

And bring strength and sclace to her struggling life;
High things that now are only words and forms
I reveal to her in the body of their power,

I am peace that steals mnto man’s war-worn breast,
Amid the reign of Hell his acts create

A hostel where Heaven’s messengers can lodge;

I am charity with the kindly hands that bless:

I am silence mid the nolsy tramp of life;

I am Knowledge poring on her cosmic map.

In the anomalics of the human heart

Where Good and Evi are close bed-fellows

And Light is by Darkness dogged at every step,
Where his largest knowledge i1s an ignorance,

1 am the Power that labours towards the best

And works fm* God and {ooks up towards the heights.

————

And all experience a long march towards Light.
Out | Jut of the Inconscient I build consciousness
And lead thmugh death to reach immortal ife.
Many are God's forms by which he grows in man;
They stamp his thoughts and deeds wilh divinity,
Uplift the stature of the human clay

Or slowly transmute it into heaven’s gold.,

Hez is the Good for which men fight and die,

He is the War of Right with Titan Wrong,

He 15 Freedom rising deathless from her pyre,
He is Valour guarding still the desperate pass

Or lone and erect on the shattered barricade

Or a sentinel in the dangerous echoing Night.
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He is the crown of the martyr burned in flame
And the glad resignation of the sant

And courage indifferent to the wounds of Time
And the her's might wrestling with death and Fate.
He is Wisdom incarnate on a glornous throne
And the calm auntocracy of the sage’s rule.

He is the high and sohtary Thought

Aloof above the 1gnorant multitude:

He is the prophet’s voice, the sight of the seer.
He is Boauty, nectar of the passionate soul,

He is the Truth by which the spirit lives.

He is the riches of the spiritual Vast

Poured out in healing streams on indigent Life;
He is Eternity hured from hour to hour,

He is Infinity in a little space:

He iz Immortality in the arms of Death.

‘These powers [ am and at my call they come.
Thus slowly I lift man’s soul nearer the Light.
But human mind clings to its ignorance,

And 1o its littleness the human heart,

And to its right to grief the earthly life.

Only when Eternity takes Time by the hand,
Only when infinity weds the finite’s thought,

Can man be free from himself and live with God,
I bring meanwhile the gads upon the earth;
'bring back hope to the despairing heart:

I give peace to the humble and the great

And shed my grace on the foolish and the wise,

1 shail save earth, if earth consents to be saved.
Then Love shall at last unwounded tread earth's 50il;
Man’s mind shall admit the savereignty of Truth
And body bear the immense descent of God.”
She spoke and from the ignorant nether plans

A cry, a warped echo naked and shuddering came.
A voice of the sense-shackled human mind
Carried its proud complaint of Godlike power
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Hedged by the limits of a mortal's thoughts,
Bound in the chains of earthly ignorance.
Imprisoned in his body and his brain

The mortal cannot see God's mighty whole

Or share in his vast and deep identity

Whe stands unguessed within our ignorant hearts
And knows all things because he is one with all.
Man oniv sees the cosmic surfaces,

Then wondering what may lie hid from the sense
A little way he delves io depths below:

But soon he stops, he cannot reach Lifs’s core
Or commune with the threbbing heart of things.
He sges the naked body of the Truth

‘Though often bafled by her endless garbs,

But cannot look upon her sou] within.

‘Then, furicus for a knowledge absolute,

He tears all details out and stabs and digs:
Only the shape’s contents he holds for use;

The spirit escapes or dies beneath his knife.

He sees as a blank stretch, a giant waste

The crowding.riches of infinity.

The finite he has made his central field,

Its plan dissects, masters its processes,

That which moves all is hidden from his gaze,
His poring eves miss the wnseen bebind.

He has the blind man’s subtle unerring touch
Or the slow travelier’s sight of distant scenes;
The sonl's revealing contacts are not his.

Yet is he visited by intuitive light

And inspiration comes from the Unknown:

But oniy reason and sense he feels as sure,

They only are his frusted witnesses.

Thus is he baulked, his splendid effort vain;

His knowledge scans bright pebbles on the shore
Of the huge ocean of his ignorance.

Yet grandiose were the accents of that cry,
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A cosmic pathos trembled i1 its tone.

“I am the mmd of God's great 1ignorant world
Ascending to knowledge by the steps he made:

1 am the all-discovering Thought of man.

1 am a god fettered by Matter and sense,

An animal prisomed in a fence of thorns,

A beast of fabour asking for his food,

A smith tied to s anvid and his forge.

Yet have T foosened the cord, enlarged my room.
[ have mapped ihe heavens and analysed the stars,
Desceribed the orbits through the grooves of Space,
Measured the miles that separate the suns,
Computed their longevity in Time.

[ have delved into esarth’s bowels and torn out
The riches guarded by her dull brown sotl.

I have classed the changes of her stony crust
And of her biography discovered the dates,
Rescued the pages of all Nature’s plan.

The tree of evolution | have skelched,

Each branch and twig and leaf in its own place,
I the embryo tracked the history of forms,

And the gensalogy framed of all that lives.

I have detected plasm and cell and gene,

The protozoa traced, man's ancestors,

The humble originals from whom he rosc,

{ know how he was born and how he dics;

Only what end he serves T kuow not yet,

Or if there is aim at all or any end

Or push of rich creative purposeful joy

In the wide works of the terrestrial power.

I have caught her intricate processes, none is left:
Her huge machinery is in my hands;

1 have scized the cosmic energies for my use.

I have pored on her infinitesimal elements

And her invisible atoms have unmasked

All Matter is a book I have perused
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Only some pages now are left to read.

1 have seen the ways of life, the paths of mind;
I bave studied the methods of the ant and ape
And the behaviour learnt of man and worm.
If God 15 at work his secrets [ have found.

But still the Cause of things is left in doubt.

—_—— -

Their truth flecs from ]Jl.ill:rUIt mu} a void;

WE]&’: chose the process, whenee the Power sprung
I know not and perhaps shall never know,

A mystery 13 this mightv Nature's birth;

A mystery is the elusive stream of mind,

A mystery the protean freak of life,

What I have learnt, Chance leaps to contradict;
What I have built is seized and torn by Fate.

I can foresee the acts of Matter's force,

Buf not the march of the destiny of man:

— ..

ITe is driven v pon paths he did not choose,

— ——

He falls tramp led underneath the rolling wheels,
My great philesophies are 2 reasoned guess;
The mystic heavens that ¢laire the human soul
Are a charlatanism of the Imagining brain:
Al 15 a speculation or a dream:

In the end the world itself becomes a doubt:
The infinitesimal's jest mocks mass and shape,
A laugh peals from the infinite’s finite mask.
Perhaps the world 15 an error of our sight,

A trick repeated in each flash of sense,

An unreal mind hallucinates the soul

With a stress-vision of false reality,

Or a dance of Maya veils the Void unborn.
Even if a greater consciousness I could reach,
What profit 15 it then for Thought to win

A Real which 1s [or ever ineffable

Or hunt to its lair the bodiless Self or make
The Unknowable the target of the soul?
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Nay, let me work within my mortal bounds,

Not live beyond life nor think beyond the mind;

Qur smallness saves us from the Infinite.

in a frozen grandeur lone and desolate

Cail me not to die the great eternal Death,

Left naked of my own humanity

In the chill vast of the spirit’s boundlessness.

Each creature by its nature’s limits lives,

And how can one evade his native fate?

Human I am, human let me remam

Till in the Inconscient X fall dumb and sleep.

A high insanity, a chimerg is this,

To think that God lives hidden in the clay

And that eternal Trath can dwell in Time,

And call i her to save our self and world.

How can man grow immortal and divine

Transmuting the very stuff of which he is made?

This wizard Gods may dream, not thirking men.”
And Savitri heard the voice, the warped answer heard

And turning to her being of light she spoke:

“Madouna of light, Mother of joy and peace,

Thou art a portion of my self put forth

Ta raise the spirit to jts forgotten heights
And wake the soul by touches of the heavens.

e ——
—_——— e — -

Because thou art, the soul draws near to God;
Because thou ait, love prows in spite of hate

And knowledge walks unglain in the pit of Night.
But not by showering heaven’s golden rain

Upon the inteifect’s hard and rocky soil

Lan the tree of Paradise flower on earthly ground
And the Bird of Paradise sit upon life’s boughs
And the winds of Paradise visit mortal air.

Even 1f thou rain dowa intuition’s rays,

The mind of man will think it earth’s own gleam,
His spiit by spiritual ego sink,

Or his soul dream shut in sainthood’s brilliant cell
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Where only a bright shadow of God can come:
His hunger for the sternzl thou must purss

And fil! his vearning heart with heaven’s fire
And bring God down into his body and life.
Ome day 1 shali return, His hands in mine,

And thon shalt see the face of the Absclute.
Then shail the holy marriage be achieved,

Then shall the divine family be born.

There shall be light and peace in all the worlds.”

Enpg of Canto Four



Canto Fioe

The Finding of the Soul

Onward she passed seeking the soul’s mystic cave.
At first she stepped mto a night of God.

The light was quenched that helps the labouring world,
The power that struggles and stumbles 10 our hife;
This inefficient nund gave up its thonghts,

The striving heart its unavailing hopes,.

All Knowledge failed and the Idea’s forms,

And Wisdom screened in awe her lowly head
Fecling u Truth too great for thought or speech,
Formless, ineffable, fbr gvar Lhe same.

An innocent and holy Ignnrance

Adored like one who worships formless God

The unseen light she could not elaim nor own,

In a simple purity of emptiness

Her mind knekt down before the unknowable.

All was abolished save her naked self

And the prostrate yearning of her surrendered heart,
There was no strength in her, no pride of force;
The lofty burning of desire had sunk

Ashamed, a vanity of separate self,

The hope of spiritual greatness fled,

Salvation she asked not nor a heavenly crown
Humanity seemed now too proud a state.

Her self was nothing, God alone was all,

Yet God she knew not but only knew he wis.

A sacred darkness brooded now within,

The world was a deep darkness great and nude.
This Void held more than all the teeming worlds,
This blank felt more than all that Time has borne,
This dark koew dumbly, immensely the Unknown.

But all was formless, voiceless, infinite.
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As might a shadow walk in a shadowy scene,

A small nought passing through a mightier Nought,
A night of person in a bare outline

Crossing a fathomless impersonal Night,

Silent she moved, empty and absolute.

In endless Time her soul reached a wide end;

The spaceless vast became her spirit’s place,

At last a change approached, the emptiness broke;
A wave rippled within, the world had stirred;
Once more her inner self became her space.

There was felt a blissful nearness to the Goal;
Heaven leaned low to kiss the sacred hitl,

The air trembled with passion and dehght.

A tose of splendour on a tree of dreams,

The face of Dawn out of mooned twilight grew.
Day cameg, priest of a sacnfice of joy

He carried immortal! lusire as his robe,

Trailed Heaven like a purple scarf and wore

As his vermilion caste-mark a red sun.

Asif an old remembered dream come true,

She recognised in her prophetic mind

The imperishable lustre of that sky,

The tremulous sweetness of that happy air

And, covered from mind’s view and life’s approach,
The mystic cavern in the sacred hill

And knew the dwelling of her secret soul-

Az if in some Elysian occult depth,

Truth’s last retreat from thought’s profaning touch,
As if in a rock-temple’s solitude hid,

God’s refuge from an jgneran: wershipping world,
It lay withdrawn even from Jife’s inner sense,
Receding from the entangled heart’s desire.

A marvellous brooding twilight met the eyes
And a holy stillness held that voiegless space.

1 Prisvdle aftermative - ~a mortal™
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An awful dimness wrapped the great rock-doors
Carved in the massive stone of Matter’s france.
Two golden serpents round the lintel curled,
Enveloping it with their pure and dreadful strength,
Looked oui with wisdom’s desp and luminous eyes.
An eagle covered it with wide conquering wings.
Tlames of self-lost immobile reverie,

Doves crowded the prey musing cornices

Like sculptured postures of white-bosomed peace.
Across the threshold’s sleep she entered in

And found herself amid great figures of gods
Conscious in stone and living without breath,
Watching with fixed regard the soul of man,
Executive figures of the cosmic self,

World-symbols of immutable potency.

Om the walls covered with significant shapes
Looked at her the life-scene of man and beast

And (he high meaning of the life of gods,

The power and necessity of these numberless werlds

And faces of beings and stretches of world-space
Spoke the succinet and inexhaustible

Hieratic message of the climbing planes.

in their immensitude signing infinity

They wete the extension of the self of God

And housed, impassively receiving all,

His figures and his small and mighty acts

And his passion and his birth and life and death
And his return to immaortality.

To the abiding and eternal is their climb,

To the pure existence everywhere the same,

To the sheer conscionsness and the absolute force
And the unimaginable and formless bliss,

T the mirth in Time and the timeless miystery
Of the triune being who is all and one

And yet is no one but himself apart.

Therre was no ste; of breathing men, no sound,

524
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Only the Hving nearness of the soul,

Yet all the worlds and God himself were there,
For every symbol was a reality

And brought the Presence which had given it life.
All this she saw and inly felt and knew

Not by some thought of mind but by the self.

A light not born of sun or moon nor fire,

A lght that dweit within and saw within
Shedding an infimate visibility,

Made secrecy more revealing than the word:
Qur sight and sense arz a falliblc gaze and touch
And only the spirit’s vision is wholly true.

As thus she passed in that mysterious place

Through room and room, through door and rock-hewn door,

She felt herself made one with all she saw.

A sealed identity within her woke:

She knew herself the Beloved of the Supreme:
These Gods and Goddesses were he and she:
The Mother was she of Bﬁauty and Dehght

The Word in Brahma's vast creafing clasp,

The World-Puissance on almighty Shiva’s lap, —
The Master and the Mother of alt lives
Watching the worlds their {twin regard had made,
And Krishna and Radha for ever entwined in bliss,
The Adorer and Adored selfulost and one,

In the last chamber on a golden seat

One sat whose shape no vision conld define,
Only one felt the world’s ynattainable fount,

A in&r of which she was a straying Fnrce

Taall

A Sun uf wlych a]] knnwledgﬂ is a beam
AG Grea‘tnf:ss ‘without whom ne life could be.
Thence ail dﬂparted into silent self,

And all became formless and pure and bare.
Then through a tunnel dug in the last rock

She came out where there shone a deathless sun.
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A house was there all made of flame and light
And crossing a wall of docrlsss living fire
There suddenly she mat her secret soul,

A being stood immortal in transience,
Deathless dallying with momentary things,
In whose wide eyes of tranquil happiness
Which pily and sorrow could not abrogate
[nfimity turned its gaze on finite shapes:
Observer of the silent steps of the hours
And the passing scenes of the Everlasting’s play,
In the mystery of its selecting will,
In the Divine Comedy a participant,
The Spirit's conscious representative,
God's de:le:gata:—; in our humanity,
Comrade of the universe, the Transcendent’s Tay,
She had ¢ome into the mortal body’s room
To play at ball with Time and Circumstance.
A jov in the world her master movement here,
The passion of the game lighted her eyes:
A sintle on her lips welcomed earth’s bliss and grief,
A laugh was her return to pleasure and pain.

e A

All thmgs she saw as a masquerade of Truth

-l—!h-\_n.r_.-u.l g tmreEosts

Disguised in the costumes of Ignorance,
Crgs"s:mg the years to immortality:

All she could front with the strong spirit’s peace.
But since she knows the toil of mind and life

As a mother foels and shares her children’s lives,
She puts forth a small portion of herself,

A being no bigger than the thumb of man

Into & hidden region of the heart

To i face the pang and to forget the bliss,

TD sh%[q the suffering and endure earth’s wounds
And labour mid the Iabour of the stars.

This in us laughs and wecps, suffcrs the stroke,

Exults 1 victory, struggles for the crown,
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It takes on itself their anguish and dﬂf‘eat

Bleeds with Fate's whips and Liangs upon. the cross,
Yat is the unwounded and immortal self
Supp{:rrtmg the actor on the human $CETE,

Through this she sends us her gh:rry and her powers,
Pushes to wisdom’s heights, through misery’s gulls;
She gives us strength to do our daily task

And syrmpathy that pariakes of others” grief

And the Ditfle strength we have to help our race,
We who must fill the role of the universe

Acting itself out in a slight human shape

And on our shoulders carry the siruggling world.
This is in us the godhead small and marred;

In this human poriion of divinity

She seats the greatness of the Soul in Time

To uplift from light to light, from power to power,
Till on a heavenly peak it stands, a king,

In body weak, in ifs hear{ an invincible might,

It E:Il]:[lqb:i stumhhng, held up. b}f an unseen hand,

A tmlmtr Spiflt in a mortal shape.

Imp e

= e ey gyraded

Tf]}@d:u:_‘@ﬂhn 1mmﬂr1:al El.l‘ld thr.. strugglmg soul.
Then with a magic transformation’s speed
They rushed into each other and prew one.
Once more she was human vpon earthly soil
In the muttering night amid the rain-swept woods
And the rude cottage where she sat n lrance:
That subtle world withdrew deeply within,
Behind the sun-veil of the inner sight.
But now the half-opened lotus bud of her heart
Had bloomed and stood disclosed tp the earthly ray;

In an image shone revealed her secret soul.
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There was no wall severing the soul and mind,
N mystic fence guarding from the claims of life,
In it deep lotus home her beng sal

As if on concentration’s marble seat,

Calling the mighty Mother of the worlds

To make this earthly tenement her house.

As in a flash from # supernal light,

A living image of the original Power,

A face, a form came down into her heart

And made of it its temple and pure abode.

But when its feet had touched the quivering bloom,
A mighty movement rocked the inner space

As if a world were shaken and found its soul:
Out of the {nconscient’s soulless mindless Night
A flaming serpent rose released from sleep.

It rose billowing its coils and stood erect

And climbing mightily stormily on its way

It touched her centres with its flaming mouth:
As if a fiery kiss had broken their sleep,

They bloomed and laughed swrchiarged with light and bliss;
Then at the crown 1t joined (he Eternal’s space.
In the flower of the head, 1n the flower of Matter’s base,
In each divine stronghold and Nature-knot

It held together the mystic stream which joins
The viewless summits with the unseen depths,
The string of forts that make the frail defence
safeguarding us against the enormous world,
Qur lings of self-expression in its Vast,

An image sat of the original Power

Wearing the mighty Mother's fornn and face.
Armed, bearer of the weapon and the sign
Whose occult might no magic can imitate,
Manifold yet one she saf, a guardian force:

A saviour gesture siretched her fifted arm,

Amnd symbaol of some native cosmic strength,

A sacred beast lay prone below her feet,
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A silent flame-eyed mass of living force.

All underwent a high celestial change:

Bieaking the black Inconscient’s blind mute wall,
Effacing the circles of the Ignorance,

Powers and divinities burst flaming forih:

Each pari of the being trembling with delight
Lay overwhelmed with tides of happiness

And saw her hand in every circumstance

And felt her touch in every limb and cell:

In thf:"cnuntry of the lotus of the head

Which thinking mind has made its busy space,
In the castle of the lotus twixt the brows
Whence it shoots the arrows of its sight and will,
In the passage of the lotus of the throat

Where speech must rise and the expressing mind
And the heart’s impulse run towards word and fact,
A glad uphft and a new working came.

The trnmortal’s thoughts displaced our bounded view,

The immortal’s thoughts earth’s drab idea and sense;
Al things now bore a deeper heavenlier sense,

A glad clear harmony marked their truth’s outline,
Re-set the balance and measures of the world.
Each 'shape showed 1ts oceult design, unveiled
Gu-:] s meaning in it for which it was made

And the vivid splendour of his artist thﬂught

A channel of the mighty Mother’s choice,

The immertal’s will took into its calm control

Our blind or erring government of life;

A loose rapublic once of wants and needs,

Then bowed to the uncerfain sovergign mind,

Life now obeved to a divinter rule

And every act became an act of God.

In the kingdom of the lotus of the heart

Love chanting its purs hymeneal hymn

Made life and body mircors of sacred joy

And all the emotions gave themselves to God.

329
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In the nave! lotus’s broad imperial range

Its proud ambitions and its master [usts

Were tamed into instruments of a great calm sway
To do a work of God on earthly soil.

[n the narrow nether cenlre’s pelty parts

its childish game of daily dwarf desires

Was changed into a sweet and boisterous play,
A romp of little gods with life in Time.

In'the deep place wherc once the Serpent slepi,
There came a grip on Matter’s giant powers
For large atilitics in Tife’s little space;

A firm ground was made for Heaven's descending might.

Behind all reigned her sovereign deathless soud;
Casting aside its veil of Ignotrance,

Allied to gods and cosmic beings and powers

1t built the harmony of its human state;
Surrendered into the preat World-Mother’s hands
Only she obeyed her sole supreme behest

In the enigma of the Inconscient’s world.

A secret soul behind supporting all

Is master and witness of our ignorant life,

Admits the Person’s look and Nature's role.

Bot once the hidden doors are flung apart
Tflénjh“ veiled king steps out in Nature's front;

A Light comes down into the Ignorance,

Its heavy pamful knot loosens its grasp:

The mind becomes a mastered instrument

And life a hue and figare of the sr:rul

All hap_py grm{s towards knﬁwlﬂdge and towards bliss.
A divine Pusssance then tukes Nature's plaﬂE

And pushes the movements of owr body and mind;
Possessor of our passtonate hopes and dreams,

The beioved despot of our thoughts and acts,

She streams info us with her unbound force,

Into mortal limbs the Immortal’s rapture and power.
An inner law of beauty shapes our lives;

530



Savitri - Book Sever - Canmto Five 531

Our words become the natural speech of Truth,
fach thought 15 a ripple on a sea of Light,

Then sin and virtue leave the cosmic lists;

They struggle no more in our defivered hearts:
Our acts chime with God’s simple natural good
Or serve the rule of a supernal Right.

All moods unlovely, evil and untrus

Forsake their stations in flerce disarray

And hide their shame in the subconscient’s dusk;
Then lifts the mind a ery of victory:

“0 soul, my soul, we have ¢reated Heaven,
Within we have found the kingdom here of God,
His fortress built in a lond ignorant world.

Our life is entrenched between two rivers of Light,
We have turned space nto a gulf of peace

And made the body a capitol of bliss,

What more, what more, if more must still be done?”
In the slow process of the evolving spirit,

In the brief stade between a death and birth

A first perfection’s stage is reached at last;

Out of the wood and stone of our nature’s stulf
A tcmple is ﬂhapad where the high gods conld live.
Even if the strugﬁlmg world is left outside

One man’s perfection still can save the world.
There is won a new progimity to the S}HES,

A first betrothal of the Earth to Heaven,

A deep concordat betwecn Truth and Life:

A camp of God is pitched in human time.

Exp oF Canto FIVE



Carnre Six

Nirvana and the Discovery of the
All-Negating Abschite

A calm slow sun looked down from tranguil heavens.
A routed sullen rearguard of retreat,

The last rains had flad murmuring across the woods
Or failed, a sibilant whisper mid the leaves,

And the preat blue enchantment of the sky
Recovered the deep rapture of its smile.

Its meilow splendour unstressed by storm-lticked heats
Found room for a Iuxury of warm mild days,

The night’s goid freasure of autumsaal moons

Came floating shipped through iipples of fairy air.
And Savitr’s Wife was glad, fulfilled like earth’s:

She had found herself, che knew her being’s a2im.
Although her kingdom of marvelious change within
Remained unspoken in her secret breast,

All that ived round her felt its magic’s charm:

The trees’ rustling voices told it o the winds,
Flowers spoke it ardent hues and unknown joy,
The birds” carolling became a canticle,

The beasts forgot their strife and hved at ease.
Absorbed in wide communion with the Unseen

The mild ascetics of the wood received

A sudden greatenimg of their lonely muse.

This bright perfection of her inner state

Poured overflowing into her outward scene,

Macle beautiful dull common natural things

e R g

And actmn wnnderf'ul ‘and time dm'lne

L= PR AT P -

Even thc smallest meanest work became
ﬂw sﬂqe_t Of glax:l and gl-:)rmus sacrament,

An Gﬁenngwtu tﬁe se]f c:rf the great world
Or a setvice to ‘the One in each and all,
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A light 1nvaded all [rom her being’s light
Her heart-beats’ dance communicated bliss:
Happiness grew happier, shared with her, by her touch
And grief some solace found when she drew near,
Above the cherished head of Satyavan
she saw not now Fale's dark and lethat orb;
A golden circle round a rmystic sun
Disclosed to her new-bomn predicting sight
The cyclic rondure of a sovereign life.
In her visions and deep-etched veridical dreams,
In brief shiftings of the future’s heavy screen,
He lay not by a dolorous decres
A victim 1in the dismal antre of death
Or borne to blissful regions far from her
Fargetiing the sweetness of earth’s warm delight,
Forgetting the passionate oneness of love's clasp,
Absolved in the self-rapt immortal’s bliss.
Always he was with ber, a living soul
That met her eyes with close emamoured eves,
A living body near to her body’s joy.
But now no longer in these great wild woods
In kinship with the days of bird and beast
And levelled to the barcness of earth’s brown breast,
But mid the thinking high-built lives of men
In tapestried chambers and on crystal floors,
In armoured town or gardened pleasure-walks,
Even in distance closer than her thoughts,
Body to body near, soul near to soul,
Moving as if by a common breath and will,
They were tied in the single circling of their days
Together by love's unseen atmosphere,
Inseparable like the earth and sky.
Thus for a while she trod the Golden Path:
This was the sun before abysmal Night.

Once as she sat in deep felicitous muse,
Still quivering from her lover’s strong embrace,
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And made ber joy a bridge twixt earth and heaven,
An abyss yawned suddenily beneath her heart.

A vast and nameless fear dragged al her nerves
As drags a wild beast its half-slaughtered prey;

It seemcd to have po den from which it sprang:

It was not hers, but hid its inseen cause,

Then rushing came its vast and fearful Fount,

A formless Dread with shapeless endless wings
Filling the universe with ifs daugerous breath,

A denser datkness than the Night could bear,
Enveloped the heavens and possessed the earth.

A rolling surge of silen? death, it came

Curving round the far edge of the quaking globe;
Effacing heaven with 1ts enormous stride

It willed to expunge the choked and anguished air
And end the fable of the joy of life.

It seemed her very being to forbid,

Abolishing all by which her nature lived,

And laboured to bloi out her bady and seul,

A clutch of some haif-seen Tnvisible,

An ocean of terror and of sovereign might,

A person and a black Infinity.

It seemed to cry to her without thought or word
The message of iis dark eternity

And the awful meaning of its silences;

Out of some sullen monstrous vast arisen,

Out of an abysmal deep of grief and fear
Imagined by some blind regardless self,

A consciousness of being without its joy,

Empty of thought, incapable of bliss,

That felt life blank and nowhere found a sou),

A voice to the dumhb angnish of the heart
Conveyed a stark scnse of unspoken words;

In her own deptlis she heard the unuttercd thought
That made vnreal the world and all life meant.
“Wha art thou who claim’st thy crown of separate birth,
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The illusion of thy soul’s reality
And personal godhead on az ignorant globe
In the animal body of imperfect man?

----- e, a1

HDPE_ not to be happy in a world of pain

And dream not, listening to the unspoken Word
And dazzled by the Ingxpressible Ray,
Transcending the mute Supcerconscient’s realm
To give a body to the Unknowable,

Cr for a sanction to thy heart’s delight

To burden with bliss the silent still Supreme,
Profaning its bare and formless sanciity,

Or call into thy chamber the Divine

And sit with God tasting a human joy.

T have created alt, all T devour;

I am Death and the dark terrible Mather of life,
I am Kali black and naked in the world,

I am Maya and the universe is my cheat.

I lay waste human happiness with my breath
And slay the will to live, the joy to be

That all may pass back into nothingness

And only abide the eternal and absolute.

For only the blank Eternal can be true.

All else is shadow and flash in Mind’s bright glass,

Mind, bollow mirror in which {gnorance sees
A splendid figure of its own false Self

And dreams it sees a glorious solid world.

O soul, inventor of man’s thoughts and hopes,
Thyself the invention of the moments’ stream,
Ilasion’s centre or subtle apex point,

At last know thyself, from vain existenee cease.”

A shadow of the negating Absolute,

The intclerant Darkness travelled surging past
And e¢bbed in her the formidable Voice.

It left behind ber inner world la:d waste:

A barren silence weighed upon her heart,

Her kingdom of delight was there no more;
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Qasly her soul remained, its emptied stage,
Awaiting the unknown eternal Will.

Then from the heights a greater Voice came down,
The Word that touches the heart and finds the soul,
The voice of Light after the voice of Night.

The cry of the Abyss drew Heaven's reply,

A might of storm chased by the might of the Sun:
“0) Soul, bare not thy kingdom to the foe,;
Consent o hide thy rovalty of bliss

Lest Time and Fate find oul 118 avenues

And beat with thunderous knock upon thy gates,
Hide whilst thou canst thy treasure of separate self
Behind the luminous rampart of thy depths

Till of a vaster empire it grows part.

But not for self alone the self is won:

Content abide not with one conquered tealm;
Adventure all to make the whole world thine,

To break into greater kingdoms turn thy force.
Fear not to be nothing that thou mayst be 2ll;
Assent ta the empiiness of the Supreme

That all in thee may reach its absolute.

Accept fo be small and human on the earth,
Interrupting thy new-born divinity,

That man may find his utter self 1n God.

If for thy own sake only thou hast come,

An immortal spirit into the mortal’s world,

To found thy luminous kingdom in God’s dark,
In the Inconscient’s realin one shining star,

One door in the Tgnorance opened upon light,
Why hadst thou any need to come at all?

Thou hast comc down into a struggling world

To aid a blind and suffering mortal race,

To epen o Light the eyes that could not see,

To brng down bliss into the heart of grief,

To make thy Iife a bridge twixt earth and heaven:
If thou wounldst save the toiling universe,
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The vast universal suffering {kel 23 thine:

Thou must bear the serrow that thou claim’st to heg]:
The day-bringer must walk in darkest night.

He who would save the waorld must shave its pain.

I he knows not grief, how shall he find grief’s cure?
Tt far he walks 2bove mortality’s head,

How shall the mortal reach that too high path?

If one of theirs they see scale heaven's peaks,

Men then can hope to learn that fitan climb.

God must be born on earth and be as man

That man being human may grow even as God.

He who would save the world must be one with the world,

All suffering things contain in his heart's space
And bear the grief and joy of all that lives.

His soul must be wider than the universe

And feel eternity as its very stuff,

Rejecting the moment’s personality,

Know itself older than the birth of Time,

Creation an iecident in ifs consciousness,

Arctyrus and Belphegor grains of fire

Circling in a corner of its boundless self,

The world's destruetion a small transient storm

In the calm infinity it has become.

If thou wouldst a little loosen the vast chain,
Praw back from the world that the Idea has made,
Thy mind’s selection from the Infinite,

Thy senses’ gloss on the Infinilesimal’s danee,
Then shalt thou know how the great bondage came.
Banish all thought from thee and be God's void.
Then shalt thou uncover the Unknowable

And the Superconscient conscious grow on thy tops;
Infinity’s vision through thy gaze shall pierce,
Thou shalt look into the eyes of the Unknown;
Find the hid Truth in things seen null and false,
Behind things known discover Mystery’s rear.
Thon shalt be one with God’s bare reality
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And the miraculous world he has become

And the diviner miracle still to be

When Nature who is now unconscious God
Translucent grows to the Eternals light,

Hei seeing his sight, her walk his steps of power

And lifg is filled with a spiritual joy

And Matter is the Spirit’s willing brde.

Consent to be nothing and none, dissolve Time's work,
Cast off thy mind, step back from form and name.
Annul thyself that only God may be.”

Fhus spoke the mighty and uplifting Voice,
And Savitn heard; she bowed her head and mused
Plunging her deep regard into herself
In her soul’s privacy in the silent Night,
Aloof and standing back detached and calm,
A witness of the drama of herself,
A student of her own interior scene,
She watched the passion and the toil of life
And heard in the crowded thoroughfares of mind
The unceasing tread and passage of her thoughts,
All she allowed (o rise that chose to stir:
Calling, competling nought, forbidding nought,
She left all to the process formed in Time
And the free initiative of Nature's will,
Thus following the complex human play
She heard the prompter’s voice behind the scenes
Percetved the original Lbretto set
And the organ theme of the composer Foree.
All she beheld that surges from man’s depths,
The animal instincts prowling mid life's trees,
The impulses that whisper to the heart
And passion’s thunder-chase sweeping the nerves;
She saw the Powers that stave from the Abyss
And the wordless Light that Tiberates the soul,
But most her gaze pursued the birth of thought.

>
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Affranchised from the look of surface mind

She paused not to survey the official case,

The issue of forms from the office of the brain,

Its factory of thought-sounds and soundless werds
And voices stored within unheard by men,

Its mint and treasury of shining coin.

These were but counters in mnd’s symbol game,
A gramophong’s discs, a reproduction’s film,

A hist of signg, a ¢ipher and a code.

In our unseen subtle body thought is born

Or there it enters from the cosmic fieid.

Oft from her soul stepped out a naked thought
Luminous with mysteried lips and wonderful eyes;
Or from her heart emerged some burning face
And looked for life and love and passionate truth,
Aspired to heaven or embraced the world

Or led the fancy like a fleeting moon

Across the dull sky of man’s cotamon days,
Amidst the doubtful certitudes of earth’s lore,

To the celestial beanty of faith gave form

As if at flower-prints in a dingy room

Laughed in a golden vase one living rose.

A thaumaturgist sat in her heart’s desp,
Compelled the forward stride, the upward look,
Till wonder leapt into the illumined breast

And life grew marvellous with fransfiguring hope.
A seeing will pondered between the brows;
Thoughts, glistening Angels, stood behind the brain
In fashing armour, folding hands of prayer,

And poured heaven's rays into the earthly form.
Imaginations flamed up from her breast,
Unearthly beauty, touches of surpassing joy

And plans of miracle, dreams of delight:

Around her navel lotus clustering close

Her large sensations of the teeming worlds
Streamed their dumb movements of the unformed Idea;
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Invading the small sensitive flower of the throat
They brought their mute, unuttered resonances

To kindle the figures of a heavenly speech.

Below, desires formed their wordless wish,

And longings of physical sweetness and cestasy
Translated into the accents of a ¢y

Their grasp on objects and their ¢lasp on souls.
Her body's thoughts chimbed from her conscious limbs
And carriad their vearnings o its mystic crown
Where Nature's murmurs meet the Ineffable.

Rut for the mortal prisoned in outward mind

All must present their passports at its door;
Disguised they must don the offictal cap aud mask
O pass as manufactures of the brain,

Unknown therr secret truth and hidden source,
Crrly to the inner mind they speak dirgct,

Put on a body and assume a voice,

Their passage scen, thetr message heard and known,
Their birthplace and their natal mark revealed,
And stand confessed to an immertal’s sight,

Our nature’s messengers to the witness soul,
Impenetrable, withheld from morta) sense,

The inner chambers of the spirit’s house

Disclosed to her their happenings and their guests;
Eves looked through erevices in the invisible wall
And through the secrecy of the unseen doors
There came into mind’s little fronfal room
Thoughts that enlarged our limited human range, .
Lifted the ideal’s half-quenched or sinking torch
Or peered through the finite at the infinite.

A sight opened upon the invisible

And sensed the shapes that mortal eves see not,
The sounds that mortal listening cannot hear,

The blissful sweetness of the intangible’s touch,
The objects that to us are empty air

Are there the stuff of daily experience
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And the commeon pabulum of sense and thought.
The beings of the subtle realms appeared

And scencs concealed behind our earthiy scene:
She saw the Hife of remotle continents

And distance deafened not to voices far;

She feli the movements crossing unknown minds:
The past’s events occurred before her eyves.

The great world’s thoughts were part of her own thoughts,
The feelings dumb for ever and unshared,

The ideas that never found an utterance,

The dim subconscient’s incoherent hints

Laid bare a meaning twisted deep and strange,
The bizarre secret of their grambling speech,
Their links with underlying reality.

The unseen grew visible and audible;

Thoughis leaped down from a superconscient leld
Like eagles swooping from a viewless peak,
Thoughts gleamed up from the screened subliminal depths
Like golden fishes from a hidden sea.

This world Is 2 vast unbroken totality,

A deep solidarity joins ifs contrary powers.
God’s summits ook back on the mule Abyss.

S0 man evolving to divinest heights

Colloques still with the animal and the Dyinn;
The human godhead with star-gazer eyes

Lives still in one house with the primal beast,
The high meets the low, all is a single plan,

So she beheld the many births of thought,

1f births can be of what eternal is;

For the Eternal’s powers are like himself,
Timeless in the Timeless, 1n Time ever born.
This too she saw that all in onter mind

Is made, not bom, a prodnet perishable,

Forged in the body’s Factory by earth-foree.

This mind is a dynamic small machine
Producing ceaselassly till it wears out,
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With raw material drawn from the outside world,
The patterns sketehed cut by an artist God.
Often our thoughts are finished cosmic wares
Admiited by a silent office gate

And passed through the subconscient galleries,
Then issued in Time's mart as private make.
For now they bear the living person’s stamp;
A trick, a special hye claims them his own,
All else is Nature’s craft and this too hers.
Our tasks are given, we are but instruments;
Nothing 1s all our own that we create;

The Power that acts in us 18 not our force:
The genius foo receives from some high fount
Concealed in a supernal secrecy

The work that gives him an immortal name.
The word, the form, the charm, the glory and grace
Are missioned sparks from a stupendous Fire;
A sample from the laboratory of God

Of which he holds the patent upon earth,
Comes te him wrapt in golden coverings;

He listens for Inspiration’s postman knock
And takes delivery of the priceless gift

A Iittle spoilt by the receiver mind

Or mixed with the manufacture of his brain;
When least defaced, then is it most divine.
Although his ego claims the world for its unse,
Man is a dynamo for the cosmic work:

Nature does most in him, God the high rest:
Only his soul’s acceptance is his own.

This independent, once a power supreme,
Sclf-bom before the universe was made,
Accepting cosmos, binds himself Natures serf
Till be becomes her freed man — or God’s slave,
This is the appearance in our mortal front:
Our greater truth of being lies behind:

Our consciousness is cosmic and immense,
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But only when we break through Matter's wall
In that spirttcal vasiness can we stand

Where we can live the masters of our world,
And mmnd 1s only a means and body a tool.
For above the birth of body and of thoughi
Qur spirit’s truth lives in the naked self

And from that heigh(, unbound, surveys the world.
QOut of the mind she rose to escape its law

That it might sleep in some deep shadow of sclf
Or fall silent in the silence of the Unseen.

High she attained and stood from Nature free
And saw ereation’s life from far above,

Thence upon all she laid her sovereion will

To dedicate it to God’s timeless calm:

Then all grew tranquil in her being’s space,
Only sometimes small thoughts arose and fell
Like quiet waves upon a silent sea

Or ripples passing over a lonely pool

‘When a stray stone disturbs its dreaming rest.
Yet the mind’s factery had ceased to work,
There was no sound of the dynamo’s throb,
There came no cali from the still fields of life.
Then even those stirzings rose in her no more;
Her mind now seemed like a vast empty room
Or like a peaceful landscape without sound.
This men call quictude and prize as peace.

But to her deeper sight all vet was there,
Effervescing like a chaos uader a lid;

Feelings and thoughts cried out for word and act
But found no response in the silenced brain:
Aill was suppressed but nothing yet expunged;
At every moment might explosion come.

‘Then this too pawsed; the body seemed a stone,
All now was a wide mighty vacancy,

But still excluded from eternity’s hush;

For still was lar the repose of the Absolute



Saritti - Book Seven - Cemto Six

And the ocean silence of Infinity.

Even now some thoughts could cross het solitude:
These surged not from the depths or from within
Cast up from formlessness to seek a form,

Spoke not the body's need nor voiced mind’s call,
These scemed not born nor made in human Time,
Childrzn of cosmic nature from a far world,
Idea’s shapes in complete armonr of words
Posted ke fravellers in an ahen space.

Qut of some far expanse they secmed to come

As if carried on vast wings like large white sails,
Amd with easy access reached the inner ear

As though they used a natural privileged right

To the high royal entries of the soul,

As yet their path lay deep concealed ir Light.
Then looking to know whence the intruders came
She saw a spirttual immensity

Pervading and encompassing the world-space

As ether our transparent tangitie air,

And through it saxfing tranquilly a thought.

As smoothly glides a ship nearing its port,
Ignorant of embargo and blockade,

Confident of entrance and the visa’s seal,

Tt came to the silent city of the brain

Towards its accustomed and expectant quay,

But met a barning wil, a blow of Force

And sank vamshing in the immensity,

After a long vacant pause another appeared

And others one by one suddenly emerged,

Mind's unexpected visitors from the unseen

Like far-off sails npon 2 lonely sea.

But soon that commerce failed, none reached mind's coast.
Then all grew still, nothing moved any more:
Immodile, self-rapt, timeless, solitary

A silent spirit pervaded silent Space,
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In that absolute stillness bare and formidable
There was glimpsed an all-negating Void supreme
That ¢laimed its mystic Nihil’s sovereign right
To cancel Nature and deny the soul.

Even the nude sense of self erew pale and thin:
Impersonal, signless, featureless, void of forms
A blark pure consciousness had replaced the mind.
Her spirit seemed the substance of a name,

The world a pictured symbol deawn on self,

A drcam of images, a dream of sounds

Built np the semblance of a universe

Qr lent to spirit the appearance of a world.
This was self-secing; in that intolerant hush

No notion and ne concept could take shape,
There was no sense to frame the figure of things,
A sheer sell-sight was there, no thought arose.
Emotion slept decp down in the stll heart

Or Iay buried in 3 cemetery of peace:

All feelings seemed guiescent, calm or dzad,

As if the heart-strings rent could work no more
And joy and grief could never rise again.

The heart beat on with an unconscious rhyihm
But no response ¢ame from it and na cry.

Vain was the provocation of events;

Nothing within angwered an outside touch,

No nerve was stirred and no reaction rose.

Yot still her body saw and moved and spoke;
It understood without the awd of thought,

1t said whatever needed to be said,

It did whatever needed to be done.

There was no person there behind the act,

No mind that chose or passed the fitting word:
All wronght like an unerring apt machine.,

As if continuing old habitual turns,

And pushed by an old usexhausted force

The engine did the work for which it was made:
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Her consciousness looked on and took no part;
All it upheld, in nothing had a share.

There was ne strong inifiator will;

An inccherence crossing a fiom void

Slipped into an order of related chance.

A pure perception was the only power

That stood behind her action and her sight.

If that retired, alf objects would be extinct,

Her private universe would cease o be,

The house she had built with bricks of thonght and sense
In the beginning afier the birth of Space.

This seeing was identical with the seen;

It knew without knowledge all that ¢ould be known,
It saw impartially the world go by,

But in the same supreme unmoving glance

Saw too its abysmal unceality.

It watched the fisure of the cosmic game,

But the thought and inner kife in forms seemed dead
Abolished by her own collapse of thought:

A hollow physical shell persisted still.

All seemed a brilliant shadow of itself,

A cosmic film of scenes and images:

The enduring mass and outline of the hills

Was a design sketched on a silent mind

And held to a tremulous false solidity

By constant beatls of visionary sight;

The forest with its emerald multitudes

Clothed with its show of huss vague empty Space,
A painting’s colours hiding a surface void

That flickered upon dissolution’s edge;

The blue heavens, an illusion of the eyes,

Roofed in the mind’s illusion of a world.

The men who walked beneath an unreal sky
Seemed mobile puppets out of cardboard cut

And pushed by unseen hands across the soil

Or moving pictures upon Fancy’s film:
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There was no soul within, no power of life.

The brain’s vibrations that appear like thought,
The nerve’s brief answer to each contact’s knock,
The heart’s quiverings felt as joy and grief and love
Were twitchings of the body, their seeming seif,
That body forged from atoms and formed gas

A mamulaciured e of Maya’s make,

Tts life a dream scen by the sleeping Void.

‘The animals lone or trooping through the glades
Fled like a passing vision of besuty and grace
Imagined by soms all-creating Eye,

Yet something was there behind the fading scene:
Wheraver she turned, at whatsoever she Iooked,
It was perceived, yet hid from mind and sight,
The One only real shut itself from Space

And stood aloof from the idea of Time.

Iis trath escaped from shape and line and hue.
All else grew unsubstantial, self-annulled,

This only everlasting seemed and true,

Yet nowhere dwelt, it was outside the hours.
This only could yustify the labour of sight,

But zsight could not define for it a form;

This only could appease the unsatisfied sar

But hearing listened in vain for 2 missing sound;
This answered not the sense, called not to Miad.
It met her as the uncaught inaudible Voeice

That speaks for ever from the Unknowable.

It met her like an omnipresent point

Pure of dimensions, unfixed, invisible,

The single oneness of its multiplicd beat
Accentuating its sole etermty.

It faced her as some vast Nought's immensity,
An endless No to all that seems to be,

An endless Yes o things ever unconceived

And all that is unimagined and unthought,

An eternal zero or untotalled Anght,
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A spaceless and a placeless {nfintie.

Yet etermity and infinity sesmced but words
Vainly affixed by mind's incompetence

To its stupendous lone reahity,

The world is but a spark-burst from its light,
All maments flashes from its Timelessness,

All ohjects glimmerings of the Bodiless

That disappear from Mind when That is seen.
It held, as if a shiekt before its face,

A consciousness that saw withoul 4 seer,

The Truth where knowledge is not nor knower nor known,
The Love enamoured of its own delight

In which the Lover is not nor the Beloved
Bringing titelr personal passion into the Vast,
The Force omnipotent in quictude,

‘The Bliss that none can ever hope to taste,

It cancelled the convincing cheat of self:

A truth in nothingness was its mighty clue.

If all existence could repounce to be

And Being take refuge in Non-being's arms
And Non-being could strike out its ciphered round,
Some lustre of that Reality might appear.

A tormiess liberation came on her,

Once sepuichred alive in brain and flesh

She had risen up from body, mind and life;
She was no more a Person in a world,

She had escaped into infinity,

What once had been herself had disappeared:
There was no frame of things, no figure of soul.
A refugee from the domain of sense,

Evading the nccessity of thought,

Delivered from Knowledge and from Tgnorance
And rescued from the true and the unirue,

She shared the Supercenscient’s high retreat
Beyond the self-born Word, the nude Idea,

The first bare solid ground of CONSCIOUSnNEss;
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Beings were not there, existence had no place,
There was no temptation of the joy to be.
Unutterably effaced, no one and null,

A vanishing vestige like a violet trace,

A famt record merely of a self now past,

She was a point in the unknowable,

Only some last annlmeni now remained,
Aupnihilation's vague indefinable step:

A memory of being still was there

And kept her separate from nothingness:

She was in That but still became not Thai.
This shadow of herself so close to nought
Could be again self’s point d’appui to lve,
Return out of the Inconceivable

And be what some mysterious vast might choose.
Even as the Unknowable decrsed,

She might be nought or new-hecome the All,
Or if the omnipotent Nihil took a shape
Emerge as someone and redeem the world.
Even, she might learn what the mystic cipher held,
This seeming exif or closed end of all

Could be a blind tenebrous passage screened from sight,
Her state the eclipsing shell of a darkened son
On its secret way to the Ineffable.

Even now her splendid being might flame back
Ot of the silence and the nullity,

A gleaming portion of the All-Wonderful,

A power of some all-affirmoing Absolute,

A shining miirror of the eternal Truth

To show to the One-in-all its manifest face,
To the souls of men their deep identity.

Or she might wake into God’s quictude
Beyond the cosmic day and cosmic night

And vest appeased in his white eternity.

But this was now unreal or remote

Or covered in the mystic fathomless blank.
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In infinife Nothinpgness was the nltimate sign
QOr else the Real was the Unknowable,

A lonely Absohute negated ail;

It effaced the ignorant world from ifs solitude
And drowned the soul in its everlasting peace.

Exp OF CanNTO S1x
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1= the little hermitage 1n the forest’s heart,

in the sunlight and the moonlight and the dark
The daily human life went plodding on

Fven as before with its smal! unchanging works
And its spare outward body of routine

And happy guiet of ascetic peace.

The old beauty smiled of the ferrestrial scene:

She too was her old gracious self to men.

The Ancient Mother clutched her child to her breast
Pressing her close in her environing arms,

As if earth ever the same could {or ever keep

The living spirit and body in her clasp,

As if death were not there nor end nor change.
Accustomed only to read outward sigans
None saw aught new in her, none divined her state;
They saw a person where was only God’s vasi,
A still being or a mighty nothingness,
Ta all she was the same perfect Saviin.:

A greatness and a sweetness and a light

Poured oui from her upon her little world.

Life showed to all the same familiar facs,

Her acts foliowed tHe old unaltered round,

She spoke the words that she was wont to speak
And did the things that she had always done.

Her eves looked out on earth’s unchanging face,
Around her soul’s muteness all moved as of old,
A vacant consciousness watched from within,
Empty of all but-bare Reality.
There was no will behind the word and act,

No thonght formed in her brain to guide the speech:
An impersonal emptincss watked and spoke in her,
Something perhaps _1.{111?(:11:i unqﬁﬁ3m&g§£qm

* No titls given by the Auther.
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Guarded the body for its future work,

Or Nature moved in her old stream of force,
Perbaps she bore made conscious in her breast
The wmiraculous Nihil, origin of our souls

And source and sum of the vast warld’s events,
The worb and grave of thought, a cipher of God,
A zero ciecle of being’s totality.

It used her speech and acted in her acts,

it was beauty in her limbs, life in her breath;
The original Mystery wore her human face,
Thus was she lost within to separate self;

Her mortal ego perished in God’s night.

Only a body was left, the ego’s shell

Afloat mid drift and foam of the world-sea,

A sea of dream watched by 2 motionless sense
In a figure of ynreal reality.

An impersonal foresight could already see, —
In the unthinking knowledge of the spirit
Even now it seemed nigh done, inevitable, —
The individual dig, the cosmos pass;

These gone, the trunscendental grew a myth,
The Hely Ghost without the Father and Son,
Or, 4 substratunr of what once had been,
Being that never willed to bear a world
Restored to its ariginal foneliness,

Impassive, sole, silent, intangible.

Yet all was not extinct in this deep loss;

The being travelled not towards nothingness.
There was some high surpassing Secrecy,

And when she sat alone with Satyavan,

Her moveless mind wiih his that searched and strove,

[n the hush. of the prefound and intimate nighi
She turned to the face of a veiled voiceless Truth
Hid in the dumb recesses of the heart

QOr waiting beyond the Iast peak ctimbed by Thought, -

Unseen itself it sees the struggling world
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And prompts our quest, buf cares not to be fouad, —
Out of that distant Vast came a reply.

Seimething unknown, unreached, inscrutable

Sent dewn the messages of ifs bodiless Light,

Cast lightning flashes of a thought not ours,
Crossing the immobile silence of her mind:

In its might of irtesponsibie sovereignty

It seized on speeck to give those Aamings shape,
Made beat the heart of wisdom in a word

And spoke immortal things through mortal Kps.
Or, listenting to the sages of the woods,

In question and in answer broke from her

High sirange revealings impossible t0 men,
something or someone secret and remote

Tock hold of her body for his mystic nse,

Her mouth was seized to channel ineffable truths,
Knowledge unthinkable found an utterance.
Astonighed by a new enlightenment,

Invaded by a streak of the Absolute,

They marvelled at her, for she seemed to know
What they had only glimpsed at times afar.

These thoughts were formed not in her listening brain,
Her vacant heart was like a stringless harp:
Tmpassive the body claimed not its own voice,

But let the luminous greatness through it pass.

A dusl Power at being’s occult poles

Still acted, nameless and invisible:

Her divine emptiness was their instrument,
Inconscient Nature dealt with the world it had made,
And using still the body's instruments

Slipped through the conscious void she had become;
The superconscient Mystery through that Void
Missioned its word to touch the thoughts of men.
As yet this preat impersonal speech was rare.

But now the unmeoving wide spiritnal space

In which her mind survived tranguil and bare,



Savitri - Book Severt - Canto Seven 554

Admitted a traveller from the cosmic breadths:

A thought came through draped as an outer voice.
It called not for the witness of the mind,

It spoke not to the hushed receiving heart;

It came direct to the pure perception’s seat,

An orly centre now of consciousness,

If centre could be where @il seemed only space;
No more shut i by body’s walls and gates,

Her being a circle without circumference

Already now surpassed all cosmic bounds

And more and more spread into infinity,

This being was its own unbounded world,

A world without form or feature or circnmstance,
it had no ground, no wall, no roof of thought,
Yet saw itself and looked on all around

In a silence motionless and illimitable.

There was no person there, no centred mind,

Mo seat of feeling on which beat events

Or objects wrought and shaped reaction’s stress.
There was no motion in this inner world,

All was a stilf and even infinity.

It her the Unseen, the Unknown waited his hour.

But now she sat by sleeping Satyavan
Awake within, and the encrmous Night
surrounded her with the Unknowable’s vast.
A voice began to speak from her own heart
That was not hers, yet mastered thought and sensc.
As 1t spoke all changed within her and without;;
All was, all lived; she fclt all being one;
The world of unreality ceased to be:
There was no more a universe built by mind,
Convicted as a structure or a sign;
A spirit, a being saw created things
And cast itself into unnumbered forms
And was what it saw and made; all now hecame
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An evidence of one stupendous truth,

A Truth 1n which negation had no place,

A being and a living consciousness,

A stark and absolute Reality.

There the unreal could not find a place,

The sense of unreality was slain;

There all was conscious, made of the Infinite.
All had a substance of Eternity.

Yet this was the same Indecipherable:

it seemed to cast from it universe like a dream
VYanishing for ever into an original Void.

But this was no more some vague ubiguitous point
Or a cipher of vastness in unreal Nought.

{t was the same but new no more seemed far
To the living clasp of her recovered soul.

It was ker self, it was the salf of al},

It was the reality of existing things,

1t was the consciousness of all that lived

And felt and saw; it was Timelessness and Time,
1t was the Bhss of formlessness and form.

1t was ali Love and the one Beloved's arms,

It was sight and'thought in one all-seeing Mind,
It was joy of being on the peaks of God.

Bha "E_fglﬁﬁd bﬂ}rﬂnd Time ot atecnity,

[ o

Slipped out of gpace and became the Infinite;

Ol all sy bbbl ™ s - 17

%er bemg rose mt-:) unraachable he1g£hts
And found no end of its jourpey in the Self.
It plunged into the unfathomable deeps
And found no end to the silent mystery
That held all world within one lonely breast,
Yet harboured all ereation’s multitudes.

She was all vastness and one measureless point,

She was a height beyond heights, a depth beyond depths,

She lived in the everlasting and was all

That harbours death and bears the wheeling hours.

All contraries were true in one huge spirit
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Surpassing measure, change and circumstance.
An individual, one with cosmic self

In the heart of the Transcendent’s miracle
And the secret of World-personality

Was the creator and the lord of all.

Mind was a single innumerable look

Upon. himself and all that he became,

Life was ]115 drama and the Vast a stage,

——aan

[

......

ATl #ts innumerable phenﬂmennn
Her spirit saw the world as living God;
It saw the One a.ncl Knew that all was He.
She kne:w hun as the Absolute’s selfus;:-ace
One mth herr self anr:l gmund of all t]:ungs here

el ohy 18

In wh,tc:h the wo wu:rrld wanders seehug for the Truth

h“—n.lvl. -

Guarded behind its face of 3 ignorance:

She followed him through the march of endless Time.

All Nature’s happenings were events in her,
The heart-beats of the cosmos were her own,
All beings thought and felt and moved in her;
She inhabited the vastness of the world,

Its distances were her nature’s boundaries,

Its closeness her own lifa’s intimacies.

Her mind became familiar with its mind,

Its body was her body’s larger frame

In which she lved and knew herself in it

One, multitudinous in its moltitudes.

She was a single being, yet all things;

The world was her spirit’s wide circumference,
The thoughts of others were her intimates,
Their feelings close to her universa! heart,
Their bodjes Irer many bodies kin to her:

She was no more herself but all the world.
Out of the infiratudes all came to her

Into the infinitudes sentient she spread,
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Infinity was her own natural home,

Nowhere she dwelt, her spirit was everywhere,

The distant mnste]iatmn: wheeled round her:

Earth saw her born, all worlds were her colonies,
The greater worlds of life and mind were hers;

Al]l Natuore reproduczd her int its {ines,

Its movements were large copies of her own.

She was the single self of ail these selvas,

She was i them and they were all in her.

Thus first was an immense identicy

iz which her own identity was lost:

What seemed herself was an unage of the Whole,
She was a suhoonscient lifz of tree and Aower,

The outbreak of the honied buds of spring;

She burned in the passion and splendour of the rose,
=he was the red heart of the passion-flower,

The dream-white of the lotus in its pool.

Dut of subconscient life she clirabed to mind,

She was thought and the passion of the world's heart,
She was the godhead hid 1n the heart of man,

She was the ::hmbmg of his soul to God,

The cosmos flowered in her. she was s bad,

She was Time and the drcams of God in Time;

She was Space and the wideness of his days.

From this stie rose where Time and Space were not;
The superconscient was her native air,

Inﬁnit}f was her movement’s natural SPACE;
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END oF CANIO SEVEN
End of Book Seven
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The Book of Death






Canro Three*

Deaih in the Forest

Now it was herc in this great golden dawn

By her still sleeping hushand lain she gazed

Into her past as one about to die

Looks back upon the sunlit flelds of life

Where he too ran and sported with the rest,
Lifting his head above the huge dark stream

Into whose depths be must for ever plunge.

All she had been and done she Jived again.

The whole year in a swift and eddying race

Of memories swept through her and flad away
Into the rrrecoverable past.

Then silently she rose and, service done,

Bowed down to the great goddess simply carved
By Batyavan uporn a forest stone.

What prayer she breathed her soul and Durga knew,
Perhaps she felt in the dim forest huge

The infinite Mother watching over her child,
Perhaps the shronded Voice spoke some still word.
At last she came to the pale mother gqueen.

She spoke but with guarded lips and tranquil face
Lest somg stray word or some betraying look
Should let pass into the mother's unknowing breast,
Slaying all happiness and need to live,

A dire foreknowledge of the grief to come.

Only the nesded utterance passage found:

All else she pressed back into her anguished heart
And forced upon her speech an ouiward peace:

* This Capio was compiled by ihe poet from an eatly version of Sawited in whieh 1 had
been called Cancy Theee, Tt wag Lhe thirnd Canea of that poem, ot the thisd cante of any
particuiar Book. YWhen, after being rewritten at places, it was included it the present versian,
its number remained unchangsd.
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“One year that I have [ived with Satyavan

Herg on the emerald edge of the vast woods,

In the iron ring of the enormous peaks

Under the blue rifts of the forest sky,

I have not gone into the silences

Of this great woodland that enringed my thoughts
With mystery, nor in its green miracles

Wandered, but this small clcaring was my world.
Now has a strong desite seized all my heart

To go with Satyavan holding his hand

Into the iife that he has [oved and touch

Herbs he has trod and know the forest flowers
And hear at ease the birds and the scurrving life
Thet starts and ceases, rich far rustle of houghs
And ali the mystic whispering of the woods.
Release me now and let my heart have rest.”

She answered: *“Do as thy wise mind desires,

O calm child-sovergign with the eyes that rule.

f hold thee for a strong zoddess who has come
Pitying our barren days, so dost thou serve

Even as a slave might, vet art thou beyoend

All that thou doest, all our minds conceive,

Like the strong sun that serves earth from ahove.”
Then the doomed husband and the woman who knew
Went with linked hands into that solemn world”
Where beauty and grandeur and unspoken dream,
Where Nature's rmystic silence counld be felt
Communing with the secrecy of God.

Beside her Satyavan walked full of joy,

Because she moved with him through his green haunts:

He showed her all the forest’s riches, flowers

Innumerable of every edour and hue

And soft thick clinging creepers red and green

And strange rich-plumaged birds, to every cry

That haunted SWEEtl} distant boughs, replied
:il #inger’s name more sweetly called.

R the things he loved: they were
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His boyheod’s comrades and his playfellows,
Coevals and companions of his life

Here in this world whose every mood he knew:
Their thoughts which to the common mind are blank
Hc shared, to every wild emotion felt

An answer. Deeply she listened, but to hear

The voice that soon would cease from teadsr waords
And freasure its sweet cadences heloved

For lonely memory when none by her walked
And the beloved voice could speak no more.

Bui little dwelt her mind upon their sense;

Of death, not Iife she thought or life’s lone end.
Love in her bosom hurt with jagged edpes

Of anguish moaned at every step with pain
Crying, “Now, now perhaps his voice will ccasc
For ever.” Even by some vague touch opprassed,
Sometimes her eves looked round as if their orbs
Might sce the dim and dreadfn] god’s approach.
But Satyavan had paused. He meant {0 finish
His labour here that happy, linked, uncaring
They two might wander [ree 1n the green deep
Primeval mystery of the forest's heart.

Wordless but near she watched, no turn to lose
Of the bright face and body which she loved.

Her hife was now 1in seconds, not in hours,

And every moment she economised

Like a pale merchant ieaned above his sfore,

The miser of his poor remaining gold.

But Satyavan wielded a jovous axe.

He sanp high snatches of a sage’s chant

That pealed of conquered death and demons skain,
And sometimes paused to cry to her sweet speech
Of love and mockery tenderer than love:

She like a panthercss leaped upon his words

And carried them info her cavern heart.

But as he worked, his doom upon him came.

The violent and hungry hounds of pain
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Travelied through his body biting as they passed
Silently, and all his suffering breath besteged

Strove to rend life’s strong heart-cords and be frea.
Then heiped, as if a beast had ledt 1ts prey,

A moment in a wave of rich relief

Reborn to strength and happy ease he stood
Rejoicing and resumed his confident toil

But with less seeing strokes. Now the great Woodsman
Hewed at him and his labour ceased: Iifting

His arm he flang away the poignant axe

Far from him like an Instrument of pain.

She came to him in silent anguish and clasped,
And he cried to her, “Savitri, a pang

(leaves through my head and breast as if the axe
Were piercing it and not the living branch.

Such agony rends me as the tree must feel

When it is sundered and must lose its life

Awhile let me lay my head upon thy lap

And guard me with thy hands from evi] fate;
Perhaps because thou touchest, death may pass.™
Then Savitri sat under branches wide,

Cool, green against the sun, not the hurt tree
Which his keen axe had cloven, -— that she shunned;
But leancd beneath a fortunate kingly trunk

she gnarded him in her bosom and strove to soothe
His anguished brow and body with her hands.

All grief and fear were dead within her now

And a geeat calm had fallen. The wish to lessen
His suffering, the impulse that opposes pain

Were the one mortal feeling left. It passed:
Griefless and strong she waited like the gods,

But now his sweet familiar hue was changed

[nto a tarnished greyness and his eves

Dimmed over, forsaken of the clear light she loved.
Only the dull and physical mind was left,

Vacant {}f the bright spirit’s luminous gaze,

But onc&’“bﬁ;‘fme it faded wholly back,
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He criad out in a clinging last despair,

“Qavitri, Savitel, O Savitri,

Lean down, my soul, and kiss me while I dig,
And even as her palitd hips pressed his,

His failed, losing last sweetness ol response;
His cheek pressed down her golden arm. She sought
His mouth still with her living mouth, as if
She could persuade his soul back with her kss:
Then grew aware they werz no more alone.
Something had come there conscious, vast and dira,
Near her she felt a silent shade immense
Chilling the noon with darkness for 1ts back.
An awful hosh had fallen upon the place:
There was no cry of birds, no voice of beasts.
A terror and an anguish filled the world,

As if annihilation’s mystery

Had taken a sensible form. A cosmic mind
Looked cut on all from formidable eves
Contemning all with its unbearable gaze

And with immaortal lips and a vast brow

[t saw in its immense destroving thought

All things and beings as a pitiful dream,
Rejecting with calm disdain Nature's delight,
The wordless meaning of ils deep cegard
Yoicing the unreality of things

And life that would be for ever but never was
And its brief and vain recurrence without cease,
As if from a Silence without form or name
The Shadow of a remote uncaring god
Doomed to his Nought the illusory universe,
Cancelling its show of idea and act in Time
And Its imitation of eternity.

She knew that visible Death was standing there
And Satyavan had passed from her embrace.

Fxp oF CANTO THREE, BoOK EFGHT
End of Part Two
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BOOK NINE

The Book of Efernal Night






Canro One

Towards the Black Void

So was she left alone in the huge wood,
Surrcunded by a dim unthinking world,

Her husband’s corpse on her forsaken breast.
She measured not her loss with helpless thoughts,
Nor rent with tzars the marble seals of pain:
She rose not yet to face the dreadful god.

Orver the body she loved her soul leaned out
In a great stillness without stir or voice,

As if her mind had died with Satyavan.

But still the human heart in her heat on.
Aware still of his being near to hers,

Closely she clasped to her the mute iifeless form
As though to guard the oneness they had been
And keep the spirit still within the frame,
Then suddenly there came on her the change
Which in tremendous moments of our lives
Can overfake sometimes the human soul

And hold it up towards ifs luminous source.
The veil is torn, the thinker 1s no more;

Only the spir_itrgqgg_z}qgiugll is known.

Then a calm Power seated above our brows

Is seen, unshaken by our thoughts and deeds,
Its stillness bears the voices of the world:
Immohbile, it moves Nature, looks on life.

1t shapes immutably its far-seen ends;
Untouched and tranquil amid error and tears
And measureless above our striving wills,

its gaze controls the turbulent whirl of things.
To mate with the Glory it sees, the spirit grows:
The voice of life is tuned to infinite sounds,
The moments on great wings of hightaing come
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And podiike thouehts surprise the mind of sarth.
Inte the soul's splendour and intensity

A crescent of miraculous birth is tossed,

Whose horn of mystery floats in a bright void

As inlo a heaven of strength and sifence thought
Is ravished; all this living mortal clay

Is seized and in a swift and flery food

Of touches shaped by a Harmonist unseen.

A new sight comes, new voices in us form

A body of the music of the gods.

Immortal yearnings without name leap down,
Large quiverings of godhead seeking run

And weave upon a puissant field of calm

A high and lonely eestasy of will.

This in a moment’s depths was born n her.

Now to the liinitless gaze disclosed that sees
Things barred from human thinking’s ¢arthly hids,
The Spirit who had hidden in Natare scared

Out of s luminous nest within the worlds,

Like a vast fire it climbed the skies of night.

Thus were the conds of self-oblivion torn.

Like one who looks up to far heights she saw,
Ancient and strong as on a windless summit
Above her where she had worked in her lone mind
Labouring apart in a sole tower §f self,

The source of all which she had seemed or wrought,
A power projected into cosmic space,

A slow embodiment of the aconic will,

A starry fragment of the eternal Truth,

The passionate instrument of an unmoved Power.
A Presence was there that filled the listening world,
A central All assumed her boundless life.

A sovergignty, a silence and a swiftness,

One brooded over abysses who was she.

As 1n a chonc robe of unheard sounds

A force descended trailing endless lights;
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Linking Tima’s seconds to Infinity,

IHimitably it girt the carth and her:

It sank into her soul and she was changed.
Then Iike a thought fulfilled by some great word
That mightiness assumed a symbol form:

Her being’s spaces quivered with its touch,

Ft covered her as with irnmortal wings;

On its lips the curve of the unuttered Truth,
A halo of Wisdom’s lightnings for iis crown,
It entered the mystic lotus in her head,

A thousand-petalled home of power and light,
Immartal leader of her maortality,

Doer of her works and fountain of her words,
Invulnerable by Time, omnipotent,

It stoed above her calm, immobile, mute,

All in her mated with that mighty hour,
As if the last remnant had been slain by Death
Of the humanity that once was hers,
Assuming a spiritnal wide contrel,
Making life’s sea a1 mirror of heaven’s sky,
"The voung divinity in her earthly limbs
Filied with celestial sirength her mortal part.
Over was the haunted pain, the rending fear:
Her grief had passed away, her mind was stili,
Her heart beat guieily with a sovereign. foree.

There came a freedem from the heari-strings’ clutch,

Now ali her acts sprang from a godhead’s calm.
Calmly she laid upon the forest soil

The dead who still reposed upon her breast
And bore to tyrn away from the dead form:
Sole now she rose to meet the dreadful god.
That mightier spirit turned its mastering gaze
On life and things, inheritor of a work

Left to it unfinished from her halting past,
When vet the mind, a passionate learner, toiled

573



Savitri - Book Nine - Canto One 574

And ifl-shaped instruments were crudely moved.
Franscended now was the poor human rulg;

A sovereigm power was there, a godlike will,

A moment yet she lingered motioniess

And looked down on the dead man at her feet;
Then like a tree recovering from a wind

She raised her noble head ; fronting her gaze
Something stood there, unearthly, sombre, grand,
A limitless danial of all being

That wore the terror and wonder of a shape.

In its appalling eyes the tenebrous Form

Bore the deep pily of destroying gods,

A sorrowful irony curved the drcadful lips

That speak the word of doom. Eterpal Night,
In the dire beauty of an immortal face,

Pitying arose, reeetving all that lives

For ever nitto its fathomless heatt, refuge

{Of creatures {rom their anguish and world-pain.
His shape was nothingness made real, his Embs
Were monumenis of transience and beneath
Brows of unwearying calm large godlike lids
Silent beheld the wrnithing scrpeat, life.
Unmoved their imeless wide unchanging gaze
Had sgen the unprofitable cycles pass,

Survived the passing of unnumbered stars

And shelered still the same immutahle orbs.
The two opposed each other with their eyes,
Woman and universal god: around her,

Piling their void unbearable loneliness

Upon her mighty uncﬂmpanipcmed sonl,

Many inhuman solitudes came close.

Vacant etermities forbidding hope

Laid upoen her their huge and lifeless look,

And 10 her ears silencing earthly sounds,

A sad and formidable voice arose

Which seemed the whole adverse world’s. “Unelasp,” it cried,
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“Thy passionate mfluence and relax, O slave

Of Nature, changing tool of changeless Law,

Who vainly writhst rebellious to my yoke,

Thy elemental grasp; weep and foreet.

Enfomb thy passion in its ving ecave.

Leave now the once-loved spini's abandoned robe:
Pass lonely back to thy valn Ife on earth.”

i ceased, she moved nof and 1t spoke again,
Lowering its mighty key to human chords, —

Yet a dread cry behind the nttered sounds,
Echoing all sadness and immeortal scorn,

Moaned like a hunger of far wandering waves.
“Wiit thou for ever keep thy passionata hold,
Thyself, a creature doomed like him to pass,
Denying his soul death’s calm and silent rest?
Relax thy grasp; this bady is earth’s and thinc,
His spirit now belongs to a greater poyer.
Worman, thy husband suffers.” Savitri

Drew back her heart’s force that clasped his body still
Where from her lap renounced on the smooth grass
Sofily it lay, as often before in sleep

When from their couch she rose in the white dawn
Called by her daily tasks: now too as if called

She rose and stood gathered in lonely strenath,
Like one who drops his mantle for a race

And waits the signal, motionlessly swift,

She knew not to what course: her spirit above

On the crypt-summit of her secret form

Like one left sentinel on 4 monntain crest,

A fiery-footed splendour puissant-winged

Watched flaming-silent with her voiccless soul
Like a still sail upon a windless sea.

White passionless it rode, an anchored might,
Waiting what far-ridged impuldse should arise

Out of the eiernal depths and cast its surge.

Then Death, the king, leaned boundless down, as leans
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Night over tired lands when evening pales

And fading gleams break down the horizon’s walls,
Nor yet the dusk grows mystic with the moon,
The dim and awful godhead rose erect

From his brief stooping to his touch on earth,
And like a dream that wakes out of a dream,
Forsaking the poor mould of that dead clay,
Another luminous Satyavan arose,

Starting upright from the recumbent carth

As if someone over viewless borders stepped
Emerging on the edge of unseen worlds.

In the earth’s day the silent marvel stood
Between the mortal woman and the god.

Such seemed he as if onc departed came
Wearing the light of a celestial shape

Splendidly alien to the mortal air.

The mind sought things long loved and fell back foiled
From unfamiliar hues, beheld yat longed,

By the sweet radiant form unsatisfied,
[ncredulous of its 100 bright hints of heaven;
Too strange the brilliant phantasm to life’s clasp
Desiring the warm creations of the earth

Reared in the ardour of matenial suns,

The senses seized in vain a glorious shade;

Only the spirit knew the spirit still,

And the heart divined the old loved heart, though changed.
Between two realms he stood, not wavering,

But fixed in quiet strong expaciancy,

Like one who, sightless, listens for a command.
50 were they immobile on that earthiy field,
Powers wot of earth, though one in human clay.
On either side of onc two spirits strove;

Silence battled with silence, vast with vast.

But now the impulse of the Path was felt
Moving from the Silence that supports the stars
To touch the confines of the visible world,
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Luminous ke moved away; bekind him Death
Went slowly with his noiseless tread, as seen

In dream-built fields a shadowy berdsman glides
Behind seme wanderer from his voiceless herds,
And Savitrl moved behind eternal Death,

Her mortal pace was equalled with the god's.
Wordless she travelled in her lover's steps,
Flanting her human feat where his had trod,
intg the perilous silences beyond.

At first in a blind stress of woods she moved
With strange inhuman paces on the soil,
Journeying as if upon an unsecn road.

Around her on the green and 1maged earth
The flickering screen of lorests ringed her steps.
1ts thick loxurious obstacle of boughs

Besieged her body pressing dimly through

In a rich realm of whispers paipable,

And all the murmurous beauty of the leaves
Rippled around her like an emerald robe.

But more and more this grew an alien sound,
And her ofd intimate body seemed {0 her

A burden which her being remofely bore.
Herself [ived far in some uplifted scene

Where to the trance-chained vision of pursuit,
Sole presences In 4 high spaceless dream,

The luminous spirit glided stilly on

And the great shadow travelled vague behind.
Still with an amorous crowd of seeking hands
Softly entreated by their old desires

Her senses felt earth’s close and gentle air
Cling round them and in troubled branches knew
Uncertain treadings of 5 faint-foot wind:

She bore dim fragrances, far callings touched;
The wald bird’s voice and its winged rustle came
As if & sigh from some forgotten world.
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Farth stood sloof, yet near: round her it wove

[ts sweetness and its greenness and delight,

[ts brilliance suave of well-loved vivid hues,
Suntight arriving to its golden noon,

And 1he blue heavens and the caressing soil.

The ancient Mother offered to her child

Her simple world of kind familiar things.

But now as if the body’s sensuous hold

Cuirbing the godhead of her infinite walk

Had freed those spirits to their grander road
Across some boundary’s intangible bar,

The silent pod grew mighty and remote

In other spaces and the soul she loved

Lost its consenting nearness to her life,

Into a deep and unfamiliar air

Encrmous, windless, without stir or sound

They scemed {o enlarge away, drawn by some wide
Palc distance, from the warm control of earth

And her grown {ar. Now, now they would escape.
Then flaming from her body’s nest, alarmed,

Her violent spirft soared at Satyavan.

Out mid the plunge of heaven-surrounded rocks

So in a terror and a wrath divine

From her eyrie streans against the ascending death,
Indignant at ifs crouching point of steel,

A flerce she-gagls threatened in her brood,

Borne on a rush of puissance and a ¢ry,
Ouiwinging like a mass of golden fire.

So on a spirit’s flaming outrush borne

She crossed the borders of dividing sense;

Like pale discarded sheaths dropped dully down
Her maortal members fell back from her soul,

A moment of a scoret body's sleep,

Her trance knew not of sun or earth or world;
Thought, time and death were gbsent from her grasp:
She knew not self, forgotien was Savitzi, '
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All was the violent ocean of a will

Where lived captive to an immense caress,
Possessed 1n a supreme identity,

Her aim, joy, origin, Satyavan alone.

Her sovereign prisoned in her being’s core,

He beat there like a rhythmic heart, — hersel{
But different still, one loved, enveloped, clasped,
A treasurc saved from the collapse of space.
Around him nameless, infinite she surged,

Her spirit fulfilled in his spirit, tich with al} Time,
As if Love’s deathless moment had been found,
A pear] within eternity’s white shell,

Then out of the engulfing sea of trance

Her nund rose drenched to light streaming with hues
Of vision and, awake once more to Time,
Returnzd to shape the Iineamenfs of things

And five in borders of the seen and known,
Onward the three still moved i her soul-scene.
As if pacing through fragments of a dream,

She seemed to travel on, a visioned shape,
Imagining other musers like hersell,

By them imagincd m their [onely sleep.
Ungrasped, unreal, yet familiar, old,

Like ciefts of unsubstantial memory,

Scenes often traversed, never lived in, fled

Past her unheeding to forgotten goals.

In voiceless regions they were travellers

Alone in a new wold where souls were not,

But only living moods. A strange, hushed, weird
Country was round them, strange far skies above,
A doubting spacs where dreaming objects lived
Within themselves their own unchanged idea.
Weird were the grasses, weird the trecless plains,
Weird ran the road which like fear hastening
Towards that of which it has most terror, passed
Phantasmal between pillared conscious rocks

f
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Sombre and high, gates brooding, whose stone thoughts
Lost their huge sense beyond in giznt night.

Enigma of the Tnconscient’s sculptural sleep,
Symbols of the approach to darkness old

And monuments of her titanic reign,

Opening to depths like dumb appalling jaws

That wait a traveller down a haunted path
Attracted to a mystery that slays,

They watched acrose her road, cruel and stiil:
Sentinels they stocd of dumb Necessity,

Mute heads of vigilant and sullen gloom,

Carved muzzle of a2 dim enormous world.

Then to that chill sere heavy line arrived

Where his feet touched the shadowy marches’ brink,
Turning arrested inminous Safyavan

Looked back with hus wonderful eves at Savitri.

But Death pealed forth his vast abysmal cry:

“0 mortal, turn back to thy transient kind;

Aspire not to accompany Death to his home,

As if thy breath could live where Time must die.
Think not thy mind-born passion strength from heaven
To uplift thy spirit from its earthly base

And, breaking out from the material cage,

To upbuoy thy feet of dream in groundless Nouglt
And bear thee through the pathless infinite.

Ogly in human lmits man lives safe.

Trust not in the uynreal Lords of Time,

Immortal degming this image of thyself

Which they have built on a dream’s floating ground.
[.et not the dreadful goddess move thy soul

To enlarge thy vehement trespass into worlds

Where it shall penish like a helpless thought,

Know the cold term-stones of thy hopes in life.
Asrmid vainly with the [dea’s borrowed might

Dare not to outsiep man’s bound and measured force.
Ignorant and stumbling, in brief boundaries pent,
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He crowns himself the world’s mocex sovereien
Tornenting Natore with the works of Mind.

& sleeper dreaming of divinity,

Wake trembling mid the indifferent silences

In which thy few weak chords of being die.
Impermanent creatures, sorrowful foam of Time,
Your transient Joves hind aot the sternal gods.”
The dread voice ebbed in the consenting hush
Which szemed to close upon if, wide, intense,
A wordless sanction from the jaws of Night.
The Woman answered not, Her high nude soui,
Stripped of the girdle of mortality,

Against fixed destiny and the grooves of law
Stood up m its sheer will 2 primal force,

Still like & statue on iis pedestal,

Lone in the silence and to vastness bared,
Against midright's dumb abysses piled in front
A columned shaft of fire and light she rose.

ENp OF CanTo ONE



Canro Too

The Fowrney in Eternal Night and
the Veice of the Darkness

Avwhile on the chill dreadful edge of Night

All stood as if a world wers doomed to die

And waited on the eternal silence’ brink.

Heaven leaned towards them like 2 clovdy brow
Of menace through the dim and voiceless hush.

As thoughts stand mute on a despairing verge
Where the last depths plunge into nothingness

And the last dreams must end, they paused; in their front
Were glooms like shadowy wings, behind them pale
The I#eless evening was a dead man’s gaze.

Hungry bevond, the night desired her soul.

But still in its lone niche of templed strength
Motiouless, her dame-bright spirit, mute, erect,
Burned ke a torch-fire from a windowed room
Pointing against the darkness’ sombre breast,

The Woman first affronted the Abyss

Daring to journey through the eternal Night.
Armoured with light she advanced her foot to plungs
Into the dread and hueless vacancy;

Immortal, nnappalled her spirit faced

The danger of the ruthless eyeless waste.

Against night’s inky ground they stirred, moulding
Mysterious motion on her human tread,

A swimming action and a drifting march

Like figures moving before eyelids closed:

All as 1n dreams went slipping, gliding on.

The rock-gate’s heavy walls were left behingd;

As If through passages of receding time

The present and past into the Timeless lapsed;
Arrested wpon dim adventure’s brink,
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The future ended drowned in nothingness.

Amid collapsing shapes they wound obseure;

The fading vestibules of a tenebrous world
Received them, where they seemed to move and vei
Be still, nowhere advanoing yet fo pass,

A domb procession & dim picture bounds,

Not conscious forms threading 2 real scene.

A mystery of terror’s houndlessness,

Gathering its hungry strength the luge pittless void
Surrounded slowly with its soundless depths,

And monstrous, cavernouws, a shapeaiess throat
Devoured her into its shadowy strangling mass,
The fierce spuritual agony of a dream.

A cwrtain of impenetrable dread,

The darkness hung around her cage of sense

As, when the irees have turnzd o blotred shades
And the last frzndly glimmer fades away,

Around a builock in the forest tied

By hunters closes in no empty night.

The thought that strives in the world was here namade;
Its effort it repounced to live and know,

Convinced at last that it had nevar besn;

It perished, all its dream of action done:

This clotted cypher was its dark result.

In the smothering stress of this stupendous Nought
Mind could not think, breath counld not breathe, the soul
Could not remember or feel itself: it seomed

A hollow gulf of sterile emptiness,

A zero oblivious of the sum 1t closed,

An abnegation of the Maker’s joy

Saved by no wide repose, no depth of peace.

Om all that claims here to be Truth and God

And consciows self and the revealing Word

And the creative rapture of the Mind

And Love and Knowledge and heart’s delight, there fell
The immense refusal of the eternal Mo,
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As disappears a golden lamp in gloom

Bomge into distance from the eye's destre,

Into the shadows vanished Sawvifri.

There was no course, no path, no end or goal:
Visionless she moved amid inseunsible gulfs,
Or drove through some great black nunknowing Waste
Or whifled in a dumb eddy of meeting winds
Assembled by the titan hands of Chance.
There was none with her in the dreadful Vast:
She saw no more the vague tremendous god,
Her eves had lost their luminous Satyavan.
Yet not for this her spirit failed, but held
More deeply than the bounded senses can
Which grasp externally and find to lose

Its object loved. 5o when on earth they lived
She had felt kim straying through the glades, the glades
A scene in her, its clefts her being’s vistas
Opening their secrets to his search and joy,
Because {0 jealous sweetness in her heart
Whatever happy space his cherished feet
Preferred, must be at once her soul embracing
His body, passioning dumbly to his tread.

But now a silent gulf between them came

And to abysmal loneliness she fell,

Even from herself cast out, from love remote.
Long hours, sinca long it seems when sluggish time
[s measured by the throbs of the soul’s pain,
In an unreal darkness empty and drear

She travelled treading on the corpse of life,
Lost in a blindness of cxtinguished souls,
Solitary in the anguish of the void

She lived in spite of death, she conquered still;
In vain her puissant being was oppressed

Her heavy long monotony of pain

Tardily of its fierce self-torture tired.

At first 3 faint inextinguishable gleam,
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Pale but immortal, flickered in the glcom

As if a memory came to spirits dead,

A memory that wished to live again,
Dissolved from mind in Nature's natal sleep,
It wandered like a lost ray of the moon
Revealing to the night her soul of dread;
Serpentine in the gleam the darkness lolled,
Its black hoods jewelled with the mystic glow:
Its duil sleek folds shrank back and ¢oiled and slid,
As though they feft all light a cruel pain

And suffered from the pale approach of hope.
Night felt assailed her heavy sombre reign;
The splendour of some bright eternity
Threatened with this faint beam of wandering Truth
Her empire of the everlasting Nought.
Implacabie in her intolerant strengih

And confident that she alone was true,

She strove to stifle the frail dangerous ray;
Aware of an all-negating immensity

She reared her giant head of Nothmgness,
Her mouth of darkness swallowing all that is;
She saw in herself the temebrous Ahsolute.
But still the light prevailed and still it grew,
And Savitri to her lost self awoke;

Her limbs refused the cold embrace of death,
Her heart-beats triumphed in the grasp of pain;
Her soul persisted claiming for its joy

The soul of the beloved now sesn no more.
Before her in the stillness of the world

Once more she heard the treading of a god,
And out of the dumb darkness Satyavan,

Her husband, grew into 2 luminous shade.

Then a sound pealed through that dead monstrous realm:

Vast like the surge in a tired swimmer’s ears,
Clamouring, a fatal iron-hearted roar,
Death missioned to the night his lethal call.
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“This is my silent dark Imnensity,
This i3 the kome of everiasting Night,
This is the secrecy of Nothingness
Entombing the vanity of life’s desires.
tlast thou bekeld thy source, O transient heart,
And known from what the dream thou art was made?
Tn this stark sincerity of nude emptiness
Hopest thou still always te last and love?”
The Woman answered pot. Her spirit refused

The voice of the Night that knew and Death that thought.

In her beginninglass infinity

Through her soul’s reaches unconfined she gazed;
She saw the undying fountains of her life,

She knew herself eternal without birth.

But still oppasing her with endless night
Death, the dire pod, mflicted on her eyes

The immortal calm of his tremendous gaze:
“Although thou hast survived the unborn void
Which never shall forgive, while Time cndurss,
The primal violence that fashionad thought,
Forcing the immobile Vast to suffer and Jive
This sorrowful victory only hast thou won

To live for a little without Satyavan.

What shall the ancient goddess give to thes
Who helps thy heart-beats ? Only she prolongs
The nothing dreamed existence and delays
With the labour of living thy eternal sleep.

A fragle miracle of thinking clay,

Armed with illusions walks the child of Time.
To fill the void around he feels and dreads,
The void he came from and to which he goes,
ile ma_gmfir:s his self and names it God.

He calls the heavens to help kis suffering hopes,
He sees above lum with a longing heart

Rare spaces more uncenscious than himself
That have not even his privilege of mind

386
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And empiy of all but their anreal blue

And peoples them with bright and merciful powers
For the sea roars around him and earth quakes
Beneath his steps, and fire is at his doors,

And death prowls baying through the woods of life.
Moved by the Presences with which he yearns,

He offers in implacable shrines his soul

And clothes all with the beauty of his dreams.

The gods who watch the earth with sleepless eyes
And guide its giant stumbkings through the void,
Have given _to man the burden of his mind;

in his unwilling heart they have lit their fires

And sown in it incurabie unrest.

His mind 15 a hunfer upon tracks unknown;
Amusing Time with vain discovery,

He decpens with thought the mystery of kis {ate
And tarns t-:r $0Dg Tis laught-:r and his tears.

——r 2 u

Tmublmg s translﬂncf:: thh the infinite’s buath

Tﬁe}ﬁ%ﬁgﬁﬁi hungers whlch no food can Gl
Hz 35 the cattle of the shepherd gods.
His hﬂdy T.he tether with which he is tied,

They cast for fodder grief and hﬂy_e and joy:

Spmamaly - wATET EARIA L T P g i e e e r e a0

His pasture gronnd they bave fenned ‘with Ignorance.

T

Into his fragile undefended breast

They have breathed a courage that is met by death,
They have given a wisdom that is mocked by night,
They have traced a journey that foresees no goal.
Ajmless man toils in an uncertain \mrld

Lulled by ligonstan meusgﬁwf his “gg;g}

Scﬂurgcd like a beast by {l the mﬁmte desire,

Bound to tht'.: chariot of “the dreadfu] gods.

But if thl:ru still carst h-:-pf: and still wouldst love,
Return io thy body's shell they tie to earth,

And with thy heart’s little remuants try to live.
Hope not to win back to thee Satyavan.
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Yet since thy strength deserves no frivial erown,
Gifts I can give to soothe thy wounded life.

The pacts which transient beings make with fate,
And the wayside sweeiness carth-bound hearts would pluck,
These if thy will accepts make freely taine.
Choose a life’s hopes for thy deceiving prize.”
As ceasad the ruthless and tremendous Yoice,
Unendingly there rose in Savitri

Like moonlit ridges o a shuddering food

A stir of thoughts out of some silence born
Across the sea of her dumb fathomless heart.

At last she spoke; her voice was heard by Night:
“I bow zot to thee, O huge mask of Death,
Black lic of mght to the cowed soul of man,
Unreal, i*lescapablﬂ end crf thjngs
Censgious of immortality I walk,

A victor spirit conscious of my force,

Not as a suppliant to thy gates I came:

Unslain ] have survived the clutch of Night,

My first strong grief moves not my seated mind ;
My unwept tears have turned to pearls of strength:
T have transformed my 1ll-shaped brittle clay
Into the hardness of a statued soul.

Now in the wrestling of the splendid gods

My spint shall be obstinate and strong

A‘,amst ﬂlﬁ vast refugals of ﬂ:ae world.

T 'stoop not with the subject mob of minds

Who run to glean with eager satisfied hands
And pick from its mire mid many trampling feet
Its smrnf’ul small cnncesainﬂs tﬂ the wcah
Impnmﬁﬁ on t]]ﬂ slﬂw relut:tant yﬁars

The flamung will that reigns beyond the stars,
They lay the law of Mind on Matter's works
And win the soul's wish from earth’s inconscient force.
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First I demand whatever Satyvavan,

My husband, waking in the forest’s charm

QOut of s long pure childhood's lonely dreams,
Desired and had not for his beautiful fife.

Give, if thow must, or if thou canst, refuse.”
Death bowed his head in scornful cold assent,
The builder of this dreamlike earth for man
Who has mocked with vanity all gifls he gave,
Uplifting his disastrous voice he spoke:
“[ndulgent to the dreams my touch shall break,
I yigld to his blind father’s longing heait
Kingdom and power and friends and greatness lost
And roval trappings for his peaceful age,

The pallid pomps of man’s ; declining days,

The 5:1v¢red dan,adent crlcrnes c}f llﬂa s fall,

—— e — =

—_—
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Goods I restore tha deluded soul prafers

To impersonal nothingness's bare sublime.

The sensuous solace of the light T give

To eves which could have found a larger realm,
A deeper vision in their fathomless nighl.

For that this man desired and asked m vain
While still ke lived on earth and cherished hope.
Back from the grandeur of my periious realms
Go, mortal, to thy small permitted sphere !
Hasten swift-footed, lest to slay thy life

The great laws thou hast violated, moved,
Open at last on thee their marble eyes.”

But Savitri answered the disdainful Shade:
“Wﬂﬂd—qpirjt I was thy quldl spirit born.

] trembla not bef-:-re the Immabﬂgﬂm

Of the unchanging o marble hierarchies

That look with the stone eyes of Law and Fate.
My soul can meet them with its living fire,

Qut of thy shadow give me back again
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Into earth’s flowering spaces Satyavan

In the sweet transiency of human iimbs

To do with him my spirit’s burning will,

I will bear with him the ancient Mother’s joad,

[ will fa]iuw with him earth s path that lcads to Ged.

- — —— b —

Can meel behind his steps whatever night
Dr ummagmablc qtupendnus dawn

R

But to her claim opposed, implacable,

Insisting on the immutable Decree,

[nsisting on the immitigable Law

And the insignificance of created things,

Out of the rolling wastes of night there came
Born from the enigma of the unknowable depths
A voice of majesty and appalling scorn.

As when the storm-haired Titan-striding sea
Throws on a swimmer its tremendous laugh
Remembering all the joy its waves had drowned,
50 from the darkness of the sovercign night
Against the Woman's boundless heart arose

The almighty cry of universal Death:

“Hast thou god-wings or fect that tread my stars,
Frail creaiure with the courage that aspires,
Forgetting thy bounds of thought, thy mortal role?
Their orbs were coiled before thy soul was formed.
1. Death, created them cut of my void;

All things I have built in them and I desiroy.

1 made the worlds my net, each joy a mesh.

A Hunger amorous of its suffering prey,

Life that devonrs, my image see in things.
Mortal, whose spirit is my wandering breath,
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Whose transience was imagined by my smile,

Flee clutching thy poor gaing io thy trembling braast

Pierced by my pangs Time shall not soon appease.
11111::[ slave of my deaf force whom 1 compel

To sin that I may pumsh, ta desire

That | may scourge thee with despair aod geief

And thou come bleeding to me ati the last,

Thy nothingness recogrised, my greatness known,

Turn ner attempt {orbidden happy fields

Meant for the souls that can obey my law,

Lest in their sombre shrines thy tread awake

From their uncasy iron-hearted sleep

The Furies who avenge fulfilled desirce,

Diread lest in skies where passion hoped to live,

The Unknown’s lighinings start and terrified,

Lone, scbbing, hunted by the hounds of heaven,

A wounded and forsaken soul, thou flee

Through the long tortare of the centuries,

Nor many lives exhaust the tireless Wrath

Hell cannot slake nor heaven’s mercy assuage,

I wiil take from thee the black cternal grip:

Clasping in thy heart thy fate’s exgivous doles

Depart in peace, if peace for man is just.”

But Savitri answered meeting scorn with scorn,

The mortal woman to the dreadful Lotd:

“Who is this God imagined by thy night,

Contemptuously creating worlds disdained,

Who made for vanity the briiliant stars?

Not he who has reared his temple in my thoughts

And made his sacred floor my human heart.

My God 1 i Will and trinmphs in his paths,

My God is Love and sweetly suffers ail.

To him 1 have offered hope for sacrifice

And gave my longings 4s a sacrament.

Who shall prohibit or hedge in his course,

The wonderful, the chariotear, the swift?
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A traveller of the million roads of lifs,

His steps familiar with the lights of heaven

Tread without pain the sword-paved courts of helt;
There he descends to edge eternal joy.

Love’s golden wings have power to fan thy void:
The eyes of love gaze starlike through death’s night,
The feet of love tread naked hardest worlds.

He labours in the depths, exults on the heights;

He shall remake {hy universe, O Death.”

Sha spoke and for 2 while no voice replied,

While still they traveiled through the trackless night
And still that gleam was like a pallid eye

Troubling the darkness with its doubtful gaze.
Then once more came a deep and perilous pause

In that unreal journey through blind Nought;

Once more a Thought, a Word in the void arcse
And Death made answer to the human soul:
"“What is thy hope? to what dost thoo aspire?

This is thy body’s sweetest lure of bliss,

Assatled by pam a frai precarious form,

To please Tor a few vears thy faltering sense

With honey of physical longings and the heart’s fire
And a vain oneness seeking to embrace

The brilliant idol of a fugitive hour.

And thou, what art thoun, soul, thou glorious dream
Of brief emotions made and gliltering thoughts,

A thin dance of firefiics speeding through the night,
A sparkling ferment in life’s sunlit mire ?

Wilt thou claim immortality, O heart,

Crying against the eternal witnesses

That thou and he are endless powers and last?
Death only lasts and the inconscient Void.

[ only am eternal and endure.

I am the sbapeless formidable Vast,

I am the emptingss that men call Space,

I am a timeless Nothingness carrying all,

J92
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I am the Tllimitable, the mute Alone,

I, Death, am He: there 158 no other God.

All from my depths are born, they live by death ;
All to my depths return and are no more.

I have made a world by my inconscient Force.
My forece is Nature that creates and stays

'The hcarts that hope, the limbs that long to ive.
I have made man her instrument and slave,

His bady I made my banquet, his life my food.
Man has no other help but only Death;

He comes 10 me at his end for rest and peace.

1, Death, am the one refuge of thy soul,

The gods to whom man prays can help not inan;
They are my imaginations and my moods
Reflected in him by illusion’s power.

That which thou seest as thy immortsa! self

Is a shadowy icon of my infimte,

1s Death in thee dreaming of eternity,

I am the Immobile in which all things move,

I am the nude Inane in 3 whu:h they cease:

1 have no body and no tongue to speak,

I commune not WJth human eye and ear;

f— s

.....

Be:::ause, O asplrant to dlwmty,

Thou calledst me to wrestle with thy soul,

I have assumed a face, a form, a voice.

Bart if there were a being witnessing all,

How should he help thy passionate desire?
Aloof he watches sole and absolute,

Indifferent to thy cry in nameless calm.

His being is pure, unwounded, motionless, one.
One endless watches the inconscient scene
Where all things perish, as the foam the stars.
The One lives for ever. There ne Satyavan
Changing was born and there no Savitri
Claims from brief life her bribe of joy. There love
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Came never with his fretfil eyes of tears,

Nor Time is there nor the vain vasts of Space.
It wears no living face, it has ne name,

No gaze, no heart that throbs, it asks no second
To aid its being or to share is joys,

It is delight immortally alone.

If thon desirest immaortality,

Be then alone sufficient to thy soul:

Live in thyself; forget the man theu lov's,

M},' last grand death shall rescus thee from hfe,
Then shalt thou rise into thy unnamed source.”
But Savitri replied to the dread Veice:

“Q Death, who reasonest, I reason not,

Reason that scans and breaks, but cannot build
Gr builds in vain because she doubts her work.
T ar ami love, T see, 1 act, Ewill”

Deathwinm ered her, one deep surrounding cry:
“Know also. Knowing, thou shait ¢ease to love
And cease to will, delivered {rom thy heart,

So shalt thc:u rest fur ever and be stiII

But Savitri replied for man to Death:

“When I have loved for ever, [ shall know.,
Love in me knows the truth all changings mask.
I know that knnwladge is & vast embrace:

FUPIET 5, — R P

E every 1 hcart 15 h1dden the mynad One.
I know the calm Transcendent beats the world,
The veiled Inhabitant, the silent Lord:

I feet his secret act, his intimate fire:

I hear the murmur of the cosmic Voice.

I know my coming was a wave from God.

For all us suns were conseient in my birth,
And one who loves in us came veiled by death.
Then man was born among the monstrous stars

Dowered with a mind and heart te conquer thee.”
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In the eternity of his ruthiess will

Sure of his empire and his armourad might,
Like one disdaining violent helpless words

From vietim lips Death answered nof agaisn.

He st00d in silence and in darkness wrapped,

A figure motionless, a shadow vague,

(3irt with the terrors of his secret sword.
Half-seen in clouds appeared a sombre face;
Night's dusk tiara was his matted hair,

The ashes of the pyre his forehead’s sign,

Ongce more a Wanderer in the unending Night,
Blindly forbidden by dead vacant eyes,

she travelled through the dumb unhoping vasts.
Aroumd her rolled the shuddenng waste of gloom,
Its swallowing emptiness and joyless death
Resentful of her thought and e and love,
Through the long fading night by her compelled,
Gliding half-seen on their unearthly path,
Phantasmal in the dimness moved the three.

Exp oF CANTG Two
End of Book Nine
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The Book of the Dowble Twilight






Canie One

The Dream Teilight of the Ideal

Al still was darkness dread and desolate;

Thare was no change nor anv hope of change,

In this black dream which was a house of Void,

A walk to Nowhere in a fand of Mought,

Ever they drifted without aim or goal;

Gloom led to wortse gloom, death to an empiter death,
In some positive Non-Being’s purposeless Vast
Through formless wastes dumb and unknowable.
An inetlectual beam of suffering light

Through the deospaining darkness dogged their steps
Like the remembrance of a glory jost;

Evenr while It grew, it scemed unreal there,

Yet haunted Nihil's chill stupendous realm,
Unquenchable, perpetual, lonely, null,

A pallid ghost of some dead efernaty.

1t was as if she must pay now her debt,

Her vain presumption to exist and think,

To some brilliant Maya that conceived her soul.
This most she must absolve with endless pangs,
Her deep original sin, the will to be

And the sin last, greatest, the spirifvual pride,

That, made of dust, equalled itself with heaven,

Its scorn of the worm writhing in the mud,
Condemned, ephemeral, born from Nature’s dream,
Refusal of the transient creature’s role,

The claim to be a living fire of God,

The will to be immortal and divine.

In that tremmendous darkness heavy and bare

She atoned for all since the first act whence sprang
The error of the consciousness of Time,

The rending of the Inconscient’s seal of sleep,
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The primal and unpardoned revolt that broke
The peace and silence of the Nothingoess
Which was before a seeming universe

Appeared in a vanity of imagined space

And life arose engendering grief and pain:

A preat Negation was the Real’s face
Prohibiting the vamn process of Time:

And when there is no world, no ¢reature more,
When Time's intrusion has been blotted out,

I't shall last, unbodied, saved from thought, al peacs
Accursed in what had been her godhead source,
Condemned to Jive for ever empty of bhiss,

Her immortality her chastisement,

Her spirit, guilty of being, wandercd doomed,
Moving for ever through eternal Night.

But Maya 1s a veil of the Absoluie;

A Truth -::c::ult has made this mighty world:
The Etf:rnal’ wisdon ami sdf _knowledge : act
Eln 1gn0rant Mind and in the body’s steps.

The he Inconscient is the Superconseient’s sleep.
An umntﬂlhglhlf: Inlﬂ]llgﬂ‘l‘lﬂﬁ:

Invents creation’s paradox profound;

Spiritual thought is crammed in Matter's forms,
Unscen it throws out a dumb energy

And works a miracle by a machine.

All here 15 2 mystery of contrarjes:

Darkness a magic of self-hidden light,

Suffering some secret rapture’s tragic mask
And death an instrument of perpetual life,
Alihough Death walks beside us on Life’s road,
A dim bysiander at the body’s start

And a last judgment on man's futile works,
Other is the riddle of its ambiguous face:
Death 15 a stair, 3 door, a stumbling stride

The soul must take to cross from birth to birth,
A grey defeat pregnant with vietory,
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A whip to lash us towards our deathless state.

The inconscient world is the spirit’s seli-made room,
Eternal Night shadow of eternal Day.

Night is not our beginning nor owr end;

She is the dark Mother in whose womb we have hid
Safe from teo swift a waking to world-pain.

We came to her from a supernal Light,

By Light we live and to the Light we go.

Here in this seat of Darkness mute and lone,

In the heart of everlasting Nothingness

Light conquered now even by that feeble beam:

1ts faint infiltration drilled the blind deaf mass;
Almost it changed into a glimmering sight

That housed the phantom of an aureate Sun

Whose orb pupilled the eve of Nothingness.

A golden fire came In and burnt Night’s heart;

Her dusky mundlessness began to dream;

The Inconscient conscicus grew, Night felt and thought.

Assailed in the sovereign emptiness of its reign
The intolerant Darkness paled and drew apart
Till only a few black remnants stained that Ray.
But on a failing edge of dumb lost space

Still a great dragon body sullenly loomed |
Adversary of the slow struggling Dawn
Defending 1ts ground of tortured mystery,

Jt trailed its coils through the dead martyred air
And curving fled down a grey slope of Time.

There 13 a morning twilight of the gods;
Miraculous from sleep their forms arise
And God’s Tong nighis are justified by dawn.
There breaks a passion and splendour of new birth
And hue-winged visions stray across the lids,
The dreaming deities look bevond the seen
And fashion in their thoughts the ideal worlds
Sprung from a limitless moment of desire

Gitf
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That once had lodged in some abysmal heart.
Passed was the heaviness of the eyeless dark

And all the sorrow of the might was dead:
Surprised by a blind joy with groping haads

Like gne who wakes to find his dreams were frue,
Into a happy misty twilit world

Where all ran alter light and jov and love

She slipped; there far-off raptures drew more closc
And deep anticipations of delight

For ever eager to be grasped and held,

Were never grasped, vet breathed strange costasy,
A peari-winged indistinctness flecting swam,

An air that dared not sqﬁcr too much light,

Vague ficlds were there, vague pastures gleaned, vague trees,
Vague scenes dim-hearted in a drifting haze;
Vague cattle white roamed glimmering through the mist;
Yague spitits wandered with a bodiless cry,

Vague melodies touched the soul and fled pursued
Infe harmonious distances unseized

Forms subtly clusive and half-lnminous powers
Wishing no goal for their unearthly course

Strayed happily through vague ideal lands

Or floated without footing or their walk

Left steps of reverie on sweet memory’s ground;
Or they paced to the mighty measore of their thoughts
Led by a low far chianting of the gods.

A ripple of gleaming wings crossed the far sky:
Birds like pale-bosomed imaginations flew

With low disturbing veices of desire,

And half-heard lowings drew the listening ear,

As If the Sun-god’s brilliant kine were there
Hidden in mist and passing towards the sun.
These fugitive beings, these elusive shapes

Were all that claimed the eye and met the soul,
The natural ithabitants of that world.

But nothing there was fixed or stayed for long;
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No mortal feet could rest upon that soil,

No breath of life lingered embodied thers.

In that fine chaos joy fled dancing past

And heanty evaded setiled line and form
And hid its sense in mysteries of hue;

Yet gladness ever repeated the same notes
And gave the sense of an enduring world;
There was a strange consistency of shapes,
And the same thoughis were constant passers-by
And all renewed unendingly its charm
Alluring ever the expectant keait

Like music that one always waits to bear,
Like the recurrence of a haunting rhyme.
One touched incessantly things never seized,
A skirt of worlds invisibly divine.

As if a trail of disappearing stars

There showered upon the floating atmosphere
Colours and lights and evanescent glearns
That called to follow into magic heaven,

And in each cry that famted on the ear

There was the voice of an unrealised biiss.
An adoration reigned in the yeacning heart,
A spirit of purity, an glusive presence

Of faery beauty and ungrasped delight
Whose momentary and escaping theill,
However unsubstantial {0 our flesh,

Aad brief even in imperishableness,

Much sweeter seemed than any rapture known
Earth or all-conquering heaven cap ever give.
Heaven ever young and earth too firm and old
Delay the heart by immobility:

Their raptures of creation 1ast too long,

Their bold formations are too absolute;
Carved by an anguish of divine endeavour
They stand up sculptured on the efernal hills,
Or guarried from the living rocks of God
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Win immoriality by perfect form.

They are too intimate with eternal things:

Vessels of infinite slgrificances,

They are too clear, too great, {00 meaninglul;
Mo mist or shadow soothes the vanquished sight,
No soft penumbra of incertitude.

These only touch a golden hem of bliss,

The gleaming shoulder of some godlike hape,
The flying feet of exquisite desires.

On a slow trembling brink between night and day
They shine like visitants from the morning star,
Satisfied beginnings of perfection, first

Tremulous imaginings of a heavenly world:

They nungle in a passion of pursuit,

Thrilled with a spray of joy too slight to tire.

All in this world was shadowed forth, not limned,
Like faces leaping on a fan of fire

Or shapes of wonder in a tinted blur,

Like fugitive landscapes painting silver mists.
Here vision fled back from the sight alarmed,
And sound sought refuge from the ear's surprise,
And all experience was a hasty joy.

The joys here snaiched were half-forbidden things
Timorous soul-bridals delicately veiled

As when a goddess’ bosom dimly moves

To first desire and her white soul fransfigured,

A glimmering Eden crossed by fairy gleams,
Trembies to expectation’s fiery wand,

But nothing is familiar yet with bliss.

All things in this fair realm were heavenly strange
In a fleeting gladness of untired delight,

In an insistency of magic change.

Past vanishing hedges, hurrying hints of fields,
Mid swift escaping fanes that fled her feet

>

Journeying she wished no end: as one through clouds

Travels upon a mountain ridge and hears

604



Savifri - Book Ten - Canto One

Arising to him oul of hidden depths

Sound of invisible streams, she walked besieged
By the illusion of a mystic space,

A charm of bodiless touches felt and heard
A sweetness as of voices high and dim
Calling like travellers upon seeking winds
Melodiously with an alluring cry.

As if a music old yet ever new,

Moving suggestions on her heart-strings dwelt,
Thoughts that no habitation found, yet ¢lung
With passionate repetition to hor mind,
Desires that hurt not, happy only to live
Always the same and always unfulfilled

Sang in the breast like a celestial Iyre.

Thus all could last, yet nothing ever be.

In this beauty as of mind made visible,
Dressed n itg rays of wonder Satyavan
Before her seemed the centre of 1ts charm,
Head of her loveliness of longing dreams
And captain of the fancies of her soul.

Even the dreadful majesty of Death’s face

And its sombre sadness could not darken nor stay

The intangible Instre of those fleeting skies.
The sombre Shadow sullen, implacable
Made beauty and langhter more imperative;

Enhanced by his grey, joy grew more bright and dear;

His dark contrast edging tdeal sight
Deepened unuttered meanings to the heart;
Pain grew a trembling undertone of bliss
And transience tmmortality’s floating hem,

A moment’s robe in which she looked more fair,

Its antithesis sharpening her divinity.
A comrade of the Ray and Mist and Flame,

By 2 moon-bright face a- brilliant moment drawn,
Almost she seemed a thought mid floating thoughts,

Scen hardly by a visionary mind
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Amid the white inward musings of the soul.
Half-vanquished by the dream-happiness around,
Awhile she moved on an enchantment’s soil,

But still remained possessor of her soul.

Above, her spirtt in its mighty trance

Saw all, but lived for its transcendent task
Immutable like a fixed eternal star.

ExD oF Canto ONE
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The Gospel of Death and Vanity
of the Ideal

Then pealed the calm inexorable voice:
Abolishing hope, cancelling life’s golden truths,
Fatal its accents smote the trembling air.

That lovely world swam thin and frail, most like
Some pearly evanescent farewell gleam

On the faint verge of dusk in moonless eves.
“Prisoner of Nature, many-visioned spint,
Thought’s creature in the ideal’s realm enjoying
Thy unsubstantial immortality

The subtile marvellous mind ol man has {eigned,
This 15 the world from which thy yearnings came.
When it would bujld eternity from the dust,
Man’s thought paints images sllusion rounds;
Prophesving glories it shall never see,

It labours delicately among its dreams.

Behold this fleeing of light-tassetled shapes,
Aerial raiment of unbodied gods;

A rapture of things that never can be born,
Hope chants to hape a bright immortal choir;
Cloud satisfies cloud, phantom to longing phantom
Leans sweetly, sweetly s clasped or sweetly chased,
This is the stuff from which the ideal 15 formed:
Its builder is thought, its base the heart’s desire,
But nothing real answers to their call,

The ideal dwells not in heaven, nor on the earth,
A bright delirium of man’s ardour of hope
Drunk with the wine of its own phantasy.

It is a brilliant shadow’s dreamy trail.

Thy vision’s error builds the azure skies,

Thy vision’s error drew the rainbow's arch;
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Thy mortal Jonping made for thee a soul.

This angel in thy body thou callst love,

Who shapes his wings from thy emotion's hues,
In z ferment of thy body has heen born

And with the body that housed it 1t must die.
It 15 a passion of ihy yearning cells,

It is flesh that calls to flesh to serve tls Tust;

Tt is thy mind that seeks an answering mind
And dreams awhile that it has found its mate;
It is thy life that asks a human prop

To uphoM its weakness lonely in the world
Or feeds its hunger on another’s life,

A heast of prey thar pauses in its prowl,

It crouches under a bush in splendid flower
To seize a heart and body for its food:

This beast thou dreamst immortal and a god.
(} huran mind, vainly thou torturast

An hour’s delight to stretch through iInfinity’s
Long void and fill its formless, passionless gulfs,
Persuading the insensible Abyss

To lend eternity to perishing things,

And trickst the fragle movements of thy heart
With thy spirit’s feint of immortality.

All here emergas born from Nothingness:
Encircled it 1asts by the emptiness of Space,
Awhile upheld by an unknowing Force,

Then ctembles back into its parent Nought:
Cnly the mute Alone can ever be,

In the Alone there is no room far love.

In vain to clothe love's perishable mud

Thou hast woven on the Immeortal’s borrowed loom
The 1deal’s gorgeous and unfading robe.

The ideal never yet was real made.

Imprisened in form that glory eannot live
Into a body shut it breathes no more.
Intangible, remote, for ever pure,
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A sovereign of 1ts own brilliant void,

Unwillingly it descends 1o earthly air

To inhahif a white temple in man’s heart;

In his heart it shines rejected by his Life.
Immutable, bodiless, beautifel, grand and dumb,
Immobile on its shining throne i sits:

Dumb it receives his offering and his prayer.

It bas no voice to answer to his call,

No feet that move, 1o hands to take his gifts:
Aerial statue of the nude Tdea,

Virgin conception of a bodiless god,

Its light stirs man the thinker to creale

An earthly semblance of diviner things.

Its hued reflection falls upon man's acts;

Ilis institutions are its cenotaphs,

He signs his dead conventions with its name;

His virtues dot the Ideal's skiey robe

And a nimbus of the outline of its face:

He hides their httleness with the divine Name.
Yet insufficient is the bright pretence

To screen their indigent and earthy make:

Earth only is there and not some heavenly source.
If heavens thers are they are veiled in their own light,
If a Truth eternal somewhere reigns unknown,

It burns in a tremendous void of God:

For truth shines far from the falsehoods of the world;
Haow can the heavens come down to nshappy earth
Or the eternal lodge in drifting time?

How shall the Jdeal tread earth’s dolorous soil
Where lile is only a Iabour and a hope,

A child of Matter and by Maitter fed,

A fire flaming low in Nature’s grate,

A journey's toilsome trudge with death for goal?
The Avatars have lived and died in vain,

Vain was the sage’s thought, the prophet’s voice;
In vain is seen the shining upward Way.
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Earih hes unchanged berneath the circling sun;

she loves her {zll and no omnipotence

Her mortal imperfections can erase,

Force on man's crooked ignorance Heaven's straight line
Cr colonise a world of death with gods.

O traveller 1n the chariot of the Sun,

High priestess in the haly fancy's shrine

Who with 2 magic ritual in earth’s house

Worshippest 1deal and eternal love,

What 15 thus love thy thought has deified,

This sacred legend and immortal myth?

It is a conscious yearning of thy flesh,

Ii 15 a gloricus burning of thy nerves,

A rose of dream-splendour petalling thy mind,

A great red rapture and torture of ihy heart,

A sudden transfiguration of thy days,

It passes and the world 15 as before.

A ravishing edge of sweetness and of pain,

A thrill in its yearning makes it seem divine,

A golden bridge across the roar of the years,

A cord tying thee to eternity,

And yet how brief and fraif! how soon is spent

This treasure wasted by the gods on man,
This happy closeness as of soul to soul,
This honey of the body's companionship,
This heightened joy, this ecstasy in the veins
This strange illumiration of the sense!

If Satyavan had lived, love would have died;
But Satyavan is dead and Iove shall live

A little while in thy sad breast, uniil

His face and body fade on memory’s wall
Where other bodies, other faces come.
When love breaks suddenly into the life

At first man steps into a world of the sup;
In his passion he feels his heavenly element:
But only a fine suglit patch of earth

]
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The marvellous aspect took of heaven's outburst.
The snake is there and the worm in the hear! of the rose.
A word, a moment’s act can slay the god;
Precarious is his immortality,

He has a thousand ways to suffer and die;

Love cannot live by heavenly food alone,

Only on sap of carth can it survive.

For thy passion was a sensual want refined;

A hunger of the body and the heart;

Thy want can tire and cease or turn elsewhere
Or love may meet a dire and pitiless end

By bitter treason, or wrath with cruel wounds
Separate, or thy unsausfied will to others
Depart when first love's joy hes stripped and slain:
A dull indifference replaces fire

Or an endearing habit Imitates love:

An outward and uneasy union lasts

Or the roufine of a life’s compromase.

Where once the sced of oneness had been cast
Into a semblance of spiritual ground

By a divine adventure of heavenly powers

Two strive, constant associates without joy,

Two egos straining in a single leash,

Two minds divided by their jarring thoughts,
Two spirits disjoined, for ever separate.

Thus is the ideal falsified in man’s world;

Trivial or sombre, disillusion comes,

Life’s harsh realitv stares at the soul:

Heaven’s hour adjourned flees inte bodiless Time.
Death saves thee from this and saves Satyavan:
He now is safe, delivered from himself;

He travels to silence and felicity.

Call him not back to the treacheries of earth
And the poor petty life of animal Maxn.

In my vast tranguil spaces let him sieep

In harmony with the mighty hush of death
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Where love lies slumbering on the breast of peace.
And thou, po back alone to thy frail world:
Chastise thy heart with knowledge, unhood and see,
Thy nature raiscd into clear living heights,
The heaven-hird’s view from unimagined peaks,
For when thou givest thy spirit to a dream
Soon hard necossity will smiie thee awake:
Purast delight began and it must end.
Thou too shalt know, thy heart no anchor swinging,
Thy cradled soul moored in eternal seas,
Vain are the cycles of thy brilliant mund.
Renounce, forgetting joy and hope and fears,
Thy passionate nature in the bosom profound
Of a happy Nothinguess and wordless Calm,
Delivered into my mysterious rest,
One with my fathomless Nitul all forget.
Forget thy frumtless spint’s waste of force,
Forget the weary circle of thy birth,
Forget the joy and the struggle and the pain,
The vague spiritual quest which first began
When worlds broke forth like closters of fire-flowears,
And great burning thoughts voyaged through the sky of mind
And Time and its agons crawled across the vasts
And souls emerged inlo mortality,”
But Savitri replied to the dark Power:
“A dangerous music now thou findst, O Death,
Melting thy speech into harmonicus pain,
And flnt'st allaringly to tired hopes
Thy falsehoods mingled with sad strains of truth.
But I forbid thy voice to slay my soul.
My love 1s not a hunger of the heart,
My love is s ot a craving of the flesh;
It came to me from God, to God returns.
Even in all that life and man havﬁagrred
A whisper of divinity still is heard,
A breath is felt from the eternal spheres.
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Allowed by Heaven and wonderful to man

A sweet fire-raythm of passion chants to love,
There is a hope in its wild infinite ery;

It rings with callings from forgotten heights,
And when jts strains are hushed 1o high-winged souls
In their empyrean, its burning breath

Survives beyond, the rapturons core of suns
That flame for ever pure i skies unsesn,

A voice of the eternal Ecstasy,

Dne day I shall behold my great sweat world
Put off the dire disguises of the gods,

Unveil from terror and disrobe from sin.
Appeased we shall draw near our Mother's face,
We shall cast our candid souls upon her Jap;
Then shall we clasp the ecstasy we chase,

Then shall we shudder with the long-sought god,
Then shall we find Heaven’s unexpected strain.
Mot ondy 15 there hope for godheads pure;

The violent and darkened deities

Lzaped down from the one breast in rage to find
What the white gods had missed: they too are sale;
A Mother's eves are on them and her arms
Stretched cut in love desire her rebel sons.

One who came, love and lover and beloved
Eternal, built himself a wondrous field

And wove the measures of a marvellous dance.
There in its circles and its magic turns

Altracted he arrives, repelled he flees.

In the wild devious promptings of his mind

He tastes the honey of tears and puts off joy
Repenting, and has laughter and has wrath,
And both are a broken mugic of the soul

Which seeks out, reconciled, its heavenly rhyme.
Ever he comes 1o us across the years

Bearing a swect new face that is the old.

Hiz bliss laughs to us or i calls concealed
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I ike a far-heard unseen entrancing flute

From moontit branches in the throbbing woods,
Tempting our angry search and passionate pain.
Disguised the Lover seeks and draws onr souls.

He named himself for me, grew Satyavan.

For we are man and woman [rom the first,

The twin souls born from one undying fire.

Did be not dawn on me in other stars?

How has he through the thickets of the world
Pursued me Lke a lion 1n the mght

And come upon me suddenly in the ways

And seized me with his glorious golden leap!
Unsatisfied he vearned for me through time,
sometimes with wrath and sometimes with sweet peace,
Desiring me since first the world began.

He rose like a wild wave out of the floods

And dragged me helpless into seas of bliss.

Out of my curtained past his arms arrived;

They have touched me iike the soff persuading wind,
They have plucked me like & glad and trembling flower,
And clasped e happily burned in ruthless flame.

I too have found him charmed in lovely forms

And run delighted to his distant voice

And pressed to him past many dreadfuol bars.

If there is a yet happier greater god,

Let bim first wear the face of Satyavan

And let his soul be one with him I love;

S0 Iet him seck me that [ may desire.

For only one heart beats within my breast

And one god sits there throned. Advance, O Death,
Beyond the phantom beauty of this worid

For of its citizens I am not one,

1 cherisk Ged the Fire, not God the Dream.”

But DPeath once more inflicted on her heart

The majesty of his calm and dreadful voice:

“A bright hallucination are thy thoughts,
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A prisoner haled by a spintual cord,

O thy own sensucus will the ardent slave,

Thou sendest sagle-poised to meest the sun

Words winged with the red splendour of thy heart.
But knowledge dwells not in the passionate heari:
The heart's words fall back uaheard from Wisdom's throne.
Vain 1s thy longing to build heaven on earth.
Artificer of Ideal and [dea,

Mind, child of Matter in the womb of Life,

To higher levels persuades his parents’ steps;
Inapt, they follow ill the daring guide.

But Mind, a glerious traveller in the sky,

Walks lamely on the earth with footsteps siow:
Hardiy he can mould the life's rebellious stuff,
Hardly can he hold the galloping hooves of sense:
His thoughts look straight into the very heavens.
They draw their gold from a celestial mine,

His acts work pawnfully 2 common ore.

All thy high dreains were made by Matter's mund
To solace 1ts dull work 1in Matter's jail,

Its only house where 1t aione seems true.

A sohd image of realiy

Carved out being to prop the works of Time;
Matter on the firm earth sits strong and sure.

It is the first-born of created things,

It stands the last when mind and life are siain,
And if it ended all would cease to be.

All elsg is only its outcome or its phase:

Thy soul is a brief fiower by the gardener Mind
Created on thy Matter’s terramn plot;

It perishes with the plant on which it grows,

For from carch’s sap it draws its heavenly hue:
Thy thoughts are gleams that pass on Matter’s verge,
Thy life & lapsing wave on Matter's sea.

A careful steward of Truth’s limited means,
Treasuring her founded facts from the squandering Power
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1t tethers mind to the tent-posts of sense,

To a leaden grey routine clamps Life's caprice

And ties all creatures with the cords of Law.

A vessel of transmuting alchemies,

A ghue that sticks together mind and hfs,

If Matter fails, all crumblin g cracks and falls.
All upon Matter siands as on a rock.

Yet this security and guarantor

Pressed for credentials an impostor proves:

A cheat of substance where no substance is,

An appearance and a symbol and a nought,

Tts forms have no original right to birth:

Its aspect of a fixed stability

Is the cover of a captive motion’s swarl,

An order of the steps of Energy's damce

Whase footmarks leave for cver the same s1gns,

A concrete face of unsubstantial Time,

A trickle dotting the emptiness of Space:

A stable-seeming movement without change,

Yet change arrives and the last change is death.

What 5eem:3d mosi real cnca, is ]Nlhﬂ’*-; show,

Pty
llllllll

Thﬁ begmnmglc,as void was 1t5 artificer:
Nothing is there but aspects limned by Chance
And seeming shapes of sceming Enerey,

All by Death’s mercy breathe and five awhile,
Al All think and act by the Inconscient's grace.
AJdiét of the Toseate hr{urj.r of th}; thnughts
Tuin not thy gaze within thyself 10 look

At visions in the gleaming erystal, Mind,

Cloge not thy lids to dream ibe forms of Geds.
Al last To open thy eyes consent and see

The stuff of which thou and the world are made.
Inconscient in the still inconscient Void
Inexplicably a moving world sprang forth:
Awhile sscure, happily insensible,
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it could not rest content with its own truth.

For something on its nescicnt breast was bomn
Condemned to see and know, to feel and love.

[t watched its acts, imagined a soul within:

[t groped for truth and dreamed of Self and God,
When all unconscious was, then all was well,

[, Death, was king and kept my regal state,
Designing my unwilicd, unerring plan,

Creating with a calm insentient heart.

In my soversign power of uynreality

Obliging nothingness to take a form,

Indallibly my blind unthinking force

Making by chanee a fixity iike rate's,

By whim the formulas of Necessity,

Founded on the hollow pround of the Inane

The sure bizarrerie of Nature's scheme.

I curbed the vacant ether mnlo Space;

A huge expanding and contracting breath
Harboured the fires of the universe:

| struck out the supreme original spark

And spread its sparse ranked armies through the Inane,
Manufactured the stacs from the oceult radiances,
Marshalled the platoons of the invisible dance;

I formed carth's heauty out of atom and gas,
And buiit from chemic plasm the living man,

Then Thought came in and spoilt the harmonious world:

hiaﬂeL be&g}l to _lgope and lImjk ingﬂieej

Tissue and nerve bore joy and agony,

The inconscient cosmos strove to leary its task:

An ignocant personal god was borm in Mind

And to understand invented reason’s law,

The impersonal Vast throbbed back to man’s desire,
A trouble rocked the great world’s blind still heart
And Nature lost her wide immortal calm.

Thus came t this warped 1 incomprehensible sceng

Df souls ﬂmmeshed in life’s delight and pain

ai7
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And Matter's sieep and Mind’s mortahily,

Of beings in Nature's prison waiting death
And consciousness left in sesking ignorance.
This is the world in which thou mov’'st, astray
In the tangled pathways of the human mind,
In the issneless circling of thy human life,
Searching for thy soul and thinking God is here.
But where is room for soul or place for God
In the brute immensily of a machine ?

A transicnt Breath thou takest for thy soul,
Born from & zas, a plasm, a sperm, a gene,

A magnified image of man’s mind for God,

A shadow of thyself thrown upon Space.
Interposed betwsen the upper and nether Void,
Thy consciousness reflects the world around
In the distorting mirror of Ignorance

Or upwards turns to catch mmagined stars.

Or if & half Truth 1s playing with the earth
Throwing its light on a dark shadowy ground,
It touches only and lezves a fuminons smudpge.
Immortahty thou claimest for thy spirit,

But immortality for imperfect man,

A god who hurts imself at every step,

Wouald be a cyele of eternal pain.

Wisdom and love thou claimest as thy right;
But knowledge in this world is error’s make,
A brilliant procuress of Neseience,

And human love a posturer on earth-stage
Whi imitates with verve a faery dance.

An extract pressed from hard experience,
Man’s knowledge casked in the harrels of Memory
Has the harsh savour of a mortal draught:

A sweet secretion from the erotic glands
Flattering and torturing the burning nerves,
Love is a honey and poison in the breast
Drunk by it as the nectar of the gods.
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Earth’s human wisdom 15 no great-browed power,
And love no gleaming angel from the skies.

If they aspire beyond earth’s duilard alr,

Arniving sunwards with frail waxen wings

How high could reach that fﬂmcd unnatural flight ?
And not on earth can divine love be fuund,
Heaven-born, only in heaven can they live,

Or else there too perhaps they are shining dreams.
Nay, is not all thou art and doest a dream ?

Thy mind and life are tricks of Matter’s force.

If thy mind seems to thee a radiant sun,

If thy life runs a swift and glorious dream,

This is the illusion of thy mortal heart

Dazzled by a ray of happiness or light.

Impotent 1o Jive by their own right divine,
Convinced of their brilliant unreality,

When their supporting ground is cut away.

These children of Matler into Matth die.

Even Matier vanishes into EHE“g}' § vague

And Energy is 2 motion of old Nought.

How shall the kdeal's nnsitbstantial hues

Be painted stiff on earth’s vermilion blur,

A dream within a dream come doubly trne?

How shall the will-o'-the-wisp become a star?
The Ideul is 2 malady of thy mind,

A bright delirium of thy speech and thought,

A strange wine of beauty lifting thee to false sight.
A noble fiction of thy yeamings made,

Thy human imperfection it must share:

Its forms in Wature disappomt the heart,

And never shall it find its heavenly shape

And never can it be fulfilled in Time.

O soul misled by the splendour of thy thoughis,
(O earthly creature with thy dream of heaven,
Obey, resigned and stifi, the earthly law.

619
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Accept the light that fails upon thy days;

Take what thou canst of Life’s permitted jov,
Submitting to the ordeal of Fate’s scourge

Suffer what thou must of torl and gnel and care.
There shail approach silencing thy passionate heart
My long calm night of everlasting sleep:

There into the hush from which thou cam’st ratire.”

Exp 0OF Canio Two
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The Debate of Love and Death

A sad destroying cadence the voice sank;

It seemed to lead the advancing march of Life
Into some still oniginal Inane.

But Savitri answered to almighty Death:

“O dark-browed sophist of the universe

Who veilst the Real with its own [dea,

Hiding with brute objects Nature’s living (ace,
Masking eternity with thy dance of death,

Thou hast woven the jgnorant Mind into a screan
And madc of Thought error’s purveyor and scribe,
And a false witness of mind’s servant sense.

An aesthete of the sorrow of the warld,
Champion of a harsh and sad philosophy

Thou hast used words to shutter cuwt the Light
And called in Truth to vindicate a Lie.

A lving reality is falschood’s crown

And a perverted truth her richest gem.

O Death, thou speakest Trath but Truth that slays,
[ anSWer 1o thee with the Truth that saves.
Atraveller ﬂE:W*d.iEGG?EHﬂg hlmself

Ong made of Maiter’s world his starting-point,
He qaﬂg of Nothingness his living-rogm

And Night a process of the eternal light

And death a spur towards immortality.

God wrapped his head from sight in Matter’s cowl,
His consciousness dived into inconsctent depths,
All-knowledge seemed a huge dark Nescience;
Infinity wore 2 boundless zero’s form.,

His abysms of bliss became insensible deeps,
Eternity a blank spiritual Vast.

Annuiling an original nuliity,
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The Timeless took Hs ground in emptiness

And drew the figure of 2 universe,

That the spirit might adventure into Time

And wrestle with adamant Necessity

And the soul pursue a cosmic prgrimage.

A spirit moved in black immensities

Ard built a Thought In ancient Nothingness;

A soul in God’s tremendous Void was Iif,

A secret fabouring glow of nascent fire.

In Nihil's guli his mighty Pussance wrought;

She swung her formless motion into shapes,

Made Matter the body of the Bodiless.

Infant and dim the eternal Mights awoke.

In_ inert Matter breathed a stumbering Life,

In a subconscient Life Mind lay asleep;

In waking Life it strefched its grant limbs

To shake from it the Lﬁ::rpm: of its drowse;

A senseless substanee quivered into sense,

The world’s heart commenced to beat, is eyes to see,
In the crowded dumb vibrations ¢of a2 brain
Thought fumbled in a ring to find itself,

Discovered speech and fed the new-born Word
That bridged with spans of light the world’s ignorance.
In wakimg Mind the Thinker built his house.

A reasoming antmal willed and planned and sought;
He siood erect among his brute compeers,

He built life new, measured the universe,

Opposed his fate and wrestled with unseen Powers,
Conquered ; and used the faws that rule the warld,

cmkdewr St T

And hoped 1o nda the hcewens and reach the stars,
A master of his hug& environment.

Now through Mind’s windows stares the demi-god

Hidden behind the curtains of man’s soul:

He has scen the Unknown, looked on Truth’s veilless face;
AT ray fas touched him frr::rm the eternal Suu .

Motionless, voiceless in foreseeing depths,
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He stands awake in Supernature’s light
And sees a glory of arisen wings
And sees the vast descending might of God.

0 Dealh, thou lookst on an uﬁﬁmshed world
Assailed b}r thee and of its road unsure,
Peopled by imperfeet minds and ignorant Hves,
And sayest God is not and all is vain.

How shall the child al ready be the man?
Because he is infant, shali he never grow?
Becaupse he is ignorant, shall he never learn?

In a small fragile seed a great tree lurks,

In a tiny gene a thinking being 13 shut;

A hittle element in a little sperm,

It grows and is a conquercr and a sage.

Then wilt thou spew out, Death, God’s mystic truth,
Deny the occult spiritual miracle ?

Still wilt thon say there is no spirit, no God ?
A mute material Nature wakes and sees;

She has invented speech unveiled 2 will.
Samethmg there waits beyond towards which she strives,
something surrounds her into which she grOwWS:
To uncover the spirit, to change back into God,
To exceed herself is her transcendent tagk.” 4/
In God concealed the world began 1o be,
Tardily it travels towards manifest God:

Qur imperfection towards perfection toils,

The bnd}r is the chrysalis of a soul:

The infinite hn]dq th-: ﬁmtﬂ in 1§ arms,

Time travels towards revealed cternity.

A miracle structure of the eternal Mage,
Matter its mystery hides from its own eyes,

A seriptuce written out in cryptic signs,

An occult document of the All-Wonderful's art.
All here bears witness to his secret might,

In all we feel his presence and his power,

o L e B Lt
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A blaze of his sovereign glory is the sun,

A plory is the gold arnd glimmering moon.

A glory is his dreamn of purple sky,

A march of his greatness ate the wheeling stars.
His langhter of beauty breaks out in green trees,
His moments of beaufy friumph in a flower,
The bluc sca'’s chant, the rivulet’s wandering voice
Are murmurs falling from the Eternal’s harp.
This world is God fulfilled in cutwardness.

His ways challenge our reason and our sense;

By biind brute movements of an ignorant Forge,
By means we slight as small, obscure or base

A greatness founded wpon little things,

He has buiit a world in the unknewing Void,
His forms he has massed from infinitesimal dust:
His marvels are built from nsignificant things.
If mind s crippled, life untaught and crude,

If brutal maskq are thf:l‘E and evil acts

LR T,

HJS grzdt and dangnmus drama’s neaded stt:ps,
He makes with these and all his passion-play,
A play and vet no play but the deep scheme
Of a transcendent Wisdom finding ways

Tn meet her Lord in the shadow and the Night:
Above her is the vigil of the stars,

Watched by a solilary Infinitude

she embodies in dumb Matler the Divine,

In symbol minds and lives the Absolute.

A miracle-monger her mechanical craft;
Matter's machine worked out the laws of thought,
Life’s engines served the labour of a soul;

The mighty Mother her crgation wrought,

A huege caprice seli-bound by iron laws,

And shut God into an en Mgmat]c: world.:

o~
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She Tulled the Gmnmment into nescient sleep,

g ytHue oA AN P T o T R A,

Ommpmanca on In&l’tl&ﬁ back she dr{we
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Trod perfectly with divine unconscious steps

The enormous circle of her wondar-works.
Immortality assured itself by death;

The Eternal’s face was seen through drifts of Time.
His knowledge he disguised as Ignorance,

His Good he sowed in Evil's monstrous bed,

Made error a door by which Truth could enter in,
His plant of bliss watered with Sorrow's tears.

A thousand aspects point back to the One:

A dual Nature covered the Unique.

[nn this meeting of the Eternal’s mingling masques,
This tangle-danee of passioniate contraries

L-:tdkmg like lovers in a forbidden embrace

The quarrel of their lost identity,

[n this wrestle and wrangle of the extremes of Power
Earth's million roads struggled towards deity,

All stumbled on behind a stumbling Guide,

Yet every stumble is a_needed pacg

Dn unknown routes to an unknowable goal.

All blundered and straggled towards the one Divine,
As If transmuted by a titan spell

The eternal powers assumed a dubious face:

Idols of an oblique divinity,

They wore the heads of animal or troll,

Assumed ears of the fawn, the satyr’s hoof,

Cr harboured the demoniac in their gaze.

A crooked maze they made of (hinking mind,
They suffered a metamorphosis of the heart,
Admitting Bacchant revellers from the Night

[nto its sanctuary of delights,

As in a Dionysian masquerade.

On the highways, in the gardens of the world

They wallowed oblivious o of their divine pauts,

As drunkards of a dire Cireean wine,

Or a child who sprawls and sports in Nature’s mire,
Even wisdom, hewer of the roads of God,

wwrrﬂ*“
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Is a pariner in the deep, disasirous game!
Lost is the pitgrim’s wallet and the scrip,

She fails 1o read the map and watch the star.
A noor self-rightzons virtue is her stock

And reason’s pragmatic grope or abstract sight,
Or the technigue of a brief hout’s suecess

She teaches, an usher f utility's school,

On the ocean sueface of vast Consciousness
Small thoughts in shoals are fished up mto 2 net
But the great truths escape her narrow cast,
Guarded from vision by creation’s depths,
Obscure they swim in blind enormous gulfs
Safe from the ltfle sounding leads of mind,
Too far for the puny diver’s shallow plunge.
Qur mortal vision peers with ignorant eyes;

It has no gaze on the deep heart of things.

Our Knowledge walks leaning on Error’s staff,
A worshipper of falsc dogmas and false gods,
Qr fanatic of a fierce intolerant creed

Ora seektr dﬂubting every truth he finds,

Or o chﬂlmg the heart with dr}' ironic smﬂc,

A cynic stamping out the god in man;

A darknmess wallows in the paths of Time

Or lifts its giant head to blot the stars:

It makes & cloud of the interpreting mind

And intercepts the oracles of the Sun.

Yet Light is there; it stands ui Nature’s doors:
Il: h{}Ids a turuh to lead ﬂlﬁ traveller in.

p; waits to be kindled in our secret cells;

It is a star lighting an ignorant sea,

A lamp upon our poop piercing the night.

As knowledge grows Light flames up from within:
It is a shining warrior in the mmcl

An eagle of dreams in the divining heart,

An armeur in the fight, a bow of God.
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Then larger dawns arrive and Wisdom's pomnps
Cross through the being’s dim half-lighted fields:
Philosophy climbs up Thought's clond-bank peaks
And Science tears out Nature’s nccilt powers,
Enormous jinns who serve 2 dwarf's smalf needs,
Exposes the sealed minuiiae of her art

And conquers her by her own captive force.

On heights unreached by mind’s most daring soar,
Upon a dangerous edge of falling Time

The soul draws back into its deathiess Seif;

Man’s knowledge becomes God's supernal Ray,
There 15 the mystic realm whenge leaps the power
Whose firec burns in the eyes of seer and sage;

A lightning flash of vistonary sight,

It plays upon an inward verge of mind:

Thought silenced gazes into a brilliant Void.

A voice comes down from mystic unseen peaks:
A cry of splendour from a mouth of storm,

It is the voice that speaks {o night’s profound,

1t is the thunder and the flaming call.

Above the planes that climb from nescient earth,
A hand is lifted towards the Invisible’s realm
Beyond the superconscient’s blinding line

And plucks away the screens of the Unkoown;

A spirit within locks into the Eternal’s eyes.

Tt heass the Word to which our hearts were deaf,
11 sees through the blaze in which our thoughts grew blind;
It drinks from the naked breasts of glorious Truth,
It learns the secrets of eternity.

Thus all was plunged into the riddling Night,
Thus all is raised to meet a dazzling Sun.

C Death, this is the mystery of thy reign,

In earth’s anomalous and tragic Geld

Carried in its aimless journey by the sun

Mid the forced marches of the great dumb stars,
A darkness occupied the fielde nf Gind
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Angd Mazatter's world was governed by thy shape.
Thy mask has covered the Eternal’s face,

The Bifss that made the world has failen asleep.
Abandoned in the Yast she sfumbered on:

An evil transmufation overtook

Her members till she knew herself ne more.

Only through her creative slumber fiit

Frail memaories of the 1oy and beauty meant
Undzr the sky's blue lauph mid green-scarfed trees
And happy squandenngs of scents and hoes,

in the ficld of the golden promenade of the sun
And the vigil of the dream-light of the stars,
Amid high meditating heads of hills,

On the bosom of voluptuous rain-kissed earth
And by the sapphire tumblings of the sea.

But now the primal innocence is lost

And Death and Ignerance govern the mortal world
And Nature’s visage wears a grever hue,

Earth snil has kept her early charm and grace,
The grandeur and the beauty still are kers,

But veiled is the divine Inhabitang.

i’ he souls of men have wandered from the Light
And the great Mother turns away her face.

The eves of the creatrix Bliss are closed

And sorrow’s touch has found her in her dreams.
As she turns and tosses on her bed of Void,
Because she cannot wake and find herself

And cannot build again her perfect shape,
Oblivious of her nature and her state,

Forgetting her instinet of felicit

Forgetting to create a world of joy,

She weeps and makes her creatures’ eyes to weep:
Testing with sorrow’s edge her children’s breasts,
She spends on life's vain waste of hope and tail
The poignant luxury of grief and tears.

In the nightmare change of her half-conscious dream,
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Tortured herself and torturing by her touch,
she comes to our hearts and bodies and our lives
Wearing a hard and cruel mask of pain.

Our nature twisted by the abortive birth
Returns wry answers to life’s questioning shocks,
An acrid relish finds jn the world’s pangs,
Drinks the sharp wine of grief’s perversity.

A curse is laid on the pure joy of life:

Delight, God's sweetest sign and Beauty’s twin,
Direaded by aspiring saint and austers sage,

Is shunned, a dangerous and ambiguous cheat,
A specious Lrick of an inferpal Power

It tempts the soul to its self-hurt and fall.

A puritan God made pleasure a poisonous fruit,
Or red drug in the market-place of Death,

And sin the child of Nature's ecstasy.

Yet every creature hunts for happiness,

Buys with harsh pangs or tears by violence
From the dull breast of the manimate globe
Some fragment or some broken shard of bliss.
Even joy itself becomes a poisonous draught,
[ts hunger is made a dreadful hook of Fate.

Alt means are held good to catch a single beam,
Eternity sacrificed for 2 moment’s biiss:

Yet for joy and not for sorrow earth was made
And not as a dream in endless suffening Time.
Although God made the world for his delight,

.—-Ju—--r — am—

Au ignorant P iner tn-:-k chal;g_ﬁ and seemed his. Will

And Death’s deep falsﬂ:}r has mast&red Life,
A]] | grew a play of Chance simulating Fate.

A secret air of pure felicity
Deep like a sapphire heaven our spirits breathe;
Qur hearts and bodies fegl its obscure call,
QOur senses grope for it and touch and lose.

If this withdrew, the world would sink in the Vaid;
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b this were not, nothing could move or live.

A hidden Bliss is at the root of things.

A mute Delight regards Time’s countless works:

Ta house God's joy in things Space gave wide room,

To house God's joy m self our souls were born.

This universe an old encliantment guards;

Its ohaects are carved cups of World-Delight

Wheose charmed wing 15 some deep soul’s rapture-drink:
he All-Wonderful has packed heaven with his dreams,

He has made blank zncient Space his marvel-house;

He spilied his spirtt into Matter’s signs:

His fires of grandeur burn in the greaf sum,

He glides through heaven shimmering in the moon;

He is beauiv carciling in the fields of sound;

He chaints the stanzas of the odes of Wind;

He is silence watching in the stars at night;

He wakes at dawn and calls from every bough,

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

Even in this labour and dolour of Tgnorance,

On the hard perilows ground of difficult earth,

in spite of death and evil circumstance

A will to live persists, a jov to be.

There is a joy in all that meefs the sense,

A joy in all experience of the soul,

A joy in evil and a joy in good,

A joy in virtue and a joy in sin:

indifferent Lo the threat of karmic law,

}uy dares tﬂ ETOW upor, _fnrblddeu soil,

R =
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It thrills with the drama of fate and trag;r.: doom,
It tears its food from sorrow and ecstasy,

On danger and difficulty whets its strength:

It wailows with the reptile and the worm

And 1ifts its head, an equal of the stars;

It shates the fairies” dance, dires with the gnome:
[t basks in the light and heat of many suns,
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The sun of Beauty and the sun of Power

Flatter and foster it with golden beams:

It erows towards the Tifan and the God.

On earth it lingers drinking its deep fill,
Through the symbol of her pleasure and her pain,
Of the grapes of Heaven and the Bowers of the Abyss,
Of the flame-stabs and the tormeni-craft of Hell
And dim fragments of the glory of Paradise.

In the small paitry pleasures of man’s life,

In his petty passions and joys if finds a taste,
;fxwtg;.te in tears and torture of broken hearts,

in the crown of gold and in the crown of thorns,
In life’s nectar of sweetness and its bitter wine,
All being it explores for unknown bliss,

Sounds all experience for things new and strange.
Life brings into the earthly creature’s days

A tongue of glory from a higher sphere:

It deepens in h3s musings and his Art,

It leaps at the splendour of some perfect word,
It exuits in his high resolves and noble deeds,
Wanders in his errors, dares the abyss's brink,

it chmbs in his climbings, wallows 1n his falf.
Angel and demon brides his chamber share,
POSSEssors or cnmpetltﬂrs for life’s heart,

To the enjover of the cosmic scene

His greatness and his littleness equal are,

His magnarimity and meanness hues

Cast oz some neutral background of the gods:
The Artist’s skill he adnres who made the plan,
But not for ever endures this danger game:
Beyond the earth, but meant for delivered earth,
Wisdom and joy prepare their petfect crown:
Truth superhuman calls to thinking man.

At last the seul tums to eternal things,

In every shrine 1t cries for the clasp of God.
Then is there played the crowning Mystery,
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Then iz achieved the jonged-{or miracle,

Immortal bliss her wide celestial eyes

Opens on the stars, she stirs her mghty limbs;

Time thrills to the sapphics of her amour song

And Space fills with a white beatitude.

Then leaving to 1ts grief the human heart,
Abandaming speech and the name-determined realms,
Through a gleaming far-seen sky of wordless thought,
Threugh naked thought-free heavens of absolute sight,
She climbs to the summits where the unborn Idea
Remembering the future that must be

Looks down upon the works of labouring Force,
Imrutable above the werld it made.

[n the vast golden laughter of Trutl's sun

Like a great heaven-bird on a motionless sea

Is poised her winged ardour of creative joy

On the still deep of the Eternal’s peace.

This was the aim, this the supernal Law,

Nature’s allotted task when beauty-drenched

[n dim mist waters of inconscient sleep,

Out of the Void this grand creation rose, —

For this the Spirit came into the Abyss

And charged with its power Matter’s unknowing Force,

[n Night's bare session to cathedral light,

fn Death’s realm repatriate immortality.

A mystic slow transfiguration works,

All our earth starts from mud and ends in sky.
And Love that was once an animal’s desire,
Then a sweet madness in the rapturous heart,
An ardent comradeship in the happy mind,
Becomes a wide spiritual yearning’s space.

A lonely soul passions for the Alone,

The heart that loved n man thnlls to thi‘.;_ﬁlﬂ'i"f: of God,
A bo bﬂd}’ is ius -:hambﬁ:r and I his shrine.

Then is our being rescued from separateness;

All is itself, ail is new-felt in God.:

632
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But to the woman Death the god replied,

With the ironic laughter of his voice

Disconraging the tabour of the stars;

“Even so men cheat the Truth with splendid thoughts,
Thus wilt thou hire the glorious charlatan Mind,
To weave from his Ideal’s gossamer air

A fine raiment for thy body’s nude desires

And thy heart’s clutching greedy passion clothe?
Daub not the web of life with magic hues:

Make rather thy thought a plain and faithful glass
Reflecting Matter and mortality,

And know thy soul a product of the flesh,

A made-up seif In a constructed world.

Thy words are large murmurs in a mystic dream.
For how in the soiled heart of man could dwell
The inarticulate grandeur of thy dream-~built God,
Or who can see 3 face and form divine

In the naked two-legged worm thou callest man?
& human face, put off mind-painted masks:

The animal be, the werm that Nature meant;
Accept thy futile birth, thy narrow life.

For tiuvth 1s bare like stone and hard ktke death;
Bare in the bareness, hard with truth’s hardness live.”
But Savitri replied to the dire God:

“Yes, T am human. Yet shatl man by me,

Since in humanity waits his kour the God,
Trample thee dovin 1¢ reach the immortal heights,
Yes, my hurnanity is a mask of God:

He dwells 1n me, the mover of my acts,

Turning the great wheel of his cosmic work.

I am the living body of his light,

I am the thinking instrument of his power,

I mcarnate Wisdom in an eazthly breast,

I am his conquering and unslayable Will

The formless Spirtt drew in me its shape;
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In me are the Nameless and the secret Name,”

Death from the incredulons Darkness sent ifs cry:

“Q prisstess in Imagination’s house,

Persuade first Nature’s fixed immutable laws
And make the impossible thy daily work.

How canst thou foree to wed two eternal foes?
Irreconcilabie in their embrace

They cancel the glory of their pure extremes:
An unhappy wediock maims their stuntad force.
How shall thy will make one the true and false?

S . —— g T

Where Matter is all, there Spmt 15 a dream:

Ifuﬁl“;rc_thé ‘ipmt Matter is a lig,

A ke e R iR

He who wcruldJHm LD Gﬂd must iezwe the world ;
He who would Jive in the Spirit, must give up life;
He who has met the Self, renounces self.

The voyagers of the million routss of mind

Who have travelied through Existence to its end,
Sages exploring the world-ocean’s vasts,

Have found extinction the sole harbour safe,
Two only are the doors of man’s escape,

Death of his body Matter’s gate to peace,

Death of his soul his Iast felicity.

In me all take refuge, for [, Death, am God.”
But Saviirl replied to mighty Death:

“My heart is wiser than the Reason’s thoughts,
My heart is stronger than thy bonds, O Death.

it sees and feels the one Heart beat in all,

It feels the high Transcendent’s sunlike hands,

It sees the cosmic Spirit at its work;

In the dim Night it lies alone with God.

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

Tl Bl LT R PP T, sl arL

And never falt falter from its lyminons track,
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[ts white tremendops orbit thmugh God’s peacs.
It can drink up the sea of All-Delight
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And rever lose the white spiritual touch,

The calm that broods in the deep Infinite.™

He said, “Art thou indeed so sirong, € heart,

£ soul, 50 free? And canst thou gather then

Bright pleasurs from my wayside flowering boughs,
Yet falter not from thy hard journey’s goal,

Meet the world's dangerous touch and never fall?
Show e thy strength and freedom from my laws.”
But Savitri answered, “Surely I shalf find

Among the green and whisperiog woods of Life
Close-bosomed pleasures, only mine since his,

Or mine for him, because our joys are one.

And if T linger, Time 1s ours and God's,

And 1f I fall, is not his hand near mine? .

All iz a single plan; each wayside act

Deepens the soul’s response, brings nearer the gosl.”
Death the contemptuous Nihil answered her:

“So prove thy absolute force to the wise gods,

By choosing earthly joy! For self demand

And yet from self and its gross masks live free.
Then will I give thee all thy soul desires,

All the hrief joys earth keeps for mortal hearis.
Only the one dearest wish that outweighs all,

Iard laws forbid and thy ironic Fate.

My will ence wrought remains unchanged through Time,

And Satyavan can never again be thine.”

But Savitri replied to the vague Power:

"if the eyes of Darkness can look straight at Truth,
Look at my heart and, knowing what I am,

Give what thou wilt or what thou must, O Death,
Nothing [ clajm but Satvavan alone.”

There was a hush as if of doubtful fates,

As one disdainful still who vields a point,

Death bowed his sovereign head in cold assent:

"1 give to thee, saved from death and poignant fate
Whatever once the [iving Satyavan
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Desired in his heart for Savitri.

Bright noons I give thee and unwounded dawns,
Daughters of thy owa shape in heart and mind,
Fair hero sons and sweetness undisturbed

Of union with thy husband dear and true.

And thou shalt harvest in thy jovful house
Felicity of thy surrounded eves.

Love shall bind by thee many gathered hearts.
The opposite sweetness in thy days shall meet
Of tender service to thy life's desired

And loving empire over all thy loved,

Two poles of bliss made one, O Savitti,

Return, O child, to thy forsaken earth.”

But Savitri replied, “Thy gifts resist,

Earth cannot flower if lonely I return.”

Then Death once more sent lorth his angry cry,
As chides a lion his escaping prey:

“"What knowest thou of earth’s rich and changing life
Who thinkest that, one man dead, all joy must cease ?
Hope not to be unhappy till the end:

For gnef dies soon jn the tired human heart;
Soon other guests the empty chambers fli.

A transienl| painting on a heliday’s floor

Traced for a moment’s beauty love was made,
Or if a voyager on the eternal trail,

its objects fluent change n its embrace

Like waves to a swimmer upon infinite seas.”™
But Sawviiri replied to the vague god,

“(Give me back Satyavat, my only Lord.

Thy thoughts are vacant to my soul that fecls
The deep eternal truth in transient things.”
Death answered ber, “Return and {ry thy soul!
Soon shalt thou find appeased that other men
On lavish earth have beauty, strength and truth,
And when thou hast half forgotten, one of these
Shall wind himself around thy heart that needs
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Some hiznan answering heart against thy breast;
Far who, being mortal, can dwell glad alone?
Then Satvavan shall glide into the past,

A gentle memory pushed away from thee

By new love and thy children’s tender hands,
Tilt thou shalt wonder if thou lov'dst at all,
Such is the [ife earth’s travail has conceived,

A constant strear that never is the same.”

But Savitri replicd to mighty Death:

*“0 dark ironic entic of Ged’s work,

Thou mockst the mind and body’s faltering search
For what the heart holds in 2 prophet hour

And the immorial spirit shall make its owan,
Mine is a heart that worshipped, though forsaken,
The image of the god its love adored;

I have burned in flame to travel in his steps.

Are we not they who bore vast solitude

Seated upon the hills alone with God ?

Why dost thou vainly strive with me, O Death,
A mind delivered from all twilight thoughts,

To whon the szcrets of the gods are plain ?

For now st 1ast T know beyond all doubt

The great stars burn with my unceasing fire
And life and death zre both its fuel made.

Life only was my blind attemipt to love:

Earth saw my struggle, heaven my victory;

All shali be seized, transcended: there shall kiss
Casting their veils before the marriage fire

The eternal bridegroom and eterna! bride.

The heavens accept our broken flights at last,
On our life’s prow that breaks the waves of Time
No signal light of hope has gleamed in vain,”
She spoke; the boundless members of the pod
As if by secret ecstasy assailed

Shuddered in silence as obscurely stir

Ocean’s dins fields delivered to the moon.
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Then Bfted up as by a sudden wind
Around her in that vague and glimmering worid
The twilight trambled like a bursting veil.

Thus with armed speech the great opponents strove,
Arcund those spints in the ghitfering mist
A deepening half-light fled with pearly wings
As if 10 reach some far ideal Morn.
Outlined her thoughts flew through the gleaming haze
Mingling bright-pinioned with its Hghts and veils
And all her words like dazzling jewels, caught
Into the glow of a mysterious world
Or tricked in the rainbow shifting of its hues,
Like echoes swam fainting into far sound,
All utterance, all mood must there hecome
An unenduring tissue sewn by mind
To make a gossamer robe of beautiful change.
Intent upon her silent will she walked
On the dim grass of vague unreal plains,
A floating veil of visions in her front,
A trailing robe of dreams behind her feet.
But now her spirit’s flame of conscient force
Retiring from 4 sweetness wilhout fruit
Calied back her thoughis from speech to sit within
In a desp room in meditation’s house.
For only there could dwell the soul's firm truth:
Imperishable, a tongue of sacrifice,
It flamed onguenched npon the central hearth
Where burns for the high house-lord and his mate
The homestead’s sentinel and witness fire
From which the altars of the gods are li.
All still compelled went gliding on unchanged,
Still was the order of these worlds reversed:
The mortal led, the god and spirit obeyed
And she behind was leader of their march
And they in front were followers of her will.
Ooward they journeyed through the drifting ways
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Vapuely compamioned by the glimmering mists;
But faster now ali fled as i perturbed

Escaping from the clearness of her soul.

A hezven-bird upon jewelled wings of wind

Borne like a coloured and embosomed fire,

By spirits carried n a pearl-hued cave,

U through the enchanted dimness moved her soul,
Deaih walked in fiont of her and Satyavan,

In the dark front of death, a [ailing star.

Above was the unseen balance of his fate,

Envp oF CAxTe THREF
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The Dream Twilight of the Earthly Real

There came & slope that slowly downward sank;
1t slipped towards a stumbling grey descent.

The dim-heart marvel of the ideal was lost;

Its crowding wonder of bright delicate dreams
And vague half-limned sublimities she had left:
Thought fell towards lower levels; hard and tense
It passioned for some crude realify.

The twilight floated still but changed its hues
And heavily swathed a less deiightful dream,;

1t settied in tired masses on the air;

Its symbaol colours tuned with dulier reds

And almost seemed a Jurid mist of day.

A straining taut and dire besieged her heart;
Heavy her sense grew with a dangerous load,
And sadder, greater sounds were in her ears,

And throngh stern breakings of the lambent glare
Her vision caught a hurry of driving plains

And cloudy mountains and wide tawny streams,
And cities climbed in rminarets and towers
Towards an unavailing changeless sky:

Long quays and ghauts and harbours white with sails
Challenged her sight awhile and then were gone.
Amidst them travailed toiling multitudes

In ever shifting perishable groups,

A foiled cinema of lit shadowy shapes

Enveloped in the grey mantle of a dream,
Tmagining meanings in life’s heavy drift,

They trusted in the uncertain environment

And waited for death to change their spirit's scene.
A savage din of labour and a tramp

Of armoured life and the monotonous hum
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Of thoughts and acts that ever were the same,
As 1if the dull retlerated drong

Of 4 preat brute machina, beset her soul, -

A grey dissatistiad rumonr like & ghost

Of the moaning of a loud unquiet sea.

A huge mbuman Cyclopean voice,

A Babel-builder's song towering to heaven,

A throb of engines and the clang of tools
Brought the deep undartone of tabour’s pain.
A3 when pale fightnings tear a tortured sky,
Bigh everhead a cloud-rimmed series flared
Chasing like smoke from a red funmnel driven,
The {orced creations of an ignorant Mind:
Drifting she saw like pictured fragments flee
Phantoms of human thought and baffled hopes,
The shapes of Nature and the arts of man,
Philosophies and disciphines and laws,

Angd the dead spirit of old societias,
Constructions of the Titan and the worm.

As if lost remnants of forgotten light,

Before her mind there fled with trailing wings
Dimvmed revelations and delivering words,
Emptied of their mission and their strengih to save,
The messages of the evangelist gods,

Voices of prophets, scripts of vanishing creeds.
Each in its hour eternal claimed went by:
Ideals, systems, sciences, poems, crafts

Tireicss there perished and again recurred,
Sought restlessly by some creative Power.

But all were dreams crossing an empty vast.
Ascetic voices called of lonely seers

On mountain symmits or on river banks

Or from the desolate heart of forest glades
Secking heaven’s rest or the spirit’s worldless peace,
Or in bodies motionless like statues, fixed

In tranced cessations of their sleepless thought
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Sat sleeping souls, and thiz too was a dream.
All things the past has made and slain were there,
Its lest forgotien forms that ence had lived,
And all the present loves as new-revealed

And all the hopes the future brings had failed
Already, caught and spent In efforts vain,
Repeated fruitiessly age after age,

Unwearied all retamed insisting still

Because of Joy in the anguish of pursut

And 3oy to labour and to win and lese

And joy to create and keep and joy to kifl.

The roiling cycles passed and came again,
Brought the same {oils and the same barren end,
Forms ever new and ever old, the long
Appalling revolutions of the werld.

Once more arose the great destroying Volce:
Across the fruitless labour of the worlds
His huge denial’s all-defeating might
Porsued the ignorant march of dolorous Time,
“Behold the figures of this symbeo! reaim,
its solid outiines of creative dream
Inspiring the great concrete tasks of earth,
{n its motion-parable of human life
Here thou canst trace the outcome Nature gives
To the sin of being and the error in things
And the desire that compels to live
And man’s incurable malady of hope.
In an immuitable order’s hierarchy
Where Nature changes not, rman cannot change:
Ever he obeys her fixed mutation’s law;
In a new version of her ofi-told tale
In ever-wheeling ¢ycles turns the racea.
His mind is pent in circling boundaries:
For mind is man, beyond thought he cannot soar.
If he could leave his limits he would be safe:
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He sees byt cannot mount to his greater heavens;
Even wingad, he sinks hack to his native soil.

He is a captive In Ris net of mind

And beais soui-wings against the watls of life,

I vain his heart fifts up its yearning prayer,
Peopiing with brilliant Gods the fermlesy Void,
Then dizappointed to the Yoid he turns

And in its happy nothingness asks release,

‘The calm Nirvana of his dreain of self:

The Word in silence ends, in Mought the nate.
Apart amid the mortal muititudes,

He calls the Godhead incommunicable

To be the lover of his lonely soul

r casts his spirit into its void embrace,

Or he finds his copy in the impartial All;

He imparts to the Tmmobile his own will,
Attributes to the Eternal wrath and love

And to the Incffable lends a thousand names.
Hope not to call Gad down into his life:

How shalt thon bring the Everlasting here?
There is no house for tam in hurrying Time.
Vainly thou seek’st in Matter’s world 2n aim;
No aim 1s there, only a waill to be.

All walk by Nature bound for ever the same.
Look on these forms that stay awhile and pass,
These lives that Jong and stove, then are no more,
These siractures that have no abiding truth,

The saviour creeds that cannot save themselves,
But perish in the stranghing hands of the years,
Discarded from man’s thought, proved false by Time,
Philosophies that strip all problems bare

But nothing ever have solved since earth began,
And sciences omnipotent in vain

By which men learn of what the suns are mads,
Transform all forms to serve their outward nesds,
Ride through the sky and sail beneath the ses,
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But iearn not what they are or why they came;
These polities, architectures of man’s brain,

That, bricked with evil and good, wall in man’s spirit
And, fissured houses, palace at once and jail,

Rot while they reign and crumble before they crash;
These revolutions, demon ot drunken god,
Convulsing the wounded body of mankind

{Only to paint in new colours an old face;

These wars, carnage trivmphant, ruin gone read,
The work of centuties vanishing in an hour,

The blood of the vanquished and the victor’s crown
Which men to be born must pay for with their pain,
The hero's face diving on satyr’s limbs,

The demon’s grandeur mixed with the demi-god’s,
The plory and the beasthood and the shame;

Why iz it all, the labour and the din,

The transient joys, the timeless sea of tears,

The longing and the hoping and the cry,

The batile and the victory and the fall,

The aimless jouracy that cap never pause,

The waking toil, the incoherent sleep?

Song, shouts and weeping, wisdom and 1dle words,
The laughter of men, the wony of the gods?

Where leads the march, whither the nilgrirnage?
Who keeps the map of the ronte or planned cach stage?
Or else self-moved the world walks its own way,

Or nothing is there but only a Mind that dreams:
The world is.a myth that happened to come irue,

A legend told to itself by conscious bind,

Imaged and played on a feigned Matter’s grouund
On which il stands 1n an unsubstantial Vast.

Mind is the author, spectator, actor, stage:

Mind only is and what it thinks is seen.

If Mind is all, renounce the hope of hliss;

I Mind is all, renounce the hope of Truth.

IFor Mind can never touch the body of Truth
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And Mind can never see the soul of God;

Only his shadow it grasps nor hears his Jaugh

As it turns from him to the vain seeming of things.
Mind is a tissee waven of Hight and shade

Whete right and wrong bave sswn their mingled parts;
Cr Mind is Nature's marriage of covenance
Between truth and falsehood, between joy and pain:
This struggling pair no court can separate,

Each thought is 2 gold coin with bright alloy

And error and truth are its obverse and reverse:
This i5 the imperial mintage of the brain

And of this kind is all its currency.

Think not to plant on earth the living Truth

Or make of Matter's world the home of God;
Truth comes not there but only the thought of Truth,
God is not there but only the name of God.

if Self there is, it is bodiless and unborn;

It is no one and it 15 possessed by none,

On what shalt thou then build thy happy world ?
Cast off thy life and mind, then art thou Szlf],

An ali-sesing Omnipresence stack, alone,

If God there is he cares not for the world;

All things he sees with calm indifferent gaze,

He has doomed &ll bearts to sorrow and desire,
He has bound all life with his implacabie laws;

He: answers not the ignerant voice of prayer.
Eternal while the ages toil beneath,

Unmoved, untouched by aught that he has mads,
"He s2es as minute details mid the stars

The animal’s agony and the fate of man:
Imrocasurably wise, he exceeds thy thought:;

His solitary joy needs not thy love.

His truth in buman thinkiog cannot dwell:

If thou desirest truth then still thy mind

For ever, slain by the dumb unseen Light.
Immorial bliss lves not in human air:
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How shall the mighty Mother her calm delight
Keep fragrant in this narrow fragile vase

Or lodge her sweet anbroken ecstasy

In hearts which earthly sorrow can assail

And bodies careless Death can slay at will?

Dream not to change the world that God has pianged,
Strive net to alter his eternal law.

If heavens there are whose gates are shut to grief,
There seek the jov thou couldst not find on sarth;
Or in the imperishable hemisphere

Where Light is native and Delight is king

And Spirit is the deathless ground of Things,
Choose thy high station, child of Eternity.

Tf thoo art Spiri¢ and MNature is thy robe,

Cast off thy garb and be thy naked self

Immutable in its vndying truth,

Alone for ever in the mute Alone,

Turn then to God, for him leave all beiind;
Forgetting Iove, forgeiting Satyavan,

Annul? thyself in his immobrie peace.

0 soul, drown in his still beatitude.

For thou must die to thyszlf to reach God’s height:
I, Deuth, am the gate of immortality.”

But Sawviiri answered to the sophist God:

“Onee more wilt thow call Light te blind Truth's eyes,
Make knowledge a catch of the smare of Ignorance
And the Word a dart to slay my fiving Soul?
Offer, O king, thy boons to tred spirits

And hearts that could not bear the wonnds of Time,
Let those who were tied to body and to mind,

Tear off those bonds and flee into white calm
Crying for a refuge {rom the play of God,

Surely thy boons are great since thou art He!

But how shalt T seek rest in endless peace

Wha house the mighty Mother's violent force,

Her vision turned to read the enigmaed werld,
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Her will tempercd in the biaze of Wisdom’s sun
And the faming silence of her heart of love?

The world is & spirityal paradox

Iaverted by & need in the Unsean,

A poor transtation to the creature’s sense

OFf That which for ever exceeds idea and spsech,

A symbol of what can never be symbolised,

A lapguage mispronounced, misspelt, yel true.

Its powers have come from the etemal heights
And plunged into the inconscient dim Abyss

And risen from it to do their marvelloys work.
The soul #s a figure of the Unmanifest,

The mind labours to think the Unthinkable,

The life to call the Immortal into birtl,

The body to enshrine the Tiimitable.

The world is not cut off from Truth and God.

11t vain thou hast dug the dark unbridgeable gulf,
In vain thou hast buili the blind and deorlass wall:
dan's soul crosses through thee to Paradise,
Heaven's sun forces its way through death and night;
[t light is scen upon our being's verge.

My mind is a torch lit from the eternal sun,

My life a breath drawn by the immortal Guest,
My mortal body 15 the Eternal’s house.

Alrgady the tarch becomes the undying ray,
Already the life is the Immortal’s force,

The honse grows of the householder part and one.
How sayst thou Truth can never light the human mind
Amnd Bliss can never invade the mortal’s heart

Or God descend into the world he made?

If in the meaningless Void creation rose,

{f from a bodiless Force Matter was born,

If Life could climb in the upconscious tree,

If green delight break into emerald leaves

And its laughter of beauty blossom in the flower,
Tf sense could wake in tissue, nerve and ecll,
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And Thought seize the grey matter of the brain,
And soul peep from its secrecy through the flesh,
How shall the pameless light not leap on men,
And unknown powers emerge from Nature’s sleep ?
Even now hints of a lwminous Truth like stars
Arise in the mind-mooned splendour of Tgnerance:
Even now the deathless Lover's touch we feel:

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

What then can hinder God from stealing in
Or who forbid his kiss on the sleeping soul?
Already God is near, the Truth is close:
Because the dark atheist body knows him not,
Must the sage deny the Light, the seer his soul?
I am not bound by thought or sense or shape;
I live in the glory of the Infinite,
I am near to the Nameless and Unknowabie,
The Ineftable is now my houseliold mate,

Bat standing on Eiernity's luminous brnk

I have discovered that the world was He;

I have met Spirit with spirit, Self with self,

But I have loved too the body of my Gaod.

I have pursued him in his earthly form.

A lomely freedom cannot satisty

A heart that has grown one with every heart:
[ am a deputy of the aspiring world,

My spirit’s liberly [ ask for all,”

Then rang again a decper ¢ry of Death.
As If beneath its weight of sterile law
Oppressed by ifs own obstinate meaningless will,
Disdainful, weary and compassionate,
Tt kept no more its old intolerant sound,
But seemed like fife’s in her unnumbered paths,
Toiling for ever and achieving nought
Becanse of birth and change, her mortal powers
By which she lasts, around the term posis fixed

649



sgsifri - Book Ten - Cunto four &5(i

Turning of 2 wide circling aimless race

Whose course for ever speeds and is the same.

In its fong play with Fate and Chance and Time
Azsured of the game's vanity lost or won,

Crushed by iis lond of ignorance and doubt

Wihich knowledge seems to increase and growth to ealarge,
The earth-mind sinks and it despairs and Inoks

0Oid, weary and discouraged on its work.

Yt was ail nothing then or vainly achieved?

Some great thing has been done, some light, some power
Deliverad from the huge [neonsclent’s grasp:

It has ernerged from night; it sees its dawns

Circling for ever thongh no dawn can stay,

This change was in the godhead’s far-flung votce;
His form of dread was altered and admifted

Qur transient effort at eternity,

Yet flung vast doubts of what maght else have been
On grandiose hints of an impossible day.

The great vowce surging cried to Savitri:

“Because thou knowst the wisdom that franscends
Both veil of forms and the conternpt of forms,
Artse dalrvered by the seeing gods.

If free thou hadst kept thy mind from life”s fierce stress,
Thou mightst have heen like them ommiscient, calm.,
But the violent and passionate heart forbids.

Tt js the storm bird of an anarch Power

That would upheave the world and tear from it

The indecipherable scrall of Fate,

Death’s rule and Law and the unknowable Will.
Hasteners to action, violators of God

Are these great spirtts who have too much love,
And ihey who formed like thee, for both art thou,
Have come nto the narrow bounds of life

With too large natures overleaping time,
Worshippers of force who know net her recoil,
Their gant wills compel the troubled years.
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The wise are tranquil; silent the great hills

Rise ceaselessly towards their unreached sky,
Seated on their unchanging base, their heads
Drgamless in heaven’s immatable demain.

Cht thetr aspiring Lops, sublime and stilt,

Lifting half-way to heaven the climbing soul

The mighty mediators stand content

To wateh the revolutions of the stars,
Motionlessly moving with the might of earth,
They see the apes pass and are the same,

The wise think with the gycles, thev hiear the tread
Of far-off things; patient, unmoved they keep
Their dangerous wisdom in their depths restrained,
Lest man’s frail days into the unknown should sink
Dragged hike a slup by bound leviathan

Into the abyss of fus siupendous seas.

Lo, how ali shakes when the gods tread too near!
All moves, is in peril, anpuished, torn, npheaved.
The hurrying aeons would stumble on too swift

If strength from heaven surprised the imperfect earth
And veilless knowladge stnote these unfit soulks.
The deities have screened their dreadful power:
(God hides his thought and, even, he seems to err.
Be still and tardy 1n the slow wise world.

Mighty art thon with the dread goddcss filled,

To whom thou criedst at dawn in the dim woods,
Usc not Lhy strength like the wild Titan souls!
Touch not the seated lings, the ancient laws,
Respect the calm of great established things.™

But Savitri replicd to the huge god:

“What is the calm thoua vauntst, O Law, Q Death ?
Is it not the dull-visionied tread inert

Of monstrous energies chained in a stark round
Soulless and stone-eyed with mechame dreams?
Vain the soul’s hope if changeless Law is all:

Ever to the new and the imknown press on
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Tae speeding aegns rastifying God.

What were earth’s ages if the grey restraint

Were never broken and glores sprang not forth
Barsting their obscure seed, while man’s slow life
Lesped hurried into sudden splendid paths

By divine words and human gods revealed ?
Impose not upen sentient minds and hearts

The dull fxity that binds inanimaie things.

Well is the unconscious rule for the animal breeds
Content to live beneath the immutable yoke;
Wan turns to 4 nobler walk, a master path.

1 trample on thy law with Hving feet:

For to arise in freedom T was born,

If T am mighty Iet my force be unveiled

Egual companion of the dateless powers,

Or cisc Iot my frustrated soul sink down
Unworthy of Godhead in the original sleep.

¥ claim from Time my will's eternity,

God from his moments.” Death replied to her,
“Why should the noble and immertal will

Sioop to the petty works of transient earth,
Freedom lorgotten and the Eternal’s path?

Or 15 this the high usc of strength and thought,
To streggle with the bonds of death and time
And spend the Jabour that might sarn the gods
And battle and bear agony of wounds

To grasp the trivial jovs that earth can guard

In her small treasure-chest of passing things?
Child, hast thou trodden the gods beneath thy feet
Only to win poor shreds of earthly life

For himn thou lov'st cancelling the grand, release,
Keeping from early rapture of the heavens

His soul the lenient deitics have called ?

Are thy arms sweeter than the courts of (God
She answered, “Straight | trample on the road
The strong hand hewed for me which planned onr paths.
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I run where his sweet dreadfu! voice commands
And 1 am driven by the reins of God,

Why drew he wide his scheme of mighty worlds
Or filled mfnity with his passionate breath ?

Or wherefore did he build my mortal form
And sow in me his bright and proud desires,

If not to achieve, to flower In me, to love,
Carving his human image richly shaped

In thoughts aud largenesses and golden powers?
Far Heaven can wait our ¢oming in its calm,
Easy the heavens were to build for God.,

Earth was his difficult matter, earth the glory
Gave of the problem and the race and strife.
There are the ominous masks, the teroble powers;
There it 15 grealness to creale the gods.

Is not the spirit immortal and absolved
Abways, delivered from the grasp of Time?
Why came it doswn into the mortal’s Space?

A charge he gave to his high spirit in man

And wrote a hidden decree on Nature's tops.
Freedom 15 this with ever seated soul,

Large in life’s limits, strong in Matter’s knots,
Building great stuff of action from the worlds
To make fine wisdom from coarse scattered strands
And love and beauty out of war and night,

The wager wonderful, the game divine.

Whai liberty has the sout which feels not free
Unless stripped bare and cannot kiss the bonds
'The Lover winds around his playmate’s limbs,
Choosing his tyranny, crushed in his embrace?
To seize him better with her boundless heart
She accepts the limiting circle of his arms,
Bows full of bliss beneath his mastering hands

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

This is my answer to thy Jures, O Dsath.”
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Immutable, Death’s denial mat her cry:
“However mighty, whatever thy secret name
Pttered in hidden conclave of the gods,

Thy heart's ephomeral passion cannot break

The iron rampart of accornplished things

With which the great Gods fence their ¢camp in Space.
Whoever thou art behind thy human mask,

Even if thou zrt the Mother of the worlds

And pepg'st thy claim upon the realms of Chance,
The cosmic Law 15 greater than thy will,

Even God himsell obeys the Laws he made:

The Law abtdes and never ran it changs,

The Person is a bubble on Time's sea.

A Toreranner of a greater Truth to come,

Thy soul creator of its freer Law,

Yaunting a Force behind on which it leans,

A Light above which pone but thou hast seen,
Thou claimst the first freits of Truth’s victory.,
Buit what 15 Truth and who can find her form
Amid the specious images of sense,

Amid the crowding guesses of the mind

And the dark ambignities of 2 world

Peopled with the incertitudes of Thought ?

For where is Truth and when was her footfall heard
Amid the endless clamour of Time’s mart

And which 15 her voice amid the thousand cries
That cross the listening brain and cheat the sout?
Or is Truth aught but a high starry name,

Or a vague and splendid word by which man’s thought

Sanctions and consecrates his nature’s choice,

The heart’s wish donning knowledge as its robe,

The cherished idea clect among the elect,

Thought's favourite mid the children of half-light
Who high-voiced crowd the playerounds of the mind
Or people its dormitories in infant sleep ?

Ail things hang here between God’s yes and 0.0,
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Two Powers real but to each other untrue,

Two consort stars in the mooned night of mind
That towards two opposite horizons gaze,

The white head and black tail of the mystic drake,
The swift and the lame foof, wing strong, wing broken
Sustaining the body of the uncertain world,

A great surreal dragon in the skies.

Too dangerously thy high proud fruth must live
Entangled in Matter’s mortal littleness.

All m this world is true, yet all 15 false;

{ts thoughts intc an eternal ciphar run,

[ts deeds swell to Time’s rounded zero sum.

Thus man at once is animal and god,

A disparate enigma of God's make

LUnable to free the Godhead’s form within,

A being less than himself, yet something more,
The aspiring animal, the frustrate god:

Yet neither beast nor dejty but man,

But man tied to the kind earth’s labour strives to exceed,

Climbing the stairs of God to higher Things.
Objects are seemings and none knows their truth,
Ideas are guesses of an ignorant god.

Fruth has no home in earth’s irrational breast:
Yet without reason lifc is a tangle of dreams,
But reason is poised above a dim abyss

And stands at last upon a plank of doubt.
Eternal truth lives not with mortal men.

Or if she dwells within thy mortal heart,

show me the body of the living Truth

Cir draw for me the outline of her face

Thai 1 toe may obey and worship her.

Then will I give thee back thy Satyavan.

But here arc only facts and steel-bound Law,
This truth 1 know that Satyavan is dead

And even thy sweetness cannot lure him back.
No magic Truth can bring the dead to life,
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No power of earth cancel the thing once done.
No jay of the heart can last surviving death,

No bliss persuade the past to live again,

But Life alons can solaca the mute Void

And Al with thonght the emptiness of Time.
Leave then thy dead, O Savitri, and [ve.”

The Woman answersd to the mighty Shade,
And as she spoke, mortality disappeared;

Her Goddess self grew wisible in her eyes,

Light came a dream of heaven into her face.

“0) Death, thou too art God and yet not He,
But enly his own black shadow on his path

As lzaving the Night he takes the upward Way
And drags with him its clinging inconscient Forge,
Of God unconscious thou art the dark head,
Of his Tgnorance thou art the impeniteat sign,
Of its vast tenebrous womb the natural child,
On his immortality the sinister bar.

All contraries are aspects of God’s face.

The Many are the innumearahle One,

The One carries the multitade n hus breast;

He 15 the Impersonal, inscrutable, sole,

He is the one infinite Person seeing his world;
The Silence bears the Eternal's great dumb seal,
His light inspires the eternal Word ;

He is the Immaobile’s deep and deathless hush,
Its white and signless blank negating calm,

Yet stands the creator Self, the almighty Lord
And watches his will done by the forms of gods
And the desire that goads half-conscious man
And the reluctant and unseeing Night,

These wide divine extremes, these nverse powers
Acre the right and left side of the bedy of God;
Existence balanced twixt two mighty arms

Confronts the mind with unsolved abysms of Thought,

Darkness below, g fathomless Light above,
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in Light are joined, but sundered by severing Mind
Stand face to face, opposile, inseparable,

Two coniraries needed for his great World-task,
T'wo poles whose currents wake the immense World-Foree.
In the stupendous seciecy of his Seif,

Above the world brooding with equal wings,

Hz i= both m one beginningless, without end:
Transcending both, he enters the Absolute,

His being is a mystery beyond mind,

His ways bewilder mertal ignorance;

The finite 1n 1ts little sections parked,

Amazed, credits not God’s audacity

Who dares to be the unimagined All

And see and act as might one Infinie.

Apainst human reason this is his offence;

Being known to be for cver unknowable,

To be all and vet transcend the mystic whole,
Absolute, to lodge in a relative world of Time,
Eternal and all-knowing, to sufler birth,
Omaipotent, to sport with Chance and Fate,
Spirit, yet to be Matter and the Voiud,
Illimitable, beyond form or name,

To dwell within a body, one and sapreme

To be animal and human and divine:

A sitll deep sea, he laughs in rolling waves:
Universal, he is all, — transcendent, none.

To man’s righteousness this 1s his cosmic crime,
Almighty beyond good and evil to dwell
Leaving the good to their fate in 2 wicked world
And evil to reign in this enormous scene.

An aimless labour with but scanty sense,

All opposition seems and strife and chance

To cyes that see a part and miss the whole;

The surface men scan, the depths refuse their search:
A hybrid mystery challenges the view,

Or a discouraging sordid miracie.
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Yot in the exact Inconscient’s stark coneeit,

t1 the casual error of the world's ignorance

A plar, 2 hidden Inteiligence is glimpsed.

There is a purpose in each stumbte and fall;
Nature’s most careless Jalling is a pose

Preparing some forward step, some deep result.
Ingenicus notes plugged into a molived score,
These million discords dot the harmonious theme
Of the evolution's huge orchestral dance.

A Truth supreme has forced the world Lo be;

It has wranped itsell’ in Matter as tn a shroud,

A shroud of Death, a shroud of Ignorance.

It compelied the suns to burn through silent Space,
Flame-signs of its uncomprehended Thought

In a wide brooding ether’s formless muse:

It made of Knowledse a veiled and struggoling Light,
Of Being a substance nescient, dense and dumiy,
OF Bliss the beauty of an inscniient world.

In finite things the conscious Infinite dwells;
Involved it sleeps in Matter’s helpless trance,

It rules the world from its slesping senseless Void:
Drearming it throws oot mind and heart and soul
To labour crippled, bound, on the hard carth:

A broken whole it works through scattered points;
1ts gleaming shards arc Wisdom's diamond thoughts,
Its shadowy reflex our ignorance.

It starts from the mute mass in countless jets,

It fashionts a being out of brain and nerve,

A sentient creature from its pleasures and pangs.
A pack of feelings obscure, a dot of sense

Survives awhile answering the shocks of life,

Then crushed or, its force spent, leaves the dead form,
Leaves the huge universe in which it lived

An insignificant unconsidered guest.

But the soul grows concealed within its house:

It gives to the body its strength and magnificence;
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It follows aims In an ignorant aimless workd,

[t fends significance to earth’s meaningless life.

A demi-god animal, came thinking man,

He wallows in mud, yet heavenward soars in thought:
He plays and ponders, laughs and weeps and dreams,
Satisfies his little longings like the beast:

He pores upon hife’s beok with stodent eves.

Out of this tangle of intellect and sensc,

Out of the parrow scope of fimite thought

At last he wakes into spiritual mind:

A high liberty beging and luminous room

He glimpses elernity, touches the infinite,

He meets the gods in great and sudden hours,

He fecls the universe as his larger self,

Makes Space and Time his opportumly

To join the heights and depths of being in light,
In the heart’s cave speaks secretly with God.

But these are touchkes and high moments Jived;
Fragments of Truth supreme have lit his soul,
Reflections of the sun i waters stil,

A few have dared the last supreme ascent

And break through borders of blinding light above,
And fecl 2 breath around of mightier air,

Receive a vaster being’s messages

And bathe in its immense intoitive Ray.

On supymit Mind are radiant altitudes

Exposed to the lustre of Infinity,

Outskirts and dependencies of the house of Truth,
Uptaised estates of Mind and measureless.

Thers man can visit but there he cannot live,

A cosmic Thought spreads out its vastitudes;

lis smallest parts arc here philosophies
Challenging with their detailed immensity,

Fach figuring an omuniscient scheme of things.
But higher still can ¢limb the ascending light;
There are vasts of vision and eternal suns,

£3%
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Qeeans of an fmmortal luminousness,
Frame-hills assauliing heaven with their peaks,
There dwelling all becomes a biaze of sight;

A burning head of vision leads the mind,
Thought trails behind it i{s long comet {ail,

The heart slows, an ifluminaie and seer,

And sense is kindled into identity.

A highest fliight climbs to a deepest view:

In a wide opening of its native sky

Intuition’s lightnings range in a bright pack
Hunting all hidden traths out of their lairs,

Tts flery edge of seeing absolute

Cleavzas into locked unknown retreats of seif,
Rummages the sky-recesses of the brain,

Lights up the occult chambers of the heart;

[ts spear-point ictus of discavery

Pressed on the cover of name, the screen of Form,
Strips bare the secret soul of all that is,

Thought there has revelation’s sun-bright eyes;
The Word, a mighty and inspiring Voice,

Enters Truth’s inmost cabin of privacy

And tears away the vetl from God and life,
Then stretches the boundless finite's last expanse,
The cosmic empire of the QOvermind,

Time’s buffer state hordering Eiernity,

Too vast for the experience of man’s soul:

All bere gathers beneath one golden sky:

The Powers that build the cosmos station take
In its house of infinite possibility;

Each god from there builds his own natare’s world ;
Ideas are phalanxed like a group of sums:
Thought erowds in masses seized by one regard;
All Time is one body, Space a single book:
There is the Gedhead’s universal gaze

And there the boundaries of immortal Mind:
The [ipe that parts and joins the hemispheres
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Closes in on the labour of the Gods

Fencing Eternity from the toil of Time.

In her glorious kingdom of eternal light

All-ruler, ruled by none, the Truth supreme,
Omnipotent, omniscient and along,

In a golden country keeps her measureless house;

In its corridor she hears the tread that comes

Out of the Unmanifest never to return

Till the Unknown i1s known and seen by men,

Above the streich and blaze of cosmic Sight,

Above the silence of the wordless Thought,

Formless creator of immortal forms,

Nameless, investitured with the name divine,
Transcending Time's hours, transcending Timelessness,
'The Mighty Mother sifs in lucent calm

And holds the eternal Child upon her knecs,
Attending the day when he shall speak to Fate,

There is the image of our future’s hope;

There is the sun for which all darkness waits,

There is the imperishable harmony;

The world’s contradictions climb to her and are one:
There 15 the Truth of which the world’s truths are shreds,
The Light of which the world’s ignorance is the shade
Till Trizth draws back the shade that it has cast,

The Love our hearts call down to heal all strife,

The Bliss for which the world’s derclict sorrows yearn:
Thence comes the glory sometimes seen on earth,

The visits of Godhead to the human soul,

The Beauty and the dream on Nature's face.

There the perfection boin from Eternity

Calls to it the perfection born in Time,

The truth of God surprising human life,

The image of God overtaking finite shapes.

There is a world of everlasting Light,

In the realms of the immortal Supermind

Truth who hides here her head in mystery,
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Her riddle deemed by reason impossible

In the stark structure of matetial form,
Unenigmaed lives, unmasked her face and there
{s Nature and the common law of things,

There in: 2 hody made of spirit stoff,

The hearth-stone of the everlasting Fire,

Action transiztes the movements of the soul,
Thought steps infallible and absolute

And life is a continuat worship’s nte,

A sacrifice of raprure to the One,

A cosmic vision, 4 spiritual sense

Feels all the Infinite lodged in finite form

And seen through a quivering ecstasy of light
Discovers the bright face of the Bodiless,

In the truth of 4 moment, in the moment’s soul
Can sip the honey-wine of Eternity.

A Spirit who is no one and inaumerable,

The one mystic infinite Person of his world
Multiplies his myriad personality,

On all his bodies seals hus divinity's stamp

And sits in each immortal and unjgue.

The Immobrle stands behind each daily act,

A background of the movement and the scene,
Upholding creation on its might and calm

And change on the Immutable’s deathless poise,
The Timeless looks owt from the fravelling hours;
The Tneffable puts on a robe of speech

Where all its words are woven like magic threads
Moving with beauty, inspining with their gleam,
And every thought takes up its destined place
Recorded in the memory of the world.

The Truth supreme, vast and impersonal

Fits faultlessly the howr and ¢ircumstance,

Its substance a pure gold ever the same

But shaped into vessels for the spirit’s use,

Its gold becomes tite wine jar and the vase.
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All there 18 a supreme epiphany:
The All-Wonderful makes a marvel of cach avent,
The All-Beauvuful 18 a miracle in each shape;
The All-Blissful smites with rapture the heart’s throbs,
A pure celeslial joy is the use of sense.
Each being there 15 a member of the Self,
A portion of the million-thoughted All,
A claimant to the timeless Unity.,
The many’s sweetness, the joy of difference
Edged with the wtimacy of the One,

But who can show to thee Truth’s glorious face?
Cur human words can only shadow her,
To thought she is an unthinkable raptare of light,
To speech a marvel inexpressible.
O Death, if thou couldst touch the Truth supreme
Thou wouldst grow suddenly wise and cease to be.
If our souls could see and love and clasp Ged's Truth,
Tts infinite radiance would sefze our hearts,
Our being in God's image be remade
And earthly life become the life divina.™
Then Death the last time answered Savitri:
“If Truth supreme transcends her shadow here
Severed by Knowledge and the climbing vasts,
What bridge can cross the gulf that she has left
Between her and the dream-world she has made?
Or who could hope to biing her down to men

And persuade to fread the harsh globe with wounded feet,

T.eaving her unapproachable glory and bliss,
Wasting her splendour on pale earthly air?

[s thine that strength, O beauty of mortal Himbs,
0 soul who flutterest to escape my net?

Who thea art thou hiding in human guise?

Thy voice carries the sound of infinity,

Knowledge Is with thee, Truth speaks through thy words;

The light of things beyond shines in thy eyes.
But where is thy strength to conguer Time and Death?
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Hast thou God's foree to build heaven's values here?
For truth and knowladge are an idle gieam,

If Kpowledge brings not power to change the world,
If Might comes not to give to Truth her right.

A Blind Foree, not Truth has made this ignorant world,
A blind Force, not Truth orders the lives of men:

By Power. not Light, the great Gods rule the world;
Power is the arm of God, the seal of Fate,

C human claimant to immortality,

Reveal thy power, lay bare thy spirit's force,

Then will T give back (o thee Safyavan.

Or if the Mighty Mother is with thee,

Show me her face that | may worship her;

Let deathiess eyes look into the eves of Death,

An imperishable Force touchmg brute things
Transfarm earth’s death into immortal life,

Then can thy dead return to thee and live,

The prostrate earth perhaps shall lift her gaze

And fee! near her the seoret body of God

And love and jov overtake fleeing Time.™

And Sawitri looked on Death and answered not,
Almost 1t scemed as if in his syrmbol shape
The woerld’s darkness had consented to Heaven-light
And God needed no more the Inconscient’s screer.
A mighty transformation came on her,
A halo of the indwelling Deity,
The Immorta]’s tustre that had lit her face
And teafed its radiance in her body's house,
Overflowing made the air a Juminous sea.
In & Haming moment of apocalypse
The Incarnation thrust aside its veil,
A little figure in mmfinity
Yet stood and seemed the Eternal’s very house,
As if the world’s centre was her very soul
And all wide space was but its outer robe,
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A curve of the calm hauteur of far heaven
Descending into carth’s humility,

Her forehead’s span vaulted the Omniscient’s gaze,
Her eves were two stars that watched the universe,
The Power that from her being's summit reigned,
The Presence chambered in Torus secrecy,

Came down and held the centre in her brow

Wherz the mind’s Lord in his control-room sits:
There throned on concentration’s native seat

He opens that third mysterious eye in man,

The Unseen’s eye that [ooks at the unseen,

When Light with a golden ecstasy fills his brain
And the Eternal’s wisdom drives his choice

And eternal Will sgizes the mortal's wifl.

1t stirred in the Totus of her throat of song,

And in her speech throbbed the immortal Word,
Her Life sounded with the steps of the World-Soul
Moving in harmony with the cosmic Thought.

As ghides God’s sun into the mystic cave

Where hides his light from the pursuing gods,

It glided into the lotus of her heart

And woke in it the Force that alters Fate.

It poured into a navel's lotus depth,

Lodged 1n the htile life-nature’s narrow home,

On the body’s longings grew heaven-rapture’s flower
And made desire a pure celestial fame,

Broke into the cave where colled World-Energy sleeps
And smote the thousand-hooded serpent YForce

That blazing towered and clasped the World-Self above,
Joined Matter’s dumbness to the Spirit’s hush

And filled earth’s acts with the Spirit’s silent power.
Thus changed she waited for the Word to speak.
Eternity looked into the gyes of Death,

And Darkness saw God’s living Reality,

Then 2 Voice was heard that seemed the stillness’ self
Or the low calm utterance of infinity
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Whan it speaks 1o the siience in the heart of sleep.
[ hail thes slmighiy and victorious Death,

Thou grandiose Darkness of the Infinte.

£ Youd that makest room for all to be,

Hunger that gnawest at the universe

Consuming the cold remnants of the suns

And eat’st the whole world with thy jaws of fire,
Waster of the energy that has made the stars,
Inconscience, carner of the seeds of thought,
Nescience in which All-Knowledge sleeps entombed
And slowly emerges in ils hollow breast

Wearing the mind’s mask of bright Ignorance.
Thou art my shadow and my instrument.

! have given thee thy awful shape of dread

And thy sharp sword of terror and grief and pain
To force the soul of man ta struggle for light

On the brovity of his half-conscious days.

Thou art his spur to greatness in his works,

The whip to his yearning for eternal bliss,

His poignant need of immortality.

Live, Death, awhile, be still my instrument.

One day man too shall know thy fathomiess heart
Of silence and the brooding peace of Night

And grave obadience to sternal Law

And the calm inflexible pity in thy paze.

But now, O timeless Mightiness, stand aside

And leave the path of my incarnate Foree.
Relieve the radiant god from thy black mask:
Release the soul of the world called Satyavan
Freed from thy cluteh of pain and ignorance
That he may stand master of life and fate,

Man'’s representative in the house of God,

The mate of Wisdom and the spouse of Light,
The eternal bridegroom of the eternal bride.”
She spoke; Death unconvinced resisted stil,
Although he knew refusing still to know,
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Although he saw refusing siill to see,
Unshakable he stood claiming his right.

His spirit bowed; his will obeyed the law

Of itz own nature binding even on Gods.

The two opposed each other fage io face.

His being like a huge fort of darkness towered ;
Around it her life grew, an ocean’s siege.

Awhile the Shade survived defyving heaven:
Assailing in front, oppressing from above,

A concrete mass of conscious power, he bore
The tyranny of her divine desire,

A pressure of intolerable force

Weighed on his unbowed head and stubborn breast;
Light like a burning tongoe licked ap his thoughts,
Light was a fuminous lorlure i his heart,

Light coursed, a splendid agony, through his nerves;
His darkness muttered perishing in her blaze.
Her mastering Word commanded every limb
And left no room for his enormouns will

That seemed pushed out into some helpless space
And could no more re-cnter but left him void.
He called to Night but she fell shuddering back,
He called to Hel but sullenly it retived:

He turned to the Inconscient for suppoert,

From which he was bom, tus vast sustaining seli’;
It drew him back towards boundless vacancy

As If by himself to swallow up himself:

He called to his strength, but it refused his call.
His body was eaten by light, his spirit devoured.
At last he knew defeat inevitable

And left crumbling the shape that he had worn,
Abandoning hope to make man’s soul his prey
And force to be mortal the immortal spirit.

Afar he fled shunning her dreaded touch

And refuge took in the retreating Night,

In the drcam twilight of that symbol world
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The dire universai Shadow disappeared

Vanishing into the Void from which it came,

As if deprived of 1ts original cause,

The twilight realin passed fading from their souls,

And Satvavan and Savitr were alone.

But neither sifrred: between those figures rose

A muts invisible and translucent wall.

In tre long blank moment’s pause nothing could move:
All waited on the unknown inserutable Will,

END oF CanTo Four
End of Book Ten
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The Book of Everlasting Day






Canto One

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

A marvellous sun looked down from acstasy’s skies
On worlds of deathless bliss, perfection’s home,
Magical unfoldings of the Eternal’s smile
Capturing his secret heart-beats of delight.
God’s everlasting day surrounded her,
Domains appeared! of sempiternal light
Invading all Nature with the Absalute’s joy.
Her body quivered with eternity’s touch,
Her soul stood close to the founts of the infinite.
Infinity’s fimte fronts she lived 1n, new
For gver to an everlasting sight.
Etcrnity multiplied its vast self-look
Translating its endiess mightiness and jov
Into delight souls playing with Time could share
[n grandeurs ever new-born from the unknown depths,
In powers that leaped immortal from unknown heights,
In passionate heart-beats of an undving love,
In scenes of a swectness that can never fade.
Emmortal to the rapturous heart and eyes,
In serene arches of transiucent calm
From Wonder's dream-vasts cloudless skies slid down
An abyss of sapphire; sunlight visited eyes
Which suffered without pain the absolute ray
And saw immortal clanties of form.
Twilight and mist were exiles from that air,
Night was impossible to such radiant heavens.
Firm in the bosom of immensity
Spiritual breadths were seen, sublimely bora
From a still beauty of creative joy;
1 Aliernative: “Were there"
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Embodicd thoughts te sweet dimensions held

To piease some carelessness of divine peace,
Answered the deep demand of an infinite sense
And its need of forms fo house its bodiless thrill.
A march of universal power in Time,

The harmonic order of self’s vastitudes

In cyclic symmetries and metric planes
Harboured a cosmic rapture’s revelry

In an endless figuring of the spirit in things
Plznned by the ariist who has dreamed the worlds;
Qf af) the beauty and the marvel here,

Of all Time's intricate varicty

Eternity was the substance and the source;

Not from a plastic mist of Matter made,

They offered the sugpgestion of their depths

And opened the great series of their powers.
Arisen beneath a triple mystic heaven

The seven immortal earths were seen sublime:
Homes of the blest released from death and sleep
Where prief can never come nor any pang
Arriving from self-lost and seeking worlds

Alier Heaven-nature's changeless quietude

And mighty posture of eternal calm,

1ts pose of ecstasy immutable.

Plains [ay that seemed the expanse of God's wide sleep,
Thought’s wings climbed up towards heaven’s vast repose
Lost in Blue decps of immortality,

A changed earth-nature felt the breath of peace,
Air sectmed an ocean of feliciry

Or the couch of the unknown spiritual rest,

A vasl quiescence swallowing up all sound

Into a voicelessness of utter hliss;

Even Matter brought a close spiritual touch,

All thrilled with the immanence of one divine.
The fowest of these earths was still a heaven
Translating into the splendour of things diving
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The beauty and brightaess of terrestrial scenes.
Eternal mountains ridge an gleaming ridge

Whose lines were graved as on a sapphire plate
And etched the borders of heaven's lustrous noon
Climbed like piled temple stairs and from their heads
Of topless meditation heard below

The approach of a blue pilgrita multitede

And lstened to a great arriving voice

OF the wide travel hymn of timeless seas.

A chanting crowd rom mountain bosoms slipped
Past branches fragrant with a sigh of Jowers
Hurrying through sweetnesses with revel leans;
The murmurous rivers of felicity

Divinely rippled, honey-voiced desires,

Mingling their sister eddies of delight,

Then, widening to a pace of calm-lipped muse
Down many-ghmmerad estuaries of dream

Went whispering into lakes of liquid peace.

On a brink held of senseless ecstasy

And guarding an eternal poise of thought

Sat sculptured souls dreaming by rivers of sound
In changeless attitudes of marble bliss,

Around ber ived the children ol God's day

In an unspeakable felicity,

A happiness never lost, the immortal’s ease,

A glad eternity’s blissful multitude,

Arounnd, the deathless nations moved and spoke,
Souls of a luminous celestial joy,

Faces of stark beanty, limbs of the moulded Ray;
In cities cut liks gems of conscious stone

And wonderful pasturcs and on gleaming coasts
Bright forms were seen, etermty’s luminous fribes.
Above her rhythming podheads whirled the spheres,
Rapt mobile figities here blindly sought

By the huge erring orbits ef our stars,

Ecstatic voices smote at hearing’s chords,
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Things fashioned were the imaged homes wherc mind
Arrived to fathom a dzep physical joy;

The heart was 2 torch bt from Indinity,

The limbs were trembling densitics of soul.

These were the first domains, the outer courts
Irnmense but least in range and [east in price,

Toe slightest ecstasies of the undying gods.

Righer her swing of vision swept and knew,
Admitted through large sapphire opening gates

Into the wideness of a hght beyond,

These were but sumptuous decorated doors

To worlds nobler, more felicitously fair.

Endless aspired the climbing of those heavens;
Realm upon reaim received her seartng view.

Then on what seemed one crown of the ascent
Where finile and the infinile are one,

Immune she beheld the strong immortals’ seats
Who live for a celestial jov and rule

The middle regions of the unfading Ray.

Great forms of deities sat in. deathless tiers,

Lyes of an unborn gaze towards her leaned
Through a transparency of crystal fire,

In the bezuty of bodies wrought from raptugre’s lines,
Shapes of entrancing sweeiness stilling bliss,

Feet glimmering upon the sun-stone courts of mind,
Heaven's cup-hearers bore round the Fternal’s wine;
A tangle of bright bodies, of moved souls

Tracing the close and intertwined delight,

The harmonious tread of lives for ever joined

In the passionate oneness of 4 mystic joy

As1f sun-beams made living and divine,

The golden-bosomed Apsara goddesses,

In groves flooded from an argent disk of bliss

That Roated through a luminous sapphire dream,
In & cloud of raiment lit with golden limbs

And gleaming footfalls treading facry swards,
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Virgin motions of bacchant innocences

Who know their riot for a dance of God,

Whirled Iinked in moonlit revels ol the heart,
Impeccable artists of unerring forms,

Magician builders of sound and rhythmic words,
Wind-haired Gandharvas chanted to the ear

The odes that shape the universal thought,

The lines that tear the ved from Deity's Tace,

The rhythins that bring the sounds of wisdom’s sea.
[mmortal figures and lumined brows,

COur greal forefathers in those splendours moved;
Termless in power and satisfied of light,

They enjoyed the sense of all for which we strive.
High seers, moved posls saw Lthe slernal thoughts
That, travellers from on high, arrive to us

Deformed by our search, tricked by costuming nind,
Like gods disfigured by the pangs of birth,

Seized the great words which now are trail sounds caught
By diflicult rapture on a mortal tongue.

The sirong who stumble and sin were calm proud gods.
There lightning-filled with glory and with flame,
Melting in waves of sympathy and sight,

Snutten like a lyre that throbs to others’ bliss,
Drawn by the cords of costasies unknown,

Her human nature fant with heaven’s dehight,

She beheld the clasp to earth dented and bore

The imperishable eyes of veilless love,

More climbed above, level to level reached,

Beyond what tongue can utter or mind dream:
Worlds of an infinite reach crowned Nature's stair,
There was a greater tranguil sweetness there,

A subtler and profounder cther’s fiefd

And mightier scheme than hcavenliest sense can give.
There breath carried a stream of secing mind,

Form was a tenuous raiment of the soul:

Colour was a visible tone of ecstasy;
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Shapes seen half immaterial by the gaze

And yet voluptuously palpable

Made sensibie to touch the indweliing spirit.
The high perfected sense illumined {ived

A happy vassal of the inner ray,

FBach feeling was the Eternal’s mighty child
And every thought was a sweet burning god.
Afr was a luminous feeling, sound a voice,
Sunlicht the soul's vision and moonlight its dream,
On a wide living base of wordless calm

All was a patent and a luecid foy.

Into those heights her spirit went floating up
Like an upsoaring bird who mounts unseen
Voicing to the ascent his throbbing heart

Of meledy till a pause of closing wings
Comies quivering in his last contented cry
And ke i3 stlent with his soul discharged,
Delivered of his heart’s burden of delight.
Experience mounted on joy’s coloured breast
To inaccessible spheres in spiral flight.

There Time dwelt with Eternity as one;
[mmense felicity joined rapt repose.

As one drowned in a sea of splendour and bliss
Mute in the maze of these surprising worlds
Turning she saw their iving knot and source,
Key to their charm and fount of their delight,
And knew tum for the same who snares our lives
Captured in his ternfying pitiless net,

And makes the universe his prison camp

And makes in his immense and vacant vasts

The labour of the stars a circnit vain

And death the end of every human road

And grief and pain the wages of man’s toil.

One whom her soul had faced as Death and Night
A sum of all swectness gathered into his limbs
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And blinded her heart to the beaaty of the sumns.
Transfigured was the formidable shape.

His darkness and his sad destroying might
Abolishing for ever and disclosing

The mystery of his high and violent deeds,

A secret splendour rose revealed to sight

Where once the vast embodied Void had stoed.
Night the dim mask had grown a wonderful face.
The vague 1nfinity was slain whose gloom

Had outlined from the terrible Unknown

The obscure disastrous figure of a god,

Fled was the error that arms the hands of grief,
And lighted the ignorant gulf whose hollow deeps
Had given to nothingness a dreadful voice.

As when before the eye that wakes in sleep

is opened the sombre binding of a book,
IHumined letterings are seen which kept

A golden blaze of thought inscribed within,

A marvellous form responded o her gaze
Whose sweetness justified life’s blindest pain;
All Nature’s struggle was its easy price,

The universe and its agony seemed worth-while.
As if the choric calyx of a flower

Aerial, visible on music’s waves,

A lotus of light-petalled ecstasy

Took shape out of the tremulous heart of things.
There was no more the torment under the stars,
The evil sheltered behind Nature’s mask:

There was no more the dark pretence of hate,
The cruel rictus on Love's altered tace.

Hate was the grip of a dreadful amour’s strife;
A ruthless love intent only to possess

Has here replaced the sweet original god;
Forgetting the Will-to-love that gave it birth,
The passion to lock itself in and to unite,

It would swallow all inte one lonely self,
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Drevouring the soul that it had made its own,

By syifering and annihilation’s pain

Puniching the unwiilingness to be one,

Angry wilh the refusals of the world,

Passionate te take but knowing not how to give.
Neaths sombre cowl was east from Nature’s brow;
There fighienzad on her the godhead’s lurking love.
Al grace and glory and all divinuty

Were here collected in a singls form;

All worshipped eyes looked through his from one face;
He hore all godheads in his grandiose limbs.

An oceanic spirit dwelt within;

Intolerant and invincible in joy

A flaod of {reedom and transcendent bliss

Into immortal lines of beauty rose.

In him the fourfold Being bore its crown

That wears the mystery of a nameless Name,
The umverse writing its tremendous sense

In the ingxhaustible meaning of 2 word.

In him the architect of the visible world,

At once the art and artist of Ins works,

Spirit and seer and thinker of things seen,

Yirat, who lights his camp-fires in the suns

And the star-entangled ether 15 his hold,
Expressed himsell’ with Matter for his speech:
Objects are his letters, forees are his wards,
Events are the crowded history of his life,

And sca and land are the pages of his tale,
Matter is his means and his spiritual sign;

He hangs the thought upon a lash’s 1ift,

o the current of 1he blood makes flow the soul.
His 13 the dumb will of atom and of clod:

A Will that without sense or motive acts,

An Intelligence neading not to think or plan,
The wotld creates itself’ invincibly;

For ifs body is the body of the Lord
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And In its heart stands Virét, King of kings.

In him shadows his form the Golden Child
Who in the Sun-capped Vast eradles his birth-
Hiranyagarbha, author of thoughts and dream,
Who sees the invisible and hears the sounds
That never visited a mortal ear,

Discoverar of unthought realities,

Truer to Truth than all we have ever known,
He is the leader on the inner roads:

A seer, he has entered the forbidden realms:

A magician with the omnipotent wand of thought,
He builds the secret uncreated worlds.

Armed with the golden speech, the diamond cye,
His is the vision and the prophecy:

Imagist casting the formless into shape,
Travetler and hewer of the unscen paths,

He 15 the carnier of the ludden five,

He 15 the voice of the Ineflable,

He is the invisible hunter of the light,

The Angel of mysterious ecstasies,

The conqueror of the kingdoms of the soul.

A third spirit stood behind, their hidden canse,
A mass of superconscience closed in light,
Creator of things n his all-knowing sleep.

All from his stillness came as grows a tree;

He is our sced and core, our head and base.
All light is but a flash {rom his closed eyes:
An all-wise Truth is mystic in his heart,

The omniscient Ray is shut behind hus lids:

He is the Wisdom that comes not by thought,
His wordless silence brings the immortal word.
He sleeps in the atom and the burning star,

He sleeps in man and god and beast and stone:
Because he 1s there the Inconscient does its work,
Because he is thers the world forgets to die,
He i3 the centre of the circle of God,
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He 15 the circumierence of Nature's run.

His stumber is zn Aimightiness in things,

Awake, he is the Eiernal and Supreme.

Above was the brooding bliss of the Infinite,

[ts ompriscient and omnipotent repose,

fis immobile silence absolute and alone.

All powers were woven in countiess concords here.
The bliss that made the world in his body lived.
Love and delight were the head of the sweet form,
I1t the slluring meshes of their snare

Recaptured the proud blissful members held

All joys outrunners of the panting heart

And fupitive from life’s outstripped desire.
Whatever vision has escaped the eye,

Whatever happiness comes in dream and france,
The neciar spilled by love with trembling hands,
The joy the cup of Nature cannot hold,

Had crowded to the beauty of his face,

Were waiting in the honey of his laugh.,

Things hidden by the silence of the hours,

The ideas that find no voice on Iiving lips,

The sovl’s pregnant meefing with infinity

Hzad come to tirth in him and taken fire:

The secret whisper of the flower and star
Revealed its meaming in his fathomless laok.

His lips curved eloguent like a rose of dawn;

His smile that played with the wonder of the mind
And stayed in the heart when it had Ieft his mouth
Glimmered with the radiance of the morning star
Gemming the wide discovery of heaven.

His gaze was the regard of cternity:

The spiett of its sweet and calm intent

Was a wise home of gladness and divulged

The light of the ages in the mirth of the hours,

A sun of wisdom in a miracled grove.

In the orchestral largeness of his mind

682



Savitti - Book Eleven - Cante Onre Gi3

All contrary seekings their cigse kinship knew,
Rich-hearted, wonderful to each other met

In the muotual marvelling of their myriad notes
And dwelt like brothers of ope family

Whe had found their common and mysterious home.
As from the harp of some acstalic zod

There springs a harmony of lyric bliss

Striving to leave no heavenly joy unsung,
Such was the life in that cmbodied Light,

He seemed the wideness of a boundless sky,
He seemed the passion of a sorrowless earth,
He seemed the burning of a world-wide sun.
Two looked upon each other, Soul saw Scul.

Then like an anthem from the heart’s Jucent cave
A voice soared up whose magie sound could tumn
The poignant weeping of the earth to sobs
Of rapture and her cry to spirit song:

“0 human image of the deathless word,

How hast thou seen beyond the topaz walls

The gleaming sisters of the divine gate,
Summoned the gentl of their wakeful sieep,

And under revelation’s arches forced

The carved thought-shrouded doors fo swing apart,
Unlocked the avenues of spiritnal sight

And taught* the entries of a heavenlier state

To thy rapt soul that bore the golden key?

In thee the secret sight man’s blindness missed
Has opened its view past Time, my chariot course,
And death, my tunnel which I drive through life
To reach my unseen distances of bhiss,

I am the hushed search of the jealous gods
Pursuing my wisdom's vast mysterious word
Seized in the thousand meeting ways of heaven.

I am the beauty of the unveiled Ray

1 Alrergative: “Wistaed™
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Drawing through the deep roads of the infinite night
The unconguerabie ptlgrim soul of earth

Beneath the flaring torches of the stars,

i am the invielable Eestasy;

They who have Jooked on me, shali grisve no more.
The eyes that five in night shall see my form.

On the pale shores of conscious foaming straits
That flow bencath a grey tormented sky

Two powers from one original ecstasy born

Pace near, but parted in the life of man;

One feans o earth, the other yearns {o the skies:
Heaven i its rapture dreams of perlect earth,
Larth in its sorrow drzams of perfect heaven.

The two Ionging to join, yet walk apart,

Idiy divided by their vain conceits;

They are kept from their oneness by enchanted fears;
Sundered mysteriously by miles of thought,

Thev gaze across the stent gulfs of sleep.

Or side by side reclined upon my vasts

Like brde and bridegroom magically diverced
They wake to vearn, but never can they clasp
While thinty flickering hesitates uncrossed
Between the lovers on their nuptial couch

The shadowy erdolon of a sword.

But when the phantomn flame-edge fails undaone,
Then never more can space or time divide

The lover from the loved ; Space shall draw back
Her great translucent enrtain, Time shall be

The quivering of the spirit’s endless bliss,

Attend that moment of celestial fate.

Meanwhile you two shall serve the dual law
Which only now the scouts of vision glimpse
Who pressing through the forest of their thoughts
Have found the narrow bridges of the gods.

Wait patient of the brittle bars of form

Making division your delightful means
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Of happy cneness rapturously enhanced

By attraction in the throbbing air between,
Yet if thou wouldst abandon the vexad world,
Careless of the dark moan of things below,
Tread down the isthmus, overleap the food,
Cancel thy contract with the labouring Forcee,
Renounce the tic that joins thee to earth-kind,
Cast off thy sympathy with mortal hearts,
Arise, vindicate thy spirit’s concuered right:
Relinquishing thy charge of transient breath,
Under the cold paze of the indifferent stars
Leaving thy borrowed bedy on the sod,
Ascend, O soul, into thy blissful home.

Here in the playground of the eternal Child
Or in domains the wise Tmmortals tread
Roam with thy comrade splendour under skies
Spiritual lit by an unsetting sun,

As godheads live who care not for the world
And share not in the toil of Nature's powsis:
Absorbed in their self-gestasy they dwell.

Cast off the ambiguous myth of eartly’s desire,
Q immortal, to felicity arise.”

On Savitri listemng in her tranguil heart
To the harmony of the ensnaring voice
A joy exceeding earth’s and beaven's peured down,
The bliss of an unknown eternity,
A rapture from some waiting [nfinite,
A smile came rippling out in her wide eyes,
[ts confident folicity’s messenger
As if the first beam of the morning sun
Rippled along two wakened lotus-pools:
“0 besetter of man’s soul with life and death
And the worlds pleasure and pain and Day and Might,
Tempiing his heart with the far lure of heaven,
Testing his strength with the close touch of hell,
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I chimb not to thy everlasting Day,

Even as I have shunned thy eternal Night.

To me who turn not frem thy terrestrial Way,
Give back the other self my nature asks,

Thy spaces need him nof to help their joy;

Earth needs his beautiful spirit made by thee

To fiing delight down iike a net of gold.

Farth is the chosen place of mightiest souls;
Earth is the heroic spirit’s battlefield,

The forge where the Arch-mason shapes his works.
Thy servitudes on earth are greater, king,

Than ail the glorious liberties of heaven,

The heavens were once to me my natural home,
I too have wandered in star-jewelled groves,
Puced sun-gold pasturas and moon-sitver swards
And heard the harping laughter of their streams
And lingered under branches dropping myrrh;

I too have revelled o the fizlds of light

Tauched by the ethereal raiment of the wands,
Thy wonder-rounds of music T have trod,

Lived in the rhyme of bright unlabonring thoughts,
i have beat swift harmoniss of rapture vast,
Danced in spontaneons measures of the soul

The great and easy dances of the gods.

Oh, fragrant are the lanes thy children walk

And tovely is the memory of their feet

Amid the wonder-flowers of Paradise:

A heavier fread s ming, a mightier touch.

There where the gods and demons battle in night
Or wrestle on the bordars of the Sun,

‘Taught by the sweetness and the pain of life

To bear the uneven strenuous beat that throbs
Agamst the edge of some divinest hope,

To dare the impossible with these pangs of search,
In me the spirit of immorta] love

Stretches its arms out to embrace mankind.
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Too far thy heavens for me from suffering men.
Imperfect is the joy not shared by all.

Oh to spread forth, ok to encircle and seize
More hearts ll love in us has filed thy world!
O Tife, the life bengath the wheeling stars

For victory in the tournament with death,

For bending of the fierce and difficult bow,

For flashing of the splendid sword of God!

(0 thou who soundest the trumpet in the lists,
Part not the handle from the untried steel,

Take not the warrior with his blow unstruck.
Are there not still a million fights fo wage?

O King-smith, clang on still thy ol begun,
Weld us to one in thy strong smithy of hfe.

Thy fine-curved jewelled hilt call Savitri,

Thy blade’s exultant smile name Satyavan.
Fashion to beauty, point us through the world.
Break not the lyre before the song is found;

Are there not still nnmumbered chants to weave?
) subtle-souled musician of the years,

Play out what thou hast fluted on my stops;
Arise from the strain their first witd plaint divined
And that discover which 1s ye¢t unsung.

I know that I can lift man’s soul to God,

I know that he can bring the Immortal down.
Our wilf labours permitted by thy will

And without thee an ampty roar of storm,

A senseless whirlwind is the fitan’s force

And without thee a snare the strength of gods,
Let not the inconscient gulf swallow man’s race
That through carth’s ignorance striggles towards the Light,
O thunderer with the lightnings of the soul,
Give not to darkness and to death thy sun,
Achieve thy wisdam’s hidden firm decree

And the mandate of thy secret world-wide love.”
Her words failed lost in thought's immensities
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Whizh seized them at the limits of their cry
And hid their meaning jn the distances

That stit ta more than ever speech has won
From the Unthinkable, end of all our thought,
And ke ineffable from whom all words come,

Then with a siile august as noonday heavens
The godhead of the vision wonderful:
“How shall earth-nature and man’s nature rise
To the celestial levels, vet earth abide?
Heaven and earth towards each other gaze
Across a pulf that few can ¢ross; none touch,
Arriving through a vague ethereal mist
Dut of which all things form that move in space,
The shore that all can see but never reach.
Heaven's light visits sometimes the mind of carth;
its thoughts burn in her sky like lonely stars;
In her heart there move celestial seekings soft
And beautiful like flutiering wings of birds,
Visicns of joy that she can never win
Traverse the fading mirror of her dreams.
Faint seeds of light and bliss bear sorrowful flowers,
Faint harmonies caught from a half-heard song
Fall swooning mid the wandering voices’ jar,
Foam from the tossing luminous seas where dwells
The beautiful and far delight of gods,
Raptures unknown a miracled happiness
Thrill her and pass half-shaped to mind and sense.
Abuove her little finite steps she feels,
Careless of knot or pause, worlds which weave out
A strange perfection beyond law and rule,
A universe of self-found felicity,
An inexpressible rhythm of timeless beats,
The many-movemented heart-beats of the One,
Magic of the boundless harmonies of self,
Order of the freedom of the infinite,
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The wonder-plastics of the Absolute,

There is the All-Truth and there the timeless bliss.
But hers are fragments of a star-Tost gleam,

Hers are but careless visits of the gods.

They are a Light that fails, 2 Word soon hushed

And nothing they mean can stay for long on earth.

There are high glimpses, not the lasting sight.
A few can ¢limb ta an unperishing sun,

Or live on the edges of the mystic moon

And channel to earth-roind the wizard rav.,

The heroes and the demi-gods are few

To whom the close immortal voices speak

And 1o their acts the heavenly clan are near,
Few are the silences in which Truth 1s heard,
Unveiling the timeless utterance in her deeps;
Few are the splendid moments of the seers.
Heaven's call is rare, rarer the heart that heeds;
The doors of light are sealed to common mind,
And earth's needs nail to earth the human mass,
Only in an uplifting hour of stress

Men answer to the touch of greater things:

Qr, raised by some strong hand to breathe heaven-air,
They slide back to the mud from which they climbed;
In the mud of which they are made, whose law they know

They joy in safe return to a friendly base,

And, though something in them weeps for the glory lost

And greatness murdered, they accept their fall.
To be the commen man they think the best,
To live as others live is their delight.

For most are built on Nature's earthly plan
And owe small debt to a superior plane;

The human average is their level pitch,

A thinking animal’s material range.

In the long ever-mounting hierarchy,

In the stark economy of cosmic lifc

Each creature to its appointed task and place
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Iz bound by his nature's form, his spirit’s force.
1T this were easily disturbed, it would break
The setiled balance of created things;

The perpeiual order of the umiverse

Wouid tremhble, and a gap vawn in woven Fate,
If men were not and ail were brilliant gods,
The mediatmg stair would then be lost

By which the spirit awake in Matter winds
Accepting the circuits of the Middle Way,

By heavy toil and slow aconic steps

Reaching the bright miraculous fringe of God,
Into the glory of the Oversoul.

My will, my call 15 there in men and things:
But the Inconscient lies at the world’s grey back
And draws to its breast of Might and Death and Slezp.
Impriscned in its dark and dumb abyss

A little consciousness it lets escape

Bur jealous of the growing light holds back
Closs to the obscure edges of its cave

As if a fond ignorant mother kept her child
Tied to her apron strings of Nescience,

The Inconscient could not read without man’s mind
The mystery of the world its sleep has made:
Man is its key to unlock a conscious door.,

But still 1t holds him dangled in its grasp:

it draws its gant circle round his thoughts,

It shuts his heart fo the supernal Light,

A high and dazzling [imit shines above,

A black and blinding border rules below:

His mind is closed between two firmaments.
He seeks through words and images the Truth,
And, poring on surfaces and brute outsides

Or dipping cautious feet in shallow seas,

Even his Knowledpe is an Ignorance.

He 1s barred out from his own inner depths:
He cannet look on the face of the Unknown.
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How shall he see with the Omniscient’s eyes,
How shall he will with the Omnipoteni’s lorce?
O too compassionate and eaper Dawn,

Leave to the circling acons’ lardy pace

And to the working of the inconscient Will,
Leave to its imperfect light the earthly race:
All shall be done by the long act of Time.
Although the race 15 bound by its own kind,
The soul in man is greater than his fate:
Above the wash and surge of Time and Space,
Disengaging from the cosmic commonalty

By which all life is kin in grief and joy,
Delivered from the universal Law

The sun-like single and trunscendent spinit
Can blaze its way through the mind’s barrer wall
And burn alone in the eternal sky,

Inhabitant of a wide and endless calm.

O Flame, withdraw inlo thy luminous self

Or clse return to thy original might

On a seer-summit above thought and world;
Pariner of my unhoured eternity,

Be one with the infinity of my power:

For thou art the World Mothoer and the Bride.
Out of the fruitless yearning of earth’s life,
Out of her feshle unconvincing dream,
Recovering wings that cross tofinity

Pass back into the Power from which thon cam’st.

Fo that thou canst uplift thy formless flight,
Thy heart can rise from its unsatisfied beats
And feel the immortal and spiritual joy

Of a soul that never Tost felicity.

Lift up the fallen heart of love which flutters,
Cast down desire’s abyss into the gulfs.

For ever rescued out of Nature’s shapes
Discover what the aimless cycles want,

There intertwined with all thy life has meant,
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Here vainly sought in & terrestrial form.
Break inte cternity ihy mortal mouid,;

Melt, Lightning, into thy invisible flame.
Clasp, Ocean, deep into thyself thy wave,
Hiappy for ever in the ¢embosoming surge.
Grow one with the still passion of the depths,
Ther shait thou know the Lover and the Loved,
Leaving the limits dividing him and thee.
Receive him inte boundless Savitr,

Lose thyself into nfinite Satyavan,

O miracle wherg thou beganst there ceasel™

But Savitri answered to the radiant God:
“In vain thou temptst with solitary bliss
Two spirits saved out of a suffering world;
My soul and his indissofubly hinked
In the cne task for which our lives were born,
Tt raise the world to God 1o deathless Light,
To bring God down to the world on earth we came,
To change the earthly life to life divine,
I keep miy will to save the world and man;
Even the charm of thy alluring voice,
( blissful godhead, cannot seize and snare.
I sacrifice not earth to happier worlds.
Because there dwelt the Eternal’s vast Idea
And his dynamic will in men and things,
5o only could the enormous scene begin.
Whence came this profitless wilderness of stars,
This mighty barren wheeling of the suns?
Who made the soul of futile life in Time,
Planted a purpose and a hope in the heart,
Set Nature to a huge and meaningless task
Or planned her million-aconed effort’s waste ?
What force condemned to birth and death and tears
These conscious creatures crawling on the globe?
If earth can look up to the light of heaven
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And hear an answer to her lonely cry,

Not vain thelr meeting, nor heaven’s louch a snare,
If thoo and T are true, the world is true;
Although thou hide thyself behind thy works,

To be 15 not a senseless paradox;

Since God has made earth, earth must make in her God;
What hides*within her breast she must reveal.

1 claim thee for the world that thou hast made.
I 'man lives bound by his humanity,

If he is tied for ever to his pain,

Let a greater being then arise from man,

The superhuman with the Frernal mate

And the Immortaf shine through earthly forms.
Else were creation vain and this great world

A nothing that in Time’s moments seems to be.
But T have seen through ihe insentient mask:

I have fell a seeret spirit stir in things

Carrying the body of the growing God:

It Tocks through veiling forms at veilless truth,

1t pushes back the curtain of the gods,

It climbs towards its own eternity.”

But the god answered to the woman’s heart:

*Q living power of the incarnate Word,

All that the Spirit has dreamed thou canst creare:
Thou art the force by which 1 made the worlds,
Thou art my vision and my will and voics.

But knowledge too is thine, the world-plan thou knowest
And the tardy process of the pace of Time.

[n the impetuous dove of thy heart of flame,

[n thy passion to deliver man and zarth,
Indignant at the impediments of Time

And the slow evolution’s sluggard steps,

Lead not the spint in an ignorant world

To dare too soon the adventure of the Light,
Pushing the bound and slumbering god 1n man
Awzkened mid the ineffable siences
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Into endless vistas of the anksown and unseen,
Across the {ast confines of the imiting Mind
And the Superconscient’s perilous border line
Inte the danger of the Infinite.

But if thou wilt not wait for Time and God,

Do then thy work and foree thy will on Fate,
As I heve taken from thee my load of night
And taken from thee my twilight's doubts and dreams,
5S¢ now 1 take my light of utter Day.

These are my symbol kingdoms but not here
Can the great cholee be made that fixes fate

Or attersd the sanction of the Voice supreme.
Arise upon a ladder of greater worlds

To the infinity where no world can be.

But not in the wide air where a greater Life
Upilifts its mystery and i#ts miracle,

And not on the luminous peaks of summit Mind,
Or in the hold where subtle Mattet’s spirit
Hides in ifs light of shimmering secrecies,

Can there be heard the Eternal’s firm command
That joins the head of destiny to its base.

These only are the mediating links:

Not theirs is the originating sight

Nor the fulfitfing act or last support

That bears perpetually the cosmic pile,

Two are the Powers that hold the ends of Time;
Spirit foresees, Matter unfolds its thought,

The dumb executor of God’s decrees,

Omitting no iota and no dot,

Agent unguestioning, fuconscient, stark,
Evolving inevitably a charged content,

Intention of his force in Time and Space,

In animate beings and inanimate things
Imimutably it fuifils its ordered task.

It cancels not a tittle of things done:
Unswerving from the oracular command
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[t alters noi the steps of the Unseen.

If thou must indecd deliver man and earth

On the gpiritual heights, look down on hife,
Discover the truth of God and man and world;
Then do thy task knowing and seeing ajl.

Ascend, O soul, inte thy timefess scif

Choose destiny’s curve and stamp thy will on Tima.”
Hz ended and upon the falling sound

A power went forth that shook the founded spheres
And loosed the slakes that hold the tents of form.
Absolved from vision®s grip and the folds of thought,
Rapt from her sense Iike disappearing scenes

In the stupendous theatre of Space

The heaven-worlds vanished in spiritual light.

A movement was abroad, a c¢ry, a word,
Beginningless in its vast discovery,

Momentless it its unthinkable return:

Choired in calm seas she heard the cternal Thought
Rhythming itself abroad unutterably

In spaceless orbits and on timeless roads,

In an inetiable world she lived fulfilled.

An energy of the triune Infinite,

In a measureless Reality she dwelt,

A rapture and a being and a force,

A linked and myriad-motioned plenitude,

A virgin unity, a luminous speuse,

Housing a multitudinous embrace

To marry all in God’s immense delight,

Bearing the eternity of every spirit,

Bearing the burden of universal love,

A wonderful mother of unnumbered souls.

All things she knew, all things imagined or willed,
Her ear was opened to ideal sound,

Shape the convention bound no more her sight,

A thousand doors of oneness was her heart,

A crypt and sanctuary of brooding light
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Appeared, the fast recess of things beyond.

Then in jis round the enormous fiat paused,
Sifence zave back to the Unknowabie

Al it had given. Stiil was her listening thought,
The form of things had ceased witlun her soul.
Invisible that perfect godhead now.

Araund her some tremendous spirit Jived,
Mysterious flame around a melting pearl,

And i the phantom of abolished Space

There was a voice unheard by ears that cried:
“Choose, spirif, thy supreme choice not given again;
For now from my highest being looks at thee
The namcless formless peace where all things rest.
In a happy vast sublime cessation know, —

An bmmense extinction in eteraity,

A point that disappears in the infinite, —

Felicity of the extinguished flame,

Last sinking of 4 wave in a boundlcss sea,

End ol the trouble of thy wandering thoughits,
Close of the journeying of thy pilgrim soul.
Accept, O music, weariness of thy notes,

O stream, wide breaking of thy channel banks.”
The moments fell into eternity.

But soineoine vearned within a bosom unknown.
And silently the woman’s heart replied:

“Thy peace, G Lord, 2 boon within 1o keep
Amd the roar and ruin of wild Time

For the magnificent soul of man on earth.

Thy calm, O Lord, that bears thy hands of joy.”
Limitless like ocean round a lonely isle

A second time the eternad cry arose:

“Wide open are the ineffable gates in front.

My spirit [eans down to break the knot of earth,
Amaoroys of oneness without thought or sign

To cast down wall and fence, to strip heaven bare,
See with the large eve of infinity,



Savitil - Book Eleven - Canto One 597

Unweave the stars and into silence pass,”

In an immense and world-destroying pause

She heard a million creatures crv to her.

Through the tremendous stillness of her thoughts
Immeasurably the woman's nature spoke:

“Thy oneness, Loxd, in many approaching hearts,
My sweet infinity of thy numberless souls.”
Mightily retreating like a sea in ebb

A third time swelled the preat admonishing call:
“I spread abread ihe refuge of my wings.

QOut of its imecommunicable deeps

My power looks forth of mightiest splendour, stilled
Into its majesty of sleep, withdrawn

Above the dreadful whirlings of the world.”

A sob of things was answer to the volee,

And passionately the woman’s heart replied:
“Thy energy, Lord, to seize on woman and man,
To take all things and creatures in their grief
And gather them Into & mother’s arms.”

Solemn and distant like 2 seraph’s Iyrc

A last great time the warning sound was heard:
“I open the wide eye of solitude

To uncover the voiceless raplure of my bliss,
Where in a pure and exquisite hush it lies
Motronless in its slumber of ecstasy,

Resting from the sweet madness of the dance
Out of whose beat the throb of hearts was born.”
Breaking the silence with appeal and cry

A hymn of adoraiion tireless climbed,

A music beat of winged uniting souls,

Then all the woman yearningly replied:

*Thy embrace which rends the [iving knot of pain,
Thy joy, O Lord, in which ail creaiures breathe,
Thy magic flowing waters of deep love,

Thy sweetness gl,ii.-‘e to me for earth and men.”
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Then after silence 2 still biissful ary
Began, such as arose from the Infinife
When the first whisperings of a sirange delight
fmagined in its deep the jov to seek,
The passion to discover aad to touch,
The enamonred lapgh which rhymed the chanting worlds:
“O beautifu} body of the incarnate Word,
Thy thoughts are mine, T have speken with ihy voice,
My will is thine, what thou hast chosen I choose.
All thou hast asked 1 give to earth and men.
All shall be written out in destiny’s book
By my trusiee of thought and plan and act,
The executor of my will, eternal Time.
But since thou hast refused my maimless Calm
And turned from my termless peace in which i3 expunged
The visags of Space, and the shape of Time is lost,
And from happv extinction of thy scparate seff
In my uncompanioned lonc etermify, —
IFor not for thee the nameless worldless Nought,
Annilulation of thy living soul
And the end of thought and hope and life and love
In the blank mecasureless Unknowable, —
Because thou hast obeyed my timeless will
I lay my hands upon thy soul of flame,
I lay my hands upon thy heart of love,
I yoke thee to my power of work in Time.
Because thou hast obeyed my timeless will,
Because thou hast chosen o share earth’s struggle and fate
And leaned in pity over earth-bound men
And turned aside to help and vearned 1o save,
I bind by thy heart’s passion thy heart to mine
And lay my splendid yoke upon thy soul.
Now will T do in thee my marvellous works,
I will fasten, thy nature with my cords of strength,
Subdue to my delight thy spiril’s limbs
And make thee a vivid knot of all my bliss,
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And build in thee my prowd and crystal home.
Thy days shail be my shafis of power and light,
Thy nights my starry mysteries of joy

And all my clouds lie tangled in thy hair

And all my springtides marry in thy mouth.

O Sun-Word, thou shalt raisc the earth-soul to Light
And bring down God into the lives of men;
Earth shall be my work-chamber and my house,
My garden of life to plant a seed divine.

When all thy work in human time 1s done,

The mind of ¢arth shall be a home of light,

The hife of earth a tree growing towards heaven,
The body of earth a tabernacle of God,
Awakened from the mortal’s ignotance

Men shall be Iit with the Eternal’s ray

And the glory of my sun-iift in their thoughts
And feel in their hearts the swcetness of my love
And in their acts my Power's miraculous drive.
My will shall be the meaning of their days;
Living for me, by me, in me they shall live.

In the heart of my creation’s mysiery

I will enact the drama of thy soul,

Inscribe the long romance of Thee and Me.

[ will pursue thee across the century;

Thou shalt be hunted through the world by love,
MNaked of ignorance’ protecting veil

And withoul covert from my radiant gods

No shape shall screen thee from my divine desire.
WNowhere shalt thou escape my living oves.

In the nudity of thy discovered self

In a bare Identity with all that is,

Disrobed of thy covenng of humanity,

Divested of the dense veil of human theught,
Made one with every mind and body and heart,
Made one with all naturc and with self and Gad,
Summing in thy single sonl my mystic world
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Fwill possess in thee my vniverse,

The universe find all 1 am 2 thee,

Tho shait bear all things that all things may change,

Thou shalt 717 all with my splendour and my bliss,

Thou shalt mect al! with my transmuting soul.

Assziled by mv infiiludes above,

And guivering in immensities below,

Pursued by me throueh my mind’s wall-less vast,
ceanic with the surges of my life,

A swhmmer lost between two lcaplng seas

By my outer pains and inner sweetnesses

Finding my oy in my opposite myvstaries

Thou shalt respond to me from overy nerve.

A vision shall compel thy coursing breath,

Thy heart shail drive thee an the wheel of works,

Thy mind shall urge thee through the fames of thought,

Ta mest me 1n the abyss and on the heights,

To {eel me in ihe tempest and the calm

And love me 1n the noble and the vile,

{n heautiful things and terrible desire,

The pains of hell shall be to thee my kiss,

The flowers of heaven persuade thee with my touch.

My fiercest masks shall my attractions bring.

Music shall find thee in the voice of swards,

Beaury pursue thee through the core of flame.

Thou shalt know me in the rolling of the spheres

And cross me in the atoms of the whirl.

The wheeling forces of my universe

Shall cry to thee the summoens of my name,

Delight shall drop down from my nectarous moon,

My fragrance seize thee in the jasmine’s snare,

My eye shall Jook upon thee from the sun.

Mirror of Wature's secret spirtt made,

Thou shalt reflect my hidden heart of joy,

Thow shalt drink down my sweetness unalloyed

In my pure lotus-cup of starry brim.,
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My dreadful hands laid on thy bosem shall force
Thy being bathed in fiercest longings’ streams.
Thou shalt discover the one and quivering note
And cry, the harp of all my melodies,

And roll, my foaming wave in seas of love.

Even my disasters” cluich shall be to thee

The ordeal of my rapture’s contrary shape:

In pain’s self shall smile on thee my secret face:
Thou shalt bear my ruthless beauty unabridged
Amid the world’s intolerable wrongs,

Trampled by the violent misdeeds of Time

Cry out to the ecstasy of my rapture’s touch.

All beings shall be to thy life my emissaries;
Drawn to me on the bosom of thy friend,
Compelled to meet me in thy enemy’s eyes,

My ereatures shall demand me from thy heart.
Thou shalt not shrink from any brother soul.
Thou shalt be attracted helplessly to all.

Men seeing thee shall feel my hands of ioy,

I sorrow’s pangs feel steps of the world’s delight,
Their ife experience its tumultuous shock

In the muteal craving of two opposites.

Hearts touched by thy love shall answer to my call,
Discover the ancient wusic of the spheres

fo the revealing accents of thy voiee,

And nearer draw to me because thou art:
Enamoured of thy spirit’s lovehiness

They shall embrace my body in thy soul,

Hear in thy Iife the beauty of my laugh,

Know the thrilled bliss with which I made the worids.

All that thou hast, shall be for cthers’ bliss,

All that thou art, shalt to my hands belong.

I will pour delight from thee as from a jar,

I will whirl thee as my chariot through the ways,
I will use thee as my sword and as my lyre,

I will play on thee my minstrelsies of thought.

7



Savitrl - Book Efeven - Caonfo One 72

And when thou art vibrant with all ecstasy,
And when thou liv'st one spirit with all things,
Then wili T spare thee not my living fires,

But make thee a channel for my timeless force.
My hidden presence led thee unknowing on
From thy beginming i garth’s volceless bosoin
Through Life and pain and time and will and death,
Through outer shocks and mper silences
Along the mysfic roads of Space and Time

To the experience which all Nature hides.

Who hunts and seizes me, my captive grows:
This shalt thou henceforth learn from thy heart-beats,
For ever love, O beautiful slave of God!

( lasso of my rapture’s widening noose,
Become my cord of universal love.

The spirit cnsnared by thee foree to delight

Of creation’s oneness sweet and fathomless,
Compelled to embrace my myriad untties

And all my endless forms and divine souls,

Q Mind, grow full of the eternal peace;

Q Word, cry out the immortal litany:

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

“Descend to hfe with him thy heart desires.
0O Satvavan, O luminous Savitr,
I sent you forth of old beneath the stars,
A dual power of God in an ignorant world,
In a hedged creation shut from limitless self,
Bringing down God to the insentient globe,
Lifting earth-beings to immortality.
In the world of my knowledge and my ignorance
Where (God is unseen and only is heard a Name
And knowlcdge is trapped in the boundaries of mind
And life is hauled in the drag-net of desire
And Matter hides the soul from its own sight,
You are my Force at work to uplifl earth’s fate,
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My seif that moves up the immense incline
Between the exiremes of the spirit’s night and day.
He is my soul that climbs {rom nescient Night
Through life and mind and supernature’s Vast
To the supernal light of Timelessness

And my Efernity hid in moving Time

And my boundlessness cat by the curve of Space,
Tt climbs to the greatness it has left behind

And to the beauty and joy from which it fell,

To the closeness and sweetness of all things divine,
To light without bounds and life illimitable,
Taste of the depths of the Incffable’s bliss,
Touch of the immortal and the infinite.

He is my soul that propes out of the heast

To reach humanity's heights of lucent thought,
And the vicinity of Truth's sublime.

He 1s the godhead growing in human lives

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

He is the soul of man climbing to God

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

O Savitri, thou art my spirit’s Power,

The revealing voice of my immortal Word,

The face of Trutk upon the roads of Time
Pointing to the souls of men the routes to God.
While the dim lght from the veiled Spirit’s peak
Falls upon Matter's stark inconscient sleep

As if a pale moonbeam on 2 dense glade,

And Mind in a half-light moves amid half-iruths
And the human heart knows only human love
And life is a stumbling and imperfect force

And the body counts cut its precarious days,
You shail be born into man’s dubious hours

In forms that hide the soul’s divinity

And show through veils of the earth’s doubting air
My glory breaking as through clouds a sun,

Qr burning like a rare and inward fire,

203
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And with my nameless influence fill men’s lives,
Yet shall they look up as to peaks of God

And feel God like a circumambient air

And rest on God as on a motioniess base.

Yet shall there glow on mind like a horned moon
The spirit’s crescent splendour in pale skies
And light man’s Hfe apon his Godward road.
But tmore there is concealed in God’s Beyond
That shall one day reveal its hidden facz.

Now mind is ail and its uncertain ray,

Mind is the Ieader of the body and life,

Mind the thought-driven chariot of the soul
Carrying the luminous wanderer in the night
To wvistas of a far uncertain dawn,

Ta the end of the Spint’s fathomless desire,

To its dream of absolute truth and utter bhiss,
There are greater destinies mind cannot surmise,
Fixed on the summit of the evolving Path

The Traveller now treads in the Ignorance,
Unaware of his next step, not knowing his goal.
Mind is not all his tirgless climb can reach,
There is a fire on the apex of the worlds,

There is a house of the Elernal’s Light,

There is an infimte fruth, an absolute power.
The spirit’s mightiness shall cast off its mask;
Its greatness shall be felt shaping the world's course.
It shall be seen in its own veilless beams.

A star vising from the Inconscicnt’s night,

A sun climbing to Supernature’s peak.
Abandening the dubious Middle Way

A few shall glimpse the miraculous Origin

And some shai] feel in you the secret Force
And they shall turn to meet a nameless tread,
Adventurers into a mightier Day.

Ascending out of the limiting breadths of mind,
They shall discover the world’s huge design
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And step into the Truth, the Right, the Vast.
You shall reveal to them the hidden eternities,
The breath of infinitudes not yet revealed,

Some rapture of the bliss that made the world,
some rash of the force of God's omnipotence,
Some beam of the omnaiscient Mystery.

RBut whean the hour of the Divine draws near,
The Mighty Mother shall take birth in Time
And God be born into the human clay

In fortms made ready by your human lives.
Then shall the Truth supreme be given to men.
There is a being beyond the being of mind,

An Immeasurable cast into many forms,

A miracle of the multitudinous One.

There is a consciousness mind cannot touch,

Its speech cannot utier aer its thought reveal,

{t has no home on earth, no centre in man,

Yet is the source of all things thought and done,
The fount of the creation and its works.

It is the originer of all truth here,

The sun-orb of mind’s fragmentary rays,
Infinity’s heaven that spills the rain of God,
The [mmense that calls te man to cxpand the Spirit,
The wide Aim that justifies his narrow attempts,
A channel for the little he tastes of bliss.

Some shall be made the glory’s receptacles

And vehicles of the Elernal’s luminous power.
These are the high forerunners, the heads of Time,
The great deliverers of earth-bound mind,

The high transfigurers of human clay,

The first-born of a new supernal race.

The incarnate dual Power shall open God’s door,
Eternal supermind touch earthly Time,

The superman shall wake in mortal man

And manifest the hidden demi-god

Or grow into the God-Light and God-Force
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Revealing the secret deity m the cave,

Then shail the earth be touched by the Supreme,
His bright unwveiled Transecendence shall llumine
The mind and heart, and force the life and act
To interpret his mexpressible mystery

In a heavenly alphabet of Divinity's signs.

Iis living cosmic spirit shall enring,

Annuiling the decree of death and pain,

Erasing the formulas of the Tenorance,

With the deep meanring of beanty and life’s hid sanse,
The being ready for immortality,

His regard crossing infinity's mystic waves

Bring back to Nature her garly jov to live,

The metred heact-beats of & lost delight,

The cry of a forgotien ecstasy,

The dance of the first world-creating Bliss.

The Immanent shall be the witness God
Waiching on his many-petalled lotus-theone,

His actionless being and his silent mighi

Ruling earth-nature by Eternity’s law,

A thinker waking the Inconscient’s world,

An immobile centre of many infinitudes

In his thousand-pillared temple by Time's sea.
‘Then shali the embodied being live as one

Who is a thought, a wili of the Divine,

A mask or robe of his divinity,

An instrument and partner of his Foree,

A point or ling drawn in the infinite,

A mamlest of the Imperishable.

The supermind shall be his nature’s fount,

"The Eternal's truth shall mould his thoughts and acts,
The Eternal’s truth shall be his light and guide.
All then shall change, a magic order come
Overtopping this mechanical universe,

A mightier race shall inhabit the mortal’s wodld,
On Nature’s luminous tops, on the Spirit’s ground,
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The superman shall reign as king of life,

Make earth almost the mate and peer of heaven
And lead towards God and truth man’s ignorant earth
And Ift towards godhead his mortality.

A power released from circumscribing bounds,

1ts beight pushed up bevond death’s hungry reach,
Life’s tops shall flame with the Immortal’s thoughts,
Light shall invade the darkness of its base,

Then in the process of evolving Time

All shall be drawa into a single plan,

A divine harmony shall be earth’s law,

Beauty and Joy remouid her way to live:

Even the body shall remember God,

Nature shall draw back from mortality

And Spirit’s fires shall guide the earth’s blind force;
Knowledge shall bring iato the aspirant Thought
A high proximity to Truth and God.

The supermind shall ¢laim the world for Light
And thrill with love of God the enamoured heart
And place Light's crown on Nature’s hifted head
And found Light’s reign on her unshaking base,
A greater truth than earth’s shall roof-in 2arth
And shed its sunlight on the roads of mind;

A power infallible shal lead the thought,

A seeing Puissance govern life and act,

In earihly hearts kindle the Immortal’s fire,

A soul shall wake in the Ingonscient’s house;

The mind shail be God-vision’s tabernacle,

The body intuition’s instrument,

And life a channel for God's visibie power.

All earth shall be the Spirit’s manifest home,
Hidden no more by the body and the hife,

Hidden no more by the mind’s ignorance;

An unerring Hand shall shape event and act.

The Spint’s eyes shall look through Nature's eyes,
The Spirit’s force shall occupy Nature’s force.
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This world shail be God™s visible garden-house,
The carth shall he a field and camp of God,
Man shall forpet consent to mortalty

And his embedied {raif impermanence.

This universe shall unseal its occull sense,
Creation’s process change its antigue front,

An ignorant evolution’s hierarchy

Release the Wisdom chained below its base.
The Spirit shall be the master of his world
Lurking no more in form’s obscurity

And Nature shall reverse her action’s rule,

The cutward world disclose the Truth it veils;
All things shall manifest the covert God,

All shail reveal the Spirit’s light and might
And move to its destiny of felicity.

Even should a hostile force cling to its reign
And claim 1fs right’s perpetual sovereignty

- And man refuse his high spiritual fate,

Yet shali the secret Truth in things prevail.
For in the march of all-fulfilling Time

The hour must come of the Transcendent's will:
All turns and winds towards his predestined ends
In Nature’s fixed inevitable course

Decreed since the beginning of the worlds

In the deep essence of created things:

Even there shall come as a high crown of all
The end of Death, the death of Ignorance.

But {irst high Truth must set her feet on earth
And man aspire to the Eternals light

And ail his members feel the Spirit’s touch
And all his life obey an inner Force.

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

A body of the Superconscient’s truth,

A native field of Supernature’s mights:

1t shall make earth’s nescient ground Truth's colony,
Make even the Ignorance a transparent robe
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Through which shall shine the brilliant limbs of Truth
And Truth shall be a sun on Natures head
And Truth shall be the guide of Nature's steps
And Truth shall gaze ont of her nether deeps.
When superman is born as Nature’s king

His presence shall transfigure Matter's world :
He shall light up Truth’s fire in Nature's night,
He shall lay upon the earth Truth's greater law:
Man too shall turn towards the Spirit’s call.
Awake to his hidden possibility,

Awake 1o all that slept within his heart

And all that Nature meant when earth was formed
And the Spirit made this igrorant world his home,
He shall aspire to Truth and God and Bliss.
Interpreter of a diviner law

And instrament of a supreme design

The higher kind shall lean to lift up man.

Man shall desire to climb to his own heights.
The truth above shall wake a nether truth;
Even the dumb earth become a sentient foree,
The Spirit’s tops and Nature's base shall draw
Near to the secret of their separate truth

And know each other as one deity.

The Spirit shall look cut through Matter's gaze
And Matter shall reveal the Spirit’s face,

Then man and superman shall be at one

And ali the earth become a single life.

Even the multitude shall hear the Voice

And turn to commune with the Spirit within
And strive to obey the high spiritual law:

This earth shall stir with impulses sublime,
Humanity awake to decpest self,

Nature the hidden godhead recognise,

Lven the many shall some answer make

And bear the splendour of the Divine’s rush
And his impetuous knock at unseen doors.
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A heavenlier passion shall upheave men’s lives,
Their mind shalt share in the ineffable gleam,
Their heart. shall feel the ecstasy and the fire,
Earth’s bodies shall be conscious of a soul;
Mortality’s bond-slaves shall unloose their bonds,
Mere men into spiritual bemgs grow

And see awake the dJumb divinity.

[ntuitive beams shall touch the nature’s peaks,

A revelation stir the nature’s depths:

The Truth shall be the leader of their lives,

Truth shall dictate their thought and speech and aet,
They shall fecl themselves lifted nearer 1o the sky,
As if a little iower than the gods.

FFor knowledge shall pour down s radiant strcams
And even darkened mind quiver with new life
And kindle and burn with the Ideal’s fire

And tuen to escape from mortal 1gnorance.

The frontiers of the [gnorance shall recede,

More and more sculs shall enter into light,

Minds Ist, inspired, the occult summoner hear
And lives blaze with a sudden 1nner flame

And hearts grow enamoured of divine delight
And human wills tune to the divine will,

These separate selves the Spirit's oneness feel,
These senses of heavenly sense grow capable,

The flesh and nerves of a strange ethereal joy
And mortal bodies of immortality.

A divine force shall flow through tissue and cell
And take the charge of breath and speech and act
And all the thoughts shall be a glow of suns

And every feeling a celestial thrill,

Often a lustrous inner dawn shall come

Lighiing the chambers of the slumbering mind ;

A sudden bliss shall run through every limb

And Nature with 2 mightier Presence fill.

Thus shall the earth open to divinity

And common natures feel the wide uptift,
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Hlumine common agts with the Spinit’s ray
And meet the deity in common things,
Nature shall live to manifest secret God,
The Spirit shall take up the human play,
This earthly life become the life divine.”

The measure of that subtle music ceased.
Drown with a hurried swimming floating lapse
Through unseen worlds and boitomless spaces forced
Sank hke a star the soul of Saviiri.

Amidst a laughter of unearthly Iyres

She heard arouwnd her nameless voices cry
Trivmphing, an innumerable sound.

A choir of laughing winds to meet her came.

She bore the burden of infinity

And felt the stir of all ethereal space.

Pursning her in her fall, implacably swezt,

A face was over her which seemed a youth’s,
Syritbol of all the beauty eves see not,

Crowned as with peacock plumes of porgeous hue
Framing a sapphire, whose heart-disturbing smile
Insatiably attracted to delight,

Voluptuous tc the embraces of her soul.
Changed in its shape, vet rapturously the same,
It grew a woman’s dark and beauntiful

Like a mooned night with drifting star-gemimed clouds,
A shadowy glory and a stormy depth,

Turbulent in will and terrible in love,

Eves in which Nature’s blind ecstatic life

Sprang from some spirit’s passicnaie conient,
Missioned her to the whirling dance of earth.
Amidst the headlong rapture of her fail

Held like a bird in a child’s satisfied hands,

In an enamoeured grasp her spitit strove
Admitting no release till Time should end,

And, as the fruit of the mysterious joy,

She kept within her strong embosoming soul
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Epilogue

The Return to Earth

Out of abysmal trance her spirit woke.

Lain on the earth-mother’s calm ineonscient breast
She saw the green-clad branches lean above
Guarding her sleep with their enchanted life,

And overhead a blue-winged ecstasy

Fluttered from bough fo bough with high-pitched call.
Into the magic secrecy of the woods

Peering through an cmerald fattice-window of leaves,
In indolent skies reclined, the thinning day

Turned to its slow fall info evening’s peace.

She pressed the Iiving body of Satyavan:

On her body's wordless joy to be and breathe

She bore the blisstul burden of his head

Between her breasts” warm labour of delight,

The waking gladness of her members felt

The weight of heaven in his limbs, a touch

Summing the whole felicity of things,

And all her life was conscious of his life

And all her being rejoiced enfolding his.

The tmmense remoteness of her trance had passed;
Human she was once more, earth’s Saviiri,

Yet felt in her illimitable change.

A power dwelt in her soul too great for earih,

A bliss lived in her heart too large for heavern.

Light too intense for thought and love too boundiess
For earth’s emotions lit her skies of mind

And spread through her deep and happy seas of soul.
AlE that is sacred in the world drew near

To her divine passivity of mood.

A marvellous voice of silence breathed its thoughts.
All things in Time and Space she had taken for hers;
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[a her they moved, by her they lived and were,
The whote wide world clung to her for delight,
Creatad for her ap! embrace of jove,

Now In her spaceless self released from bounds
Unnumbered years seemed moments long drawn out,
The briliiant time-flakes of etcrnity.
Cutwimgings of a bird from its bright home,
Her earthly morns wers radiant flights of joy,
Boundiess she was, 4 form of infinity.

Absorbed no longer by the moment’s beat

Her spint the unending future felt

And [ved with all the unbeginning past.

Her Iife was a dawn's viclorious opening,

The past and unborn days had joined their dreams,
Old vanished eves and far arriving noons
Hinted te her a vision of prescient hours.
Supine in musing bliss she lay awhile

Green to the wonder of a waking trance;
talf-risen then she sent her paze around,

As if to recaver old sweet trivial threads,

0ld happy thoughts, small treasured memories,
And weave them into one immortal day.

Ever she held on the paradise of her breast

Her lover charmed into a fathomless sieep,

Lain like ar infant spirit upaware

Lulied on the verge of two consenting worlds,
But soon she leaned down over her foved Lo call
His mmd back to her with her travelling touch
On his closed eyelids; settled was her still look
Of strong delight, vot yearning now, but large
With hmitless jov or sovereien last content,
Pure, passionate with the passion of the gods.
Desire st” " —ot its wings; for all was made
An overs ; of celestial rays

Like the ed control of sky on plain,
Heaven’s 1g down to embrace from all sides earth,
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A quief rapture, a vast security,

Then sighing to her touch the soft-wingad sleep
Rose hovering from his flower-hike lids and flew
Murmurous away. Awake, he found her eyes
Waiting for his, and felt her hands, and saw

The earth his home given back fo him once more
And her made his again, his passions all,

With lis arms™ encircling hold around her lncked,
A hwing knot 1o maks possession close,

He murmured with hesitating lips her name,
And vaguely recollecting wonder cried,

“Whenee hast thou brought me captive back, love-chatned,

To thee and sunlight’s walls, O gelden beam
Axnd casket of all sweetness, Savitn,

Godhead and woman, meonlight of my soul?
For surely T have travelled in strange worlds
By thee compantoned, 4 pursting spitit,
Together we have disdained the gates of night;
T have turned away from the celestial's joy

And heaven’s insnfficient without thes,

Where niow has passed that formidable Shape
Which rose against us, the Spirit of the Void,
Claiming the world for Death and Nothingness,
Denying God and Soul? Or was all a dream
Or a vision seen in a spiritual sleep,

A symbol of the oppositions of Time

Or a mind-Jit beacon of significance

Tn some stress of darkness lighting on the Way
Or guiding a swimmer through the straits of Death,
Or finding with the suecour of its ray

In a gully mid the crowded streets of Chance
The soul that into the world-adventure came,

A scout and vovager from Eternity 7

But she replied, “Our parting was the dream,
We are together, we live, O Satyavan.

Look round thee and behold, glad and unchanged
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ur home, this forest, with ifs thousand cries
ad the whisper of the wind among the leaves
nd, through rifts in emerald scene, the evening sky,
od's canopy of bive sheltering our Hves,
nd the birds crying for heart’s happiness,
inged poets of our selitary raiga,
ur friends oa earth where we are king and queen.
nlv our souis have left Death's night behind
hanged by a mighty dream’s reality,
aumined by the light of symbol worlds
nd the stupendous summit self of things,
nd stood at Godhead’s gates limitless, free™
Then fitled with the glory of their happiness
18y rose and with safe clinging fingers locked
ung on each other in a silent look,
1t ke with 2 new wonder in his heart
nd s new flame of worship in his cyes:
¥hat high change is in thee, O Savitri? Bright
er thou wast, a goddess still and pure,
:t dearer to me by thy sweet human parts
irth gave thee making thee yet more divine.
y adoration mastered, my desire
nt down to make its subject, my daring clasped,
aiming by body and soul my life’s estate,
ipfure’s possession, Jove's sweet property,
statue of silence in my fempled spirit,
yearning godhead and a golden brida.
it now thou seemst almost too high and great
i mortal worship; Time lies below thy feet
~ud the whole world seems only a part of thee,
Thy presence the hushed heaven I inhabit,
And thou Jookst on me in the gaze of the stars,
Yet art the earthly keeper of my soul,
My hfe a whisper of thy dreaming thoughts,
My morns a gleaming of thy spirit’s wings,
And day and night are of thy beauty part.
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Hast thou not taken my heart Lo treasure it
In the secure environment of thy breast?
Awakened from the silence and the sieep,

I have consented for thy sake to be.

By thee | have greatencd my mortal are of life,
But now far heaven's unmapped infinitudes
Thow hast brought me thy illimitable gift.

If to fill these thou lift thy sacred flight,

My human earth will stiil demand thy bliss:
Make still my life through thee a song of joy
And all mv silence wide and deep with thee™
A heavenly queen consenting to his will,

She clasped his feet, by her enshrining hair
Eoveloped in a velvet cloak of fove,

And answered softly like a murmuring lute:
“All now is changed, yet all is stiil the same.
Lo, we have looked upon the face of God,
Our life bas opened with divimily.

We have borne identity with the Supreme
And known his meaning in our mortal lives,

Qur love has grown greater by that mighty touch

Aud learnt its heavenly sigmficance,
Yet nothing is fost of mortal love's delight.

Heaven's touch fulfils but cancels not our 2arth:

Our bodies need each other in the same last;

Still in our breasts repeat heavenly secret rhythm

Dur human heari-beats passionately close.

Still amn [ she who came to thee mad the murmur

Of sunlit leaves upon this forest verge;
I am the Madran, 1 am Savitr.
All that T was before, T am to thee still,

Close comrade of thy thoughts and hopes and tails,

All happy contrarics 1 would join for thee.
All sweet relations marry in our life,

I am thy kingdom even as thou art mine,
The sovereign and the slave of thy desire,
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Thy prone possessor, the sister of thy soul

And mother of thy wants; thou art my world,
The earth [ need, the heaven my thoughts desire,
The world T inhabit and the god I adore.

Thy body is my hody's counterpart

Whose every limb mv answering limb desires,
Whoss heart 15 key to all my heart-beats,—this

[ am and thou to me, O Satyavan.

Qur wedded walk through life begins anew,

No gladness lost, no depth of mortal joy;

Lat us go through this pew world that is the same.
For it is gmiven back, but it is known,

A playing-ground and dwelling-house of God
Who hides himself in bird and beast and man
Sweetly to find himself again by love,

By oneness. His presence leads the rhythms of life
That seek for mutual joy in spite of pain.

We have each other found, G Satyavan,

Jn the great light of the discovered soul.

Let 1us po back, for eve is in the skies.

Now grief 15 dead and serene bliss remains

The heart of all our days for ever mors.

Lo, all these beings in this wonderful world!

Let us give joy to all, for joy 15 outs.

For not for ourselves alone our spirits came

Qut of the veil of the Unmanifest,

Out of the deep Immense Unknowable

Upon the ignorant breast of dubious earth

Into the ways of labouring seeking men,

Two fires that burn towards that parent Sun,
Two rays that travel to the original Light.

To lead man’s soul towards Truth and God we are born,
To draw the chequered scheme of mortal life
Into some semblance of the Immortal’s plan,

Ta shape it closer to an image of Ged,

A little nearer to the [dea divine,™
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She ¢losed her arms about his breast znd head
As if to keep him on her bosom worn

For ever through the jowrneying of the years.
So for a while they stood entwined, their kiss
And passion-tranced embrace a meeiing point
In their commingling spirils, one for cver,
Two-souled, two-bodied for the joy of Time.
Then hand in hand they left that solemn place
Full now of mute unusual memones,

To the green distance of their sybvan home
Returnuing slowly through the forest’s heart:
Round them the afternoon to evening changed;
Light slipped down to the brightly sleeping verge,
And the birds came back winging Lo their nests,
And day and night leaned te sach other’s arms.

Now the dusk shadowy trees stood close around
Like dreaming spiris and delaving rght,
The srey-eved pensive evening heard their steps,
And from all points the cries and movements came
Of the four-footed wanderers of the mght
Approaching. Then a human rumour rose
Long alien to thetr solitary davs,
Invading the charmed wilderness of leaves,
Onee sacred to secluded loneliness,
With violent breaking of its virgin sleep.
Through the screened dusk it deepened still and there nearea
Floating of manyv voices and the sound
Of many fect till on their sight broke in,
As if a coloured wave upon the eye,
The brilliunt sirenucus crowded life of man,
Topped by a flaring multitude of lights
A great resplendent company arrived.
Life in its ordered tumult wavering came
Bringing its stream of unknown faces, thronged
With gold-fringed head-dresses, goid-broidered robes,
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Ghrtering of ornaments, fuitering of hems,
Hundreds of hands parted the forest-boughs,
Hundreds of eyes searched the entangled glades.
Calm whitc-clad priests their grave-eved sweetness brought,
Strong warriors in therr glorious armowr shone,
The proud-hooved siceds came trampling through the wood.
In front King Dyumatlbsena walked, no more
Blind, faltering-limbed, but his far-quesiing eyes
Restored to sl their confidence in light

Took seeingly this imaged outer world ;

Firmiy he trod with menarch steps the soil.

By him that qusen and mother’s anxious face
Came changed {tom s habitual burdened look
Which in its drooping strength of tired toil

itad borne the fallen life of those she loved.

Her patient palzness wore a pensive glow

Like evening’s subdued gaze of gathered light
Departing, which foresees sunrise her child.

The brilhance of her rich receding gleam

A thoughtful prophecy of Iyric dawn,

She lives awhile to muse upon that hope

Sinking in quiet splendours of her sky.

Her eyes were first to find her children’s forms,
But at the vision of the beautiful twain

The air awoke perturbed with scaling cries,

And the swift parents hurrying o their chiid,—-
Their cavse of life now who had given him breatl,-
Fossessed him with their arms, Then tenderly
Cried Dyumathsena chiding Satyavan:

“The fortunate gods have looked on me today,

A kingdom sezking came and heaven's T4VS.

But where wast thou? Thou hast tarmented gladness
With fear’s dull shadow, O my child, my hfe,

What danger kept thee for the darkening woods?
Or how could pleasure in her ways forget

That useless orbs without thee are my eyes
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Which only for thy sake rejoice at light?

Not like thyself was this done, Savitd,

Who ledst not back thy husband to our arms,
Knowing with him beside me only is taste

In food and for his touch evening and morn

1 live contsnt with my remaining days.”

But Satyavan replied with smilig lips:

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

With her enchantments she has twined me round.
Behold, at noon leaving this house of clay

I wandered in far-off eternities,

Yet stilf, a captive in her golden hands,

[ tread your litile hillock called green earth

Aund in the moments of your transient sun

Live glad among the busy works of men.”

Then all cyes turned their wondering looks where stood
A deepening redder gold upon her cheeks,

With lowered lids the noble lovely child,

And one consenting thought moved every hreast:
“What gleaming marvel of the earth or skies
Stands silently by human Satyavan

To mark a brilliance in the dusk of eve?

If this 1s she of whom the world has heard,
Wonder no more at any happy chanpe.

Each easy miracle of felicity

Of her transmuting heart the alchemy is.

Then one spoke there who seemed a priest and sage:
“O woman sounl, what light, what power revealed,
Working the rapid marvels of this day,

Opens for us by thee a happier age?”

Her lashes fluttering upwards gathered in

To a vision which had scanned iromortal thiogs,
Rejoicing, human forms for their delight,

They claimed for their deep childlike motherhood
The life of all these souls to be her life,

Then lalling veiled the light. Low she replied:
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“Aviaxened to the meaning of my heart,

That to feel love and oneness is to live

And this the magic of our golden change

Is ail the truth I know or seek, O sage.”
Wondering 2t her and her too luminous words
Westward they turned in the fast gathering night.

From the eatanghing verges freed they cams
Intd a dimness of the sieeping earth
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And traveiled through her faint and slumbering plains.

Murmur and movement and the tread of men
Broke the night's solitude. The neigh of steeds
Rose from the indistinet and voiceful sea

Of life and ail along its marchings swelled

The thyme of hooves, the chariot’s homeward voice.
Drawn by white manes upon a high-roofed car

In flare of the unsteady torches went

With Iinked hands Satyavan and Savitr,

Hearing a marriage march and nuptial hymn,
Yhere walled them the many-voiced human world.
Numberless the stars swam on their shadowy field
Describing 1n the gloom the ways of light.

Then while they skirted yet the southward verge,
Lost in the halo of her musing brows

Night, splendid with the moon dreaming in heaven
In sitver peace, possessed her luminous rejgn,

She brooded through her stillness on a thought
Deep-guarded by her mystic folds of light,

And in her bosom nursed a greater dawn.

Tue ExD
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LETTERS ON “SAVITRI”

There s 4 previous draft, the resuft of the many retouchings of which
somebody told you; but in that form it weould not have been 2 “magmen
apus™ at all. Besides, it would have been a legend and not a symbol. 1
therefore started recasting the whole thing; only the best passages and lines
of the ald draft will remain, altered so as to it into the new frame.

No, I do not work at the poem once o waek; I have other things ta
do. Once a month pethaps, I ook at the new form of the first book and
mzke such changss as inspiration points out Lo me - 50 that nothing shall
fall belpw the minimum heieht which I bave fixed for it

— 1931

*
L

Savitri. .. 15 blank verse without enjambment {except rarely) — each line a
thing by itsell and arranged in paragraphs of one, two, three, four, five
lines (rarely a [onger series), in an attempt to catch something of the
Upanishadic and Kalidasian movement, so far as that is 2 possibility in
English. You can’t take that as a model —it is too diffieukt a rhythm-
structure to be a model. I shall myself know whether it is a success or not.
only when I have finished two or three books. But where is the time now
for such a work? When the supramental has finished coming down, then
perhaps,

— 1932

%
L

That is very ﬁijnple.l I used Savifrf as a means of ascension. I began with
if on a certain mental level, each time I could reach a higher level | rewrote
{rom that lovel. Morgover I was particular — if part sesmed to me to come
from any lower levels T was not satisfied to leave it because it was good
poetry. All had to be as far as possible of the same mint. In fact Sowiee
has not been regarded by me as a poem to be written and finished, but as
a field of experimentation to see how far poetry could be written from

1 The question was: “We have been wondering why you should bave bo write and rewnte
YOur poety — fur instance, Sowir ten of twelve times — when you have all the inspiration
at your command and do aot have to receive it with the difficulty that Faces budding Yogis
ke us ™
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One's DWI yOEIC consclonsness and how that could be made creative, 1
&id noi rewrite Hose of (ad or the sonnets except for two or three verbal

alterations made 2t the momant.
— 1034

E
L ]

What vou write about your inspiration is very interssting. There is no
invariable how — except that I recelve from bove my head and receive
changes and corrections from above without any initration by myself” oz
Labotr of the brain, Even if | change a hundrsd times, the mind dees not
work at that, it only receives. Formerly it ased not to be so, the mind
was always [abouring at the steff of an unshaped formation.... The noems
COMC b5 & stream beginning at the first line 2nd ending at the last — only
some remain with one or two changes, others have to be recast if the first
inspitation was an inferior one.  Savitré 15 a work by itseif unlike all the
athers. { made some eight or ten recasis of it originally under the ofd
insufficient inspiration. Afterwards I am eltogether rewriting it, concen-
trating on the first book and working on it over and over again with the
hope that every line may be of a perfect perfection - bui I have hardly
any time now for such work.

— 194

*
*u

Savitri was originally written many years ago before the Mother came, as 2
parrative posm in twe parts, Part [ Earth and Part IT Bevond (these two
parts are still extant in the scheme?) cach of four books — or rather Part IT
consisied of three books and an epilogue. Tweive books to an epic is a
classical superstition, but the new Saviri may extend to ten books —if
mitich is added i the final version it may be even twelve.? The first book has
been lengthening and lengthening out till it prust be over 2000 lines, but 1
shall break up the original first four inte five, I think — in fact T have al-
ready siarted doing sa. Thesa first five will be, as ¥ conceive them now, the
Book of Birth, the Book of Ouest, the Book of Love, the Baok of Fate, the
Rook of Death. As for the second Part, I have not touched it yet. There
was no climbing of planes there in the first version — rather Savitri moved
theough the worlds of Night, of Twilight, of Day — all of course iz a spi-
ritual sense — and ended by calling down the power of the Highest Worlds
of Sachehidananda, ¥ had ne idea of what the supramental World could he

! In ihe present versiom, there are thiee parts,
¥ A5 woacteally the cise mow,
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like at that time, 30 if could not enter into the scheme. As for expressing the
supramental inspiration, that is a matter of the Future.
— 1936

*
L

Savitrl is reprasented in the poem as an incarnation of the Divine Mother.
This incarnation 18 supposed to have taken place in far past times when
the whole thing had to be opened, so as to “hew the ways of Immortaliny™

— 1936

¥
*k

The poem was originally written from a lower level, a mixture perhaps of
the inner mind, psychic, poctic intelligence, sublimised vital, afterwards
with the Higher Mind, often illumined and intuitivised, intervening. “ost
of the stuff of the frst book is new or else the okd so altered as to be no more
what it was; the best of the old has sometimes been kept almost infact be-
cayse it had already the higher inspiration, Morgover, thora have been
made several successive revisions each frying to hft the general level higher
and higher towards a possible Cvermmd poetry. As it now stands there s
a general Overmind mfuence, 1 believe, sometimes coming fully through,
sometimes colouring the poctry of the other higher planes fused together,
sometirnes lifting any one of these higher planes to its highest or the psychic,
poelc intelligence or wvital lowards them.

— 1930

*
LY.

T don't think about the technique becanse thinking is no longer in my Hne.
But T see and feel for it when the lines are coming through and afterwards in
revision of the work. 1 don't bother about details while writing, becanse
that would only hamper the inspiration. I let it come through without inter-
ference; only pausing if there is an abvious inadequacy felt, in which case [
conclude that if 15 & wrong inspiration ot inferior level that has cut across
the communication. If the inspiraton is the right ong, then T have not
to bother about the technique then or afterwards, for thers comes through
the perfect line with the perfect chythm inextrioably intertwined or rather
fused into an inscparable and single wnity; if there is anything wrong
with the expression that carrfes with it an imperfection in the rhythm,
if there is & flaw in the thythm, the expression also does not carry its full
weight, is not absohutely inevitable. If on the other hand the inspiration is
not throughout the right ong, then there is an after examinaiion and re-
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casting of part or whole. The things 1 lay most stress on then are whether
each line in itself is the inevitable thing not only as u whole but in each
word: whether there is the right disteibution of septence lengihs (2n im-
mensely impartant thing in this kind of blank verse); whether the ines are
in their right place, for all the fines may be perfect, but they may not com-
bine perfectly together — bridges may be needed, alterations of pasition so
as to create the right development and perspeetive efc., ete. Pauses hardly
exist in this kind of blank verse; variations of rhythm as between the Imes,
of cassura, of the distribution of long and short, clipped and open syilables,
wanifald constructions of vowel and consonant souands, alliteration, as-
sonances, etc., distribuwion into one line, two line, three or four or five line,
rany line sentences, care to make each line tell by itself in its own mass and
force and at the sarme time form a harmonious whole sentence — these ars
the important things. But all that is usually taken care of by the inspiration
itself, for as 1 know and have the hahit of the technique, the inspiration
provides what | want according to standing orders. If there is a defect |
appeal to headguarters, i} a proper version comes along or the defect
is removed by 2 word or phrase substitute that fiashes - with the
necessary sound and sense. These things are not done by thinking or seek-
ing for the right thing — the two agents are sight and call. Also feeling -—
the sojar plexus has to be satisfied and, until it is, revision after revision
has to continne, Fmay add that the technigue does nol go by any set mental
rule — for the obyect is nof perfect technical elegance according to precept
but sound-significance filling ont the ward-significance, If that can be
done by breaking rules, well, so much the worse for the rle.

-~ 1936

¥
"

1 can never be certain of newly writren stuff (1 mean in this Savitrf) uotil I
have locked at it again after an interval. Apart from the quality of new
lines, there is the combination with others in the whole which I have modi-
fied more than anyrhing else in my past revisions.

— 1935

%
ni

Allow me te point out that whatever I did in a jiffy would nat be aoy more
thav provisionally final. It is not a question of making a few changes in
mdividual limes, that is a very minor problem; the real finality only comes
when all is felt as a perfeet whele, no line jarring with or falling away from
the level of the whole thongh some may rise above it and also all the partsin
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their proper place making the right harmony. 1t is an inner fecling thet has
to decide that.... Unfortunately the mind can't arrange these things, one has
to wait till the absolutely right thing comss in a sont of receptive self
opening and callimg-dewn condition. Hence the months.

— 1936

¥
L

1 have been kept too ocenpied with other things to make much beadway
with the poem — except that I have spoilt your beavtiful nest copy of the
“Worlds” under the oeslrus of the restless urge for more and more perfoc-
tion; but we are here for World-improvement, so I hope fhat s excusable.

— 1938

¥
L

..J have padled up the third section to & higher consistency of level; the
“Worlds™ have fallen into a state of manuscript chaos, corrections upon
corrgctions, additions uspon additions, rearrangements on rearTangenients
out of which perhapy some cosmic beauty will emerge!

— 1038

L]
&

You will see when vou get the full typescript [of the first three books)
that Sevirrd has grown to an enormous lenpth so that i is no longer quite
the same thing as the poem you saw then, There are now thres books 1o the
first part. The firse, the Book of Beginnings, comprises five cantos which
cover the same ground as what you typed but contains alse much mare that
is new, The small passage about Aswapathy and the other worlds has been
replaced by a new book, the Book of the Traveller of the Worlds, in fourteen
cantos with many thousgnd lines, There is also a third sufficiently long
bool, the Book of the Divine Mother, In ihe new plan of the poem there is
a sccond part consisting of five books: two of these, the Book of Birth and
Quest and the Book of Love, have been completed and another, the Book
of Fate, is almost complete. Two others, the Book of Yoga and the Book of
Death, have still Lo be written, though a part needs only a thorpugh re-
casting. Finally, there is the third part consisting of four books, the Book
of Eternal Might, the Book of the Dual Twilight, the Book of Everlasting
Dy and the Return to Earth, which have to be entirely recast and the
third of them largely rewritten. So it will be a long fime before Sgvirrf i3
complete.

In the new form it will be a sort of poetic philosephy of the Spirit and



732 Saviir!

of Life much profounder in its substance arrd vaster T jts scope than was
iwiended in the original pocm. | am trying of course to kezp it at a very
high level of inspirztion, hut in so Jarge a plan covering most subjects of
philosophical thought and vision and many aspects of spiritual experience
there is bound to be much variation of tone: but that is, 1 think, necessary
for the richness znd completeness of the treatment.

— 1946
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2

As to the many critivisms? contained in your letier I have a good desl to
say; some of them bring forward questions of the technique of mystic
poetry abaut which I wanted to write in an introdaction to Suvitré when it
1s published, and T may as well say something about that here,

...Rapid transitions from one image to another are 2 constant [ealtre
10 Savitrd as tn most mystic poetry. 1am not here? boflding a long sostained
single picture of the Dawn with a single cominuouns image or variations of
the same image. | am describing a rapid saries of transitions, piling one
suggestion tpon another. There is first & black quietude, then the persis-
tent touch, then the first “beauty and wonder™ leading to the magical gate
and the “licent corper”. Then comes the fatling of the darkness, the simile
used [“a falling cloak™] suzgesting the rapidity of the change. Thenasa
result the change of what was once a nift info a wide luminous gap, —if
you want to be logically consistent you can look at the rift as aslit in the
“cloak™ which becomes a big tear. Then all changes into a “brief perpe-
tual sign”, the iridescence, then the blaze and the magnificent anra. In
such a race of rapid transitions vou cannot bind me down to a logical
cham of figures or a classical monotone, The mystic Muse is more of an
inspired Bacchante of the Dionysian wine than an orderly housewife.

JAgain, do you serfously want me to give an accurafe scientifie
daseription of the earth half in dartkness and half in light so as to spoil my
impressionist symbol® or else to revert o the conception of earth as 2 flat
and immobile surface? T am not wiiting a scientific treatise, L am selecting
certain ideas and impressions to form a symbol of a partial and temporary
darkness of the sonl and Natere which seems to a temperary fecling of that

* The natire of these cdticiams must not be misunderstond. Fost as the meérils of Savitd
were appreciated to the utmost, whatcver scemed & shoricoming no matter how shight and
megligible in the midat of the abuadant excellence was pointediy remarked upon 50 that Sri
Aurabindo might aot overdook anything in his work towards what he catled “perfect perfoc-
tion™ before the poern came under the scrutiny of non-Aurohindonian eritics gt the live of
publication. The coinmentator was anioos that there should be no spots on Savir's aum.
'[ha purpose was alst to met jmportant issucs cleared up i relation to ¢he sort of poetry Sri
Arrobindn was Wiiting and same of his distiples aspired to writc, Knowing the spirit and 2im
of the criticisma 811 Aorobindo welcomed them, even asked for thems. On many occasions —
and these provide most of (he patter collected hete — he vigprously defended himself, but on
severa] he willingly agrecd to introduce small changes. Once ha 15 teported to have smiled and
said: “Ta he satisfied now?" Unfortunacely, ths opportenity to discnss every part of the posan
tid not atise and we have, therefore, only 2 limited number of psychalogical and techuical
elucidations by him of his art.

*Pp. 3.4 2P
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which is caught in the Night as if it were universal and eternal. One who is
lost in that Night does not thiok of the other half of the earth as full of
Heght: 1o hirn aif is Night and the earth a forsaken wandersr in an enduring
darkness. If 1 sacrifice his impressionizm and abandon the imape of the
earth wheeling through dark space I might as well abandon the symbol
alingether, for this is a necessary part of it. As » matter of fact in the
passage itsell earth in its wheeling does come into the dawn and pass from
darkness into the light. You must take the idea 25 a whole and in all its
transitions and not press one detall with too literal an insisience. In this
poem | present constantly one partial view of life or another temporarily
as if it were the whale in order to geve full vahue 1o the expenence of those
what are bound by that view, as for imstance, the materialist conception
and experience of life, but if any one charges me with philosophical incon-
sistency, thern it only means that he does not understand the iechnique of
the Ovarmind interpretation of life.

.. come next to the passage which vou so violently attack, about the
[nconscient waking {gnorance. In the frst place, the word “formless™
15 indeed defective, not so much because of any repetition but becanse it 1s
nat the right word ot idea and 1 was not mysell satisfied with it, T have
changed the passage as follows:

Then something in the nserutable darkness stirred;
A nameless movement, an unthought Idea

Insistent, dissatisfied, without an aim,

Something that wished but kiew not how to be, .
Teased the Inconscient to wake lsnorance!

But the teasing of the Inconscient remains and evidently you think that 1t
{s bad poetic taste to tease something so bodiless and wnreal a3 the Incon-
scient. But here several fundamental issues arisc. First of all, are words
like Inconsciedt and lgnorance necessanily an abstract technical jargon ¥
If 50, do not words Hke consciousness, knowledpe ete, undergo the same
ban? Is it measnt that they are abstract philosophical terms and can have
ng real or concrate meaning, cannot represent things that one fecls and
senses or must often fight as one fights a visible foe? The Inconscient and
the Ignorance may be mere empty abstractions and can be dismissed as
Irrelevant jargon if onc has not come into collision with them or plunged
nto their dark and hottormlzss reality. But to me they are realities, concrete
powers whose resistance 1s present everywhere and at afl times in its tre-
L Pp. L3,
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miendous and boundless mass. In fact, in writing this line | 1ad o intention
af teaching philosophy or forcing In an irrclevant metaplysicel ideg,
although the idea may be there in impfication. { was presentinga happening
that was to tie something sensible and, 2s one mught sy, psychologically
and spiritually concrete. Tha Inconscient comes in persistently in the
cantos of the First Book of Savitri: e.g.

Opponent of that glory of escape,
The black Inconscient swung iis dragon tail
Lashing a slumberous Infinite by its force
Inic the deepr obscurities of form.?

There too 1 metaphysical idea might be read into or behind the thing seen,
But does that make it technical jargon or the whole thing an illegitimate
mixture? It is nof 50 to my poetic sense. But you mmight 53y, “It 1850 to the
on-mystical reader and it is that reader whom von have to 58tisfy, as it is
for the general reader that you are writing and pot for yourself alope,”
But if Thad to write for the general reader T could not have whten Seviirf
at ajl. Itisin fact for myself that I have written it and for thﬂsal who can
lend themselves to the subject-matter, imapes, technique of myste paetry.

This is the real stumbling-block of mystic poetry and specially mystic
poctry of this kind. The mystic feels real and present, evel G¥<T PIESent 1o
his experience, intimate to his being, truths which to the ordinaty reader
are intellectual abstractions or metaphysical speculations. He i3 writing of
experiences that are foreign to the ordimary mentality. Eit}1¢r they are
unintelligible to il and in meeting them it Aounders about a3 if in an obseure
abyss or it takes them as poetic fancies expressed in intelectually devised
images. That was how & critic in the AHimdy condemned such poems as
Nirvang and Transformation. Te said that they werg meic il:ltﬁ’llactua[ COf-
ceptions and images and there was nething of religious feeling of spirituai
experience, Yet Mirvana® was as close a transcription of 2 major expericnce
as could be given in language coined by the human mind of & realization
in which the mind was entirely silent and into which no intellectoal coneep-
tion conld at all enter. One has to use words and jmages in order to convey

1L P TO
All i abolished but the muls Alone.
The mind from 1thoughr released, the hearr from grief
Grow fnexistent pow beyond belief;
There is no I, no WNajune, km WLk TLow.
The cite, a shadow picture without tone,
Floats, guivers unranl; forras withont redief
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tc the ming some percepiion, some fipure of that which 1s beyend thought.
The 2ritic’s non-undzrstanding was meade worse Dy such a lme as:

Omly the limitable Permoanent
Iz hers.

Evidently be tock {hs as technical jargon, abstract philosophy. There
was a0 such thing, I feit with 2o overpowering vividness the filimitability
or at leust something which could not be described by any other term and
no other descripiion axcent the “Permanent” could be made of That which
alonz existed. To the mistic there is no such thing as an abstraction,
Everything which to the inteilectual mind is abstract has a concreteness,
substantiality which is more real than the sensible form of an object or of
8 physical event. To me, for instance, conscioasness 15 the very stafl of
existence and I car feel it evervwhere enveloping and penetrating the stone
a5 much s man or the animal. A movement, a flow of consclousness is
nat Lo me an image but a fact. I 1 wrate “His anger climbed against me
A stream™, 18 would be to the general reader a tnere image, not something
that was felt by me in a censible expericnce: yet I would caly be describing
in exage terms what actunily happened cnce, a stream of anger, a sensible
and viplent current of it rising up from downstairs and rushing upon me as
I sat in the veranda of the {Guest-Houss, the bruth of it beinp confirmed
afterwards by the confession of the person who had the movement. This
is only ons instance, dut all that is spirituat or psychological in Savite is of
that character, What iz to be done under these circumstances? The
tiystical poet can only deseribe whar he has felt, seen i himself or others
or in the world just as ke has felt or seen it or experienced through exact
vision, close contact or identity and leave it to the general reader to under-
stand or not vnderstand or misunderstand according to his capacity.
A new kind of poetry demands a new mentality in the recipient as well
as in the writer.

Another question is the place of philosophy in poetry or whether it

Elow, 4 cinoma’s vacaot shapes; like a resf
Founde:ing in shoreless poldfs the wodd i done,
Citlyr the ilimitable Permanent

Is hers, A Pesoe stupendous, featureless, stil

Feplaces ull, — what once was §, in Tt

& glent wimamed emptiness contedi
Either Lo fade i (he Unkoowakle
Or thrill with the lynimcus seas of the Infinite.
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Las any place at all. Some romanticists seem 1o belicve (hat the poet has
no right to think at all, only to see and fee!, This accusation has been
brooght agatnst me by many that [ thiok too much and that when 1 try (o
wiite in verse, thought comes in and keeps out poetry. I hokd, fo the son-
trzry, thal philosophy has its place and can even take a leading place
along with psychological experience as i does m the Gitall All depends
on how it is done, whether it is a dry or a living philosophy, an arid intellec-
tual statement or the expression nod only of the Hving truth of thought but
of sormething of s beauty, s lght or its power,

'The theory which discourages the poet from thinking or at least rom
thinking for the sake of the thoupght proceeds from an extreme romanticist
temper, it reaches its acme on ong side in the question of the surrealist,
“Why do you want poetry to mean anything?” and on the ether in Hons-
man's exaltation of pure poetry which he describes paradoxically as a
sort of sublime nonsense whick does not appeal at all to the mental intelli-
gence but kuocks a1 the solae plexus and awakes a vital and physical rathes
than intellectval sensation and respense. It is of course not that really but
a vividiiess of imagination and feehing which disregards the mind®s positive
view of things and its logicai sequences; tha centre or centres it knocks at
are not the brain-niind, not even the poetic intelligence but the subtle
physical, the nervouws, the vital or the psychic centre, The poem he quotes
from Blake is certainly not nonsense, but it has no positive and exact mean-
ing for the mtellect or the suzlace mind; it expresses certain things that are
true and real, not nonsense but a deeper sense which we feel powerlully
with a great stirring of some inner emotion, but any attempt at exact
intellectual statement of them sterilises their sense and spoils their appeal.
This is not the method of Savitrd. Its expression aims at a certain force,
directnesy and spiritual clarity and reality. When it 15 not understood, it
15 because the truths it expresses are wnfamuliar to the ordinary mind ar
belong to an unfrodden domain or domains or ester nto a feld of occult
experience: it is not because there is any attempt at a dark or vagoe
profundity or at an escape from thought. The thinking is not intellactual
but intuitive 01 mors than intuitive, always expressing a vision, a spiritual
vontact or a knowledge which has come by entering into the thing itself,
by identity.

1 This dicturn abous the role of thoughe should not be taken a5 contradicting any implica-
tion of the sanbence in en earher leltter: “Thioking s no longer in my line.”” ¥y hat comes from
“wrverheed®” thromgh the mystic’s silent mind, as in 3ol Aurobindo’s Iater postry, can vercy wakl
amsunye a philesophical form. It §s the presence of thought-Farm in poetry that is spoken of
here, ok Lhe souree from which it ukltimately derives or the procoss by which it enders & pocm.
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[t may be noted that the graater romantic poots did not shun thought;
they thought abendantly, almost endlessly. They have their cnaracteristic
vigw af iife, something rhat one might call their philosephy. their world-
view, and they express #. Keats wes the siost romantic of posts, but he
oontd write "To philasophise | dare net yet™; he did not write **1 2m too
winch of & poet to philosophize.” To phiiosophise he reparded cvidently
as mountiag on the admirals fag-ship and fiving an almost royal banner,
The ohilosaphy of Sewird is different but it is persistentdy there; it expresses
o fries i express 2 totad and manv-arded vision and experience of all the
Manes of heing and their action upon each other. Whatever fanguase,
whalever ferms Are necessary to convey this fruth of vision and experience
it uses without scruple or admitting any mental rule of what Is or is not
pastic. It dees ot hasitate (2 employ terms which might be copsidered
as technival when these can be turned to express something direct, vivid
and powerful. That nesd not be an introduction of techmical jargon,
ikat is to say. [ suppose, spectal and artificial language, expressing in this
case only abstract ideas and generalities without any living truth or reality
m them. Such jurgon cannot make gond Jiterature, much less pood poetry,
But there is a *poeticisin’ which establishes 2 sanitary cordon against words
and ideas which it considers as prosaic but which properly used can
strengthen poctry and extend {ts range. That limitation | do not admit as
lemtimata.

1 have been inzisting on these points in view of certein criticisms that
have been made by reviewers and others, some of ther very capable, sup-
gesting or fladly stating that there was too much thought in my poems or
that I am even iy my poetry a philosopher rather than 3 poet. T am justi-
fying a poet’s riglt to think as well as 1o sec and feel, his tight to © dare
to philosophise™. 1 agree with the modernists in their revoit against the
romanticist’s insistence on cmolionaliste and his objection to thinking
and plulosophical reflection in poctry. Buf the moderaist went ton far in
his revolt. In trying to avoid what 1 may call poeticism he ceased to be
poctic; wishing to escape from rhetorical writing, rhetorical pretension
to greatness and beauty of style, he threw out true poetic greatness and
beanty, turned from a deliberately poetic style to a colloquia)l tone and even
to very flat writing: especially he iurned away from poetie thyihm to a
prose or half-prose rhythm or to no chythm atall, Also he has weighed too
much on thought and has lost the habit of intuitive sight; by turning
emotion out of its intimate chamber in the house of Poetry, he has had to
bring in to relieve the dryness of much of his thought too much cxagge-
ration of the jower vital and sensational reactions untransformed or else
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trapsformed only by exaggeration. Nevertheless he has perhaps rostored
to the poet the freedom to think as well as to adopt a certain straightfor-
wardness and directness of style.

Now I come to the law prohibiting repetition. This rule afms ot a cor-
tain kind of inteltzctual clegance which comes iato paetry when the poetic
intelligence and the call for 4 refined and classical taste begin to predomi-
nate, Nt regards poetry as a cultural entertainmenl and amusement of the
highly civilised mind; it interests by a faultless art of words, a constant
and ingenious invention, a sustained novelty of ideas, incidests, word and
phrase, An unfalling variety or the cutward appearance of it is one of the
elegances of this art. But all postry is not of this kind; s ruls docs nol
appiy to poets like Homer or Yalmikl or other easly writers. The Veda
might almost be described as a mass of repetitions; so might the work of
Vaishnava poets and the postic liverature of devotion generally in India.
Ameld has noted this distinction when speaking of Homer; ke mentioned
gspecially that there 1s nothing objeciionable m the close repetiiion of the
same word in the Homere way of writing, In many thmpgs Homer socins
to make a point of repeating himself. He has stock descriptions, epithets
always reiterated, lines even which are constantly repeated again and agatn
when the same incident returns in his narrative: e.g. the lina,

Poupésen de pesdnt arabdse de teuche’ op’ auwti.

“Diown with a thud he fell and his armour clangoured upon him.”

He does not hesitate also to repeat the bulk of a line with a variation al
the end, e.z.

Ré de kat' mdwmpole karéndn chidmenos kér.
And again the
Bé de kot culwmpols karéndn dixdsa.

“Down from the peaks of Olympus he came, wrath, vexing his heart-strings”
and again, “Down from the peaks of Olympus she came impetuously
darting.” Fe begins another line elsewhere with the same word and a
similar action and with the same nature of 3 human movement physical
and psychotogical in a scene of Nature, here a man’s silent sorrow listening
to the roar of the ovean:
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Bi d'zkeon pare tkine poluphisis bois thalessés —
“Silent he walked by the shore of the many-rumoured ocean.”

In mystic paetry also tepetition is not obfectionable; it is resorted to
by many poets, sometimes with insistence. I may cife as an example the
constant repetition of the word Ream, truth, sometintes ight or ning {imwes
in a shart peem of nine or ten stanzas and often in the same line. This does
not weaken the poem, it gives it 4 singular power and beaury. The repeti-
tion of the same kev Ideas, key image: and symbools, key words ot phrases,
ey enithets, sometimes Kev lines o half lines is a constant feature. They
give an atmosphere, a significant structure, a sort of psychological frame,
an archiecture. The cbiect here 15 not to amuse or entertain b the seli-
expression of an inner truth, a seeing of things and ideas not familiar to
ihe commoen mind, a bringing out of inner experience. It is the true more
than the new that the poet is alter. He uses Jwrdi, repetition, as one of the
most powerfu] means of carrying home what has been thought or seen
and fixing it in the mind in an atmosphere of light and beawty. This kind
of repetittion ! have used largely in Savitrd, Moreaver, the object is not only
ter mresent 4 secret trath in its trus form and true vision but to drive it home
by the inding of the troe word, the true phrase, the mof jusie, thz true image
or symbol, Iif possible the mevitable word; 1f that s there, nothing clse,
repetition included, matters much. This is natural when the repetition 1s
intended, serves a purposc; buat 1L can hold even when the repetition 15 not
deliberate but comes in natorally in the stream of the inspiration. [ ses,
therefore, o objection to the recurrence of the same or similer image such
ag sea and ocean, sky and heaven in ane long passage provided each is the
right thing and rightly worded in s place. The same rule applies to words,
cpithets, ideas. it is only if the repetition is chonsy or awkward, too bor-
densomely fmsistent, at once unneeded and incxpressive ar amooants to a
disagreeabls and meaninpless echo that it must be rejected.

...I think there is none of your objections that did not ococor to me as
tnssible from a certain kind of criticism when [ wrote o 1 re-read what I
had written; but { beushed them aside as invald er as irrclevant ta the kind
of poem [ was wyiting, So vou muost not be surprised at my disregard of
them as too slight and unimperative.

— 1944

L)
E

What you have writfen as the general theory of the matter seems to be
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correct and it does not differ substantially from what [ wrote, But vour
phrase about unpurposive repetition might carry a suggestion wfﬁ}h I
would not be able to accept; it might scem to indicate that the poet must
have a “purpose”™ in whatever he writes and must be able to give a logical
account of it 1o the critical infellect, That {5 surely not the way in which
the poet or at jeast the mystic poet has to do his work, He does aot himself
deliberately choose or arrange word and rhythm but only sees it as it comes
in the very act of inspiration. Tt there s any purposs of any kind, it zlso
comes by and in the process of inspiration. He can eriticise himself and
the work: he can see whether it was a wrong or an inferior movement.
he dogs not set about correcting it by any intellectual method but waits
for the frue thing to come in its place. He cannot always account to the
logical intcllect for what he has done: he feels or lntuits, and the reader
or critic has to do the same.

Thus | caonot telt you for what puepose 1 admitted the repenition of the
word “great” in the line about the “great unsatisfied godhead ™, [ only felt
that it was the one thing fo write in that line as “her greatness” was the only
right thing in a preceding line; 1 also felt that they did not and could not
ciash and that was enough for me. Again, it might be sepgested that the
“high™ “warm' subtle ether of love was ot only the tight expression but
that repetition of these epilhetz after they had been used in describing
the atmosphere of Savitrl's natore was justified and had a reason and pur-
pose becanse it pointed and brought out the identity of the ether of love
with Savitri’s atmosphere. But as a matter of fact [ have no such reason
of purpose. It was the identity which brought spontanecusty and nevitably
the use of ihe same epilhets and not any conscious intention which defi-
berately used the repetitiom for a purpose.

Your contention that in the lines which [ found to be mferior to
their eriginal form and aliered back to that form, the inferiority was due
to @ repetition is not valid, In the ling about “a vastness like his own™
the word “wideness” which had accidentally replaced it would have been
inferier even if there had been no “wide™ ar “wideness” anywhere within
a hundred miles and I would still have altered it back fo the original
word. So too with “scaled depths” apd so many othets.... These and
other alterations were due to inadvertence and not intentional; repeti-
tion ot non-Tepetition had noiking to do with the matter, It was the same
with “Wisdom nursing Chance”:® if “nursing” had been the right word
and not a slip replacing the original phrase [ wonld have kept it in spite
of the word “purse” ooccurring immediately afterwards: only perhaps I

LP 1S s P16, PL4L
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wanld have taken care (0 sroareange thal e repetition of the fgnre wouid
simely have eonsdituted a two-headet mstead of & doe-headed evil, Yes,
I have ehapged severst pices where you objected to repettions but mostly
far other rensoms: | have kept many where there was a repetiifon and
Changed cihers whore there wav o repeliion at all, T have indeed made
modifications ar changes whers repetition came at a shorf distarice at the
end of a Lne; that was becaose the place made it too conspicuous. OF
course where the renstition amounts {0 2 mistake, T would have no hesi-
{ation in mabing a chasge; for @ mistake must aleays be acknowledged
and onrrectad.

e (246
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3

Obvicusly. the Overmind and aesthetics cannol be eguated together.
Aesthetics is concerned mainly with beauty, bul more generally with rasa.
the response of the mind, the vital feeling and the sense to a certain “taste”™
in things which often may be but is not necessarity a spiritual feeling.
Azsthetics belongs fo the mental range and all that depends upen it; it
may degenarate inte aestheficism or may cxapgevate or narrow itself 1ntn
some version of the theory of “Act for Arts sake”. The Overmind 15
escentially & spiritaal power, Mind in 1l surpasses sts ordinary self and
rises and takes s sland on a spiriteal fousndation. tt embraces beauty
and sublimatcs it; it has an essential aesthesis which is nof Hmited by
rules and canons; it sees a universal and an eternal beauty while i takes
up and transforms all that is [imited and partiowlar. It 13 besides concernsd
with things other than beauty or assthetics. It 18 concernad especially with
truth and knowledze or rather with a wisdom thar exceeds what we call
knowledge; its trath goes beyond truth of fact and trath of thought, even
the higher thought which s the [first spiritual range of the thinker. It
has the truth of spiritual thogght, spiritual feeling, spiritual sense and at
its highest the truth that comes by the most iniimate spiritual touch or by
identity, {timately, iruth and beauty come together and ecineide, but in
between there ts a difference. Owvermind in all its dealings puts truth frst; it
brings ot the essential teith {and truths) in things and also its infinite
possibilities; it brings out cven the truth that lics behind falsehood and
error; it brings out the truth of the Inconscient and the truth of the
Superconscient and all that lies in between, When it speaks through
poetry, this remains its Arst essential quality; & Limited aesthetical artstic
aim i not its purpose. It can take up and uplift any or every style or
a1 least put some stamp of itself upon it. Mote or less all that we have
called Overhead poetry has something of this character whether it be from
the Overmind or simply intuitive, [lfuminad or strong with the strength of
the higher revealing Thought; even when it is not intrinsically Overhead
poetry, still some touch can come in. Even Overhead poetry itself does not
always dealin what is new or striking or strange; it can take up the obvious,
the common, the bare and even the bald, the old, even that which without
it would seem stale and hackneyed and vaiseit to greatness, Take thelines:

I spoke as one who ne'er would speak again

And as a dying man to dying men.t

! The original Lees run:

I preach’d a5 mever surc to preach again!
And ag 4 dying man to dyltg men
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The wrier 15 03t & post, mot even 2 conspicucusly talented versifier.
The statement uf the thought is bare and direct and the rhetorical device
used s of the simplesy, but the Overhead touch somehow got in through
a passicnate emotion and sincerity and fs unmistakable, In all poeiry a
poctical assthesis of some kind there must be in the wniter and the recipient;
but assthetizs is of many kinds and the ordinary kind is not sufficient for
appreciating the Qverhead flement in postry. A fundamental and wni-
versal aesthesis is needed, something also more intense that listens, sees
and Fzeds from deep within and aunswers to what s behind the surface.
A greater, wider and deeper aesthesis then wineh can answer even fo
the transpendent and feel too whatever of lhe transcendent or spiritual
snfers into the things of life, mind and sense.

Ths business of the critical intellect is to appreciate and judge and
hete too it must judge; but it car judge and appreciate rightly here only
if it first lzatns to see and sense mwardly and interpret. Buf it is dangerous
for it to fay down iis own laws or even faws and rules which it thinks it can
deduce from some ohserved practice of the Overherd Inspiration and use
that to wall in the inspiration; for it cuns the risk of seeing the Overhead
nspiration step across 15 wall and pass on leaving it bewildered and at
a loss. The mere critical intsllect oot fowched by a rarer sight can do
little here. We can take an exfreme case, for In cXireme cases certain
incompaiibilities come ont more clearly. What might be called the John-
sontan crtical method has obviously kittle or no place in this field, — the
method which expects a precise logical order in thoughtls and langpape
and pecks at all that departs fromi 2 matfer-of-fact or a strict and rafional
ideative coherenee or a sober and restrained classical faste, Johnson
himself 13 plainly out of his element when he deals crudely with one of
Gray's delicate triffes and tramples and fionnders about in the poet’s
basin of goldfish breaking it with his heavy and vigions kicks. But also
this methad 15 useless in dealiog with any kind of romantic poetry. What
would the Johnsonian eritic say to Shakespeare's famous lines,

Or take up arms against a sza of iroubles
And by opposing end them ™

He would say, “What a mixture of metaphors and jumble of ideas! Only
2 lunatic could tzke up arms against a sea’! A ses of troubles is too fanciful

1 ‘The origingd lines read:
Or 10 take arms wgainst a sep of wovbles
Apd by opposing cod them,



Letters on “Savitii™ 743

a meraphor and, 1 any case, one can't end the sen by opposing it, it i3
more kikely to end you” Shakespeare knew very well what he was doing;
he saw the mixture as well as any critic could and he accepted it becanse
it brought home, with an :mspired force which a neater language counid
not have had, the exact feeling and idea that he wanted to bring out.
Sull more scared would the Johnsenian be by any occult o mystic postry.
The Veda, for instance, uses with what seems Lke a deliberate recklessness
the mixture, at leasi the association of disparate images, of things not
associated together in the material world which in Shakespeare is only an
pecasional departure. What would the Tohnsonian make of this Rk in the
Yeda: “That splendour of thee, O Fire, which is in heaver and in the
earth and in the plants and in the waters and by which thou hast spread
out the wide mid-air, is a vivid ocean of light which sees with a divine
seeing 7 He would say, “What is this nonsease? How ¢an there be 2
splendour of kighl 1o planis and in water and how can an ocean of light
see divinely or otherwise? Anyhow, what meaning can there be i all
thus, 1t 15 & senseless mystical jargon,™ But, apart from these extremes,
the mere critical inlellect is Likely to feel a distaste or an Incomprehension
with regard to mystical poetry cven if that poetry Is quite coherent in its
ideas and well-appointed in its language. It i3 bound to stomble over
all sorts of things that are contrary to ifs reason and offensive fo its faste:
association of contrarics, excass or abruptness or crowding of images,
disregard of intellectoal Nmitations in the thowgat, comcretisation of
abstractions, the treatimg of things and forces as if thers were a conscious-
ness and 2 personadily in them and a hundred other aberrations from the
stralght intellectual line, 1t Is not likely either to tolerate departures in
technigue which disregard the canons of an established crder. Fortun-
alely here the modernists with all their errors have broken ald bounds
and the mysiic poet may be more free to invent his own technique.

lere is an instance in point. You refer to cerfain things I wrote
and concessions | made when you were typing an earlier draft of the first
books of Savirf, You inslance my readiness to correct or do away with
repetitions of words or clashes of sound such as “magnificent™ in one line
and “Iecent” in the next. True, bt T may observe that at that lime I
was passing through a transition from the habits of an vld inspiration and
technique to which 1 often deferred and the pew mspiration that had
begun to come. [ would still alter this clash because it was a clash, but
I would not as in the old days make & fixed rule of this avoidance. If lines
hke the following were to come to me GOW,
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His forehead was & Some magniiicent,
And there sazed forth ewo orbs of lucent iruth
Thet reade the homen air a wodd of light,

{ wowld oot raiact $hem buf accept “mapnificent” and “luceet” as entirely
i their place. Bot this would nof be an undiscriminating acceptance;
for if # had oum

His ferehead was 3 wide magnificent dome
And there gzzed forth two orbs of ucent trath

i would pot be so ready to accept it, for the repetition of sound here
eoctrring in the same plage in the Jine would lack the just rhythmical
balance. 1 have apcepted in the present version of Savird several of the frez-
doms esteblished by e modernists including intercal rhyme, exact
assomance of syllabie, irvegularities wniroduced mto the 1ambac run of the
metre and others which wouid bave been equally painful o an earher
igste, But § bave nof taken this as a mechanical method or 3 mannerism,
birt anly where § thought 1t rhythmically justified; for all freedom must
have & towth in it and an order, either 2 rational or au ipstinciive and
latuitive onder,

(WL
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...the cosmic drowse of ignorant Force
Whaose moved creative slumber kindles the suns
And carries our lives in it sompambulist whizlt

[ am not dispesed to change “suns™ 10 “stars™ [t the line ghout the creative
slumber of the ignorant Foree; “stars™ does not create the same Impres-
sion and brings in a different tone i the rhvthm and the sense. This fine
and that which follows il bring in a general sebordinate idea stressing
ihe paradoxical natire of the creatton and the confrasts which it contains,
the drowsed somnambulist as the mothar of the light of the suns and the
activities of life. 1t is not intended as a present feature in the darkness of
the Mighi.

— 1944

*
b

As if 3 childlike finger laid on a cheek
Reminding of the endless need in things

The heedless Mother of the vniverse,

An infant longing cloiched the sombre Vast.?

Your olyection 1o the “finger™ and the *cletch’ moves me only to change
“reminding” to “reminded” in the second Line. It is not intended that the
two images “fnger laid™ and “clutch™ should correspond exactly 1o
each other: for the “void™ and the “Morther of the universe” sre not
the same thing. The “void™ is only a mask covering the Mother's cheek
ot face, What the “void"” feels as a clutch iz folt by the Mother only
43 a reminding fnger laid on her cheek, 1t is one advantage of the expres-
sion “ag if** that it Jeaves the field open for such variation. It is intended
10 suggest without saying it that behind the sombre void is the face of
a mother. The two other “as if” 's* have the same motive and I do pot
find them jarring upon me. The second is at a sufficient distance from the
first and it is not obtrusive enough to prejudice the third which more

LP L EP A
3 &1 Aurobindo has somebow come to wse “void™ instead of the “Vast” that is actually
there in the Boe. Tt may be mentioned that, in the passage where this fine and the ocher three
aoeur, the Vase is also called the void.
. A5 if & soul long dead were moved o live .
Az if solicited In an alien world...
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neany foflows..  Your sugeestion “as thoogh™ {for the third) does not
appeal toome: 3L almiost makes a spgpestion of falsity and ip any case it
makes no real differencs as the two expressicns are too much kin to each

gther to mpel the charge of reiteration.
— 1046

*
oy

As i solizited in oan aien world

With timid and hazardous instinctive grace,
Orphaned acd doven ood o seek a4 home,
An ersanl marvel wiith no place o lve,

Into 2 far-olf nook of heaver there came

A slow miraculous geshuee's dom appeall

You have made what seems t9 me & strange confision as regards the
passage abont the “errant marvel” owing to the nustake in the puncttation
which is now corrected. You tock the word “solicited” as 2 past participle
passive and (s error seems to have remained fixed in vour mind so a3 to
distort the whele building and sense of the passape, The word “solicited”
is the past tense and the subject of this verb is “an ercant marvel” delayed
tor the fourth line by the parenthesis “Orphaned ete.” This kind of inver-
ston, though lenper than asual, s common enough in poetical stvle and
the object is to thiow 4 strong emphasis and prominence upan the line,
“An errant marve]l with no place to live.” Thal being explained, the rest
about the gesture should be clear enough,

I see no sufficient reason o after the passage; cettainly, T could not
alter the line beginning “Orphaned...”; it is indispensable to the total idex
and its omisston would leave an unfilled gap. If T may not expect & com-
vlete alertnesy from the reader, — but how without it can e grasp the
subtleties of 2 mystical and syrabolic poem 7 — he surely cught to be alert
encugh when he reads the second line to see that it iz somebody who is
soliciting vith a timid grace and it can’t be somebody who is being grace-
fully solicited; also the ling “Orphaned etc.” ought to suggsst to him at
once that it i3 some orphan who is soliciting and not the other way round:
the delusion of the past participle passive ought to ba dissipated long before
he reaches the subjeet of the verh in the fourth line. The obscurity through-
out, if there is any, is in the mind of the hasty reader and wot in the Eramma-
tical constriiction of the passage.

— 1946

EPAL



Letiers on “Saviiri” 7 4G

A slow miraculovs gesture dimly came,

Man alive, your proposed emendations® are an admirahle exposition of
the art of bringing a lme down the steps till my poar “slow miraculous™
above-mind line meant to give or begin the concrete portrayal of an
act of some hidden Godhead finally becomes a mere metaphor thrown
out from its more facile mint by a briliantly imaginative poetic infelligence.
Firat of all, you shift my “dimiy™ out of the way and transfer if fo some-
thing to which it does nol inwardly belong, make it an epithet of the pesture
ar an adverb qualifying its epithet instead of something that gualifies the
atmasphers i which the act of the (Godhead takes place. That is a
preliminary havoe which destrovs what is very important to the action,
its atmosphere. I never intended the gesture to be dim, 1t is 2 huminous
gestere, but foreing its way through the black guistude it comes dimly.
Then aguin the bald phrase “a gesture came™ without anything to psychi-
cise it becomes simply sormething that “happened”, “came™ being a postic
equivalent for “happened”, instead of the expression of the slow coming
of the gesture. The words “slow™ and **dimiy™ assure this sense of moefion
ang this concreteness to the word’s sense here. Remowve one or both whe-
ther entirely or elsewhere and you ruin the vision and change altopether its
character. That is at least what happens wholly in your penultimate version
and as for thelast its “'came” pets another meaning and one feels that some-
body very slowly decided to let out the gesture from himself and it was
ghite a miracle that it came out at all! “Dimly miraculous” means what
precisely or what “miracnlounsly dim” — it was muraculovs that it managed
to be so dim or there was something vaguely miraculous about it after all?

} The emendations suggesed of the onginal Fne which belonged to the 1936 vemion but
apropod of which the comments by S0 Aurobindo are very petiinent im peneeal 1o his art wete:

Mimculows and dim
Mirgculoosly dim
Dritaly miraculeas
dMiraenlow and stow

The emendations were not sopgested a6 Improvements In any way oo e ling which dms
splendid (fhough SO Avrobindo himself subsequently altared it to

A slow miracrlovs gesture’s dhen appedl

bocause of a new interrelation in the fimal sxpanded recast of his poem). They were only a
hypothetical desperate resort in the fntereyts of 8 point which iz made clear in the footnote at
the end of the oest item. The otyect was to see if & certain change o the wanner of adjective-
e was possible so that a techoica) variety might be intradoced in the passage of which the
lime in question wasa part. The emendatisns anfortunaiely mvoled, among other things, the
omission of ane or another of the descriptive wrms uged by Sri Aovobindo, But variands not
involving 1hig were glse offered for discussion, a9 the foomoete already referred to will show.

a postura came,
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No doubt they try to mean someching eise — but these Interpretations
come in their way and trip them over. The only thing that can stand is the
first version whick is no doubt fins postry, but the trouble is that i does
ot give the affect 1 wanted to give, the cffect which is necessary for the
dawn's inper significance. Moreoyer, what becomes of the slow lingering
rioythm of my tine which is absolutely indispensable?

— 1536

L]
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Then a faint hesitating gimmer broke.

A slow miracalous gesture dimby came,

The persistent thrll of a transfignting touch
Persuaded thie itert black quictude

And bemuty and wonder disturbed the fields of God.
A wandering hand of pale enchanted ligh

That glowed zlong a fading moment's brink

Fixed with goid pansl and opalescent hinge

A gate of dreams ajar on mystery’s verge

Can't see the validity of any prohibition of double adjestives m abundance.
If a slow wealth-burdened movement is the right thing, as it cerfainly is
here! [n my judgment, the necessary rneans have to be used to bring it about
— and the double adjective is admirably suted for the purpose.... Do not
{orget that Savite/ 18 au experiment m mystic poetry, sparitual poeliy cast
into a symbohic figure. Done on this rule, it is really a new attempt and
cannot be hampered by old ideas of technique except when they are assi-
miizble. Least of all by a standard proper to a mere mtellectual and abs-
tract poetry which makes “reason and taste™ the sopreme arbiters, aims
at 8 harmonised poctic intellectual balanced =xpression of the sense, ele-
gance in language, a sober and subile use of imaginative decoration, a re-
strained emotive element cte. The attempt at mystic spiritual poetry of the
kind I am at demands above all a spiritaal objectivity, an infense psycho-
physical concreteness. I do not know what you mean exactly hera by

1 The ficst 1w lines here are different from thosa that in the present yersion prevede the
rest of the passage {(p. 3). The wersion oo which Sri Aorcebindo commented 1% that of 1934,
But the comment which is concerned with the use of doable adjertives docs not lase its cssen-
tial foree when the place in which the passage now stands demands that it shapld begin:

Inte 3 fa-off oook of heasven there came
A slow mimaculows gesture's dim appeal.

Caty ooe faic of adwctives out of four closely copurring “'dondiles™ drops ol
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“obvious™ and “subtle”™. According to cerfain canons, apithets should
be used sparingly, irez use of them is rhetorical, an “obvions™ device, a
crowding of images is bad taste, therz should be stbtiety of art not dis-
played but severely concealed — Summie ars est celare artem. Very good
tor a certaln standard of postry, not so good or not good at all for othars.
Shakespeare kicks over these traces at every step, Aeschylus frecly and fre-
quently, Milton whenever be chooses. Such lines as

With hideous run and combustion, down
To botromless perdition, there to dwsll
In adamantine chains and penal fire

oF

Wilt thou upon the high and giddy mast
Seal up the shipboy's eves and rock his brains
In cradle of the rode imperiogs surpe

{note two double adjectives in three lives in the fast) — are not subtle or
restrained, or careful to conceal their elements of powerful technique, they
showy rather a vivid richness or vchemence, foreing language to its utmost
gower of expression. That has to be doos still more in this kind of mystic
peetry. I cannot bring out the spiritual objectivity if I have to be miserly
about epithets, images, or deny myself the use of all available resources
of sound-significance. The double epithets are indispensable here and in
the exnct order in which they are arranzed by me. You say the rich bur-
dened mavement ¢an e seciired by other raeans, but a rich burdened maove-
menl of any kind 15 not my priroary obiject, it is desirable only because itis
negded te express the spirit of the action here; and the double epithets are
wanted because they are the besi, not only one way of securing it, The
“resture” must be “slow miraculous™ — if it is merely miraculons or mere-
Iy slow, that does not ereste a picture of the thing as it 15, but of something
(puite abstract and ordinary or concrete but ordinary — it 1s the combina-
tion that renders the exact nature of the mystic movement, with the “dimly
cane” supporting it, so that “gesture” is not here a metaphor, but a thing
actaally done. Equally a pale light or an enchanted light may be very
pretty, bat it is coly the combination that renders the umintosity which is
that of the hand acting tentatively in the darkness. That darkness itself is
described as a guistude, which gives it a subjective spirifual character
and brings out the thing syrabolised, but the double epithet “inert black”
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givas it the needed concrateness so that the quietude ceasss Lo be somerhing
abstract and becomes soinething concrete, objective, but stll spititually
subjective, .. Evary word must be tha right werd, with the right atmosphere,
the right relation to all the other words, just a5 every sound in its place
ard the whole sound itogether must bring out the tmponderable signi-
ficance which is beyond verbal expression. One can’t chop and change
about on the privciple that it is sufficient if the same mental sense or part
of i1 is given with some poetical beavty or power, One can only change if
the chanps brings out more perfectly the thing behind that is seelang for
expression — hiings out in full objectivity and also in the fuli mystic sense.
If 1 can 4o that, well. other considerations have to take a backseat or seek
their satisfaction elsewhsre.!

— 1936

w
*F

In the passages about Dawn your fwo supsestions I find unsatisfying.
“Windowing hidden things'™ presents & vivid image and suggests what |
want to suggest and § most refuse to alter it; “vistaing” brings in & very
common image and doees not suggest anything except perhaps that there is
a long line or wide range of hiddee things. But that is quite unwanted and
rot a part of the thing seen. “Shrowd” sounds to me too literary and arti-
ficial and besides it almost suggests thal whal it eovers is a corpse which
would not do af all; a slipping shroud sounds inapt while *“slipped like a
falling cloak™ gives a patural and true image, In any case, “shroud™
would not be more naturally contiousus in the succession of images than

“cloak™.
— 1946

! The point discuzsed by Sii Auroiindo is & genuine and important one bt it may be
nentioned that the quesiion which elicited the discussion pave rise to this preciss point by
some Carglessness of phrasing. As Sti Avrobmda himself wag informead Jater, the slight suspi-
ciom oF “obviousness of method™ referred not tn the closely repeatad use of double adjectives
bt tr the manner in which 150 epithets had been thus used -—that i3, eithout any separation
of ope from the other and immediaicly before a noun, Az allemative — 4 pesture glow,
miraculovs, dimly came™ -— was suggested, bur adwditedly the revelatory suspenss in S
Aunrobimde’s line was spoiled by the “gésture™ being mentioned ioo scom. Als, “Micacolous,
slow, a gestore dimly came” wonld blurt aut things in is ows way. “Yes, that i3 it,” wrote
Sri Aurobindo. And Wiy geasru] remark was: “The epithets are imseparable from the noan,
1hey give a single impression which must not be broken np by ghving a separatc prominencs
to cither noyn oF epothets.™

L P50 [Bid



Leifers on “Savitei™ 733

I am afraid [ shall not be able to satishy your demand for rejection and
alteration of the tines about the Inconseient! and the cloak any more than
I could do it with regard o the line ahout the silence snd sirength of the
gods.® I looked al your suggestion abour adding a Fne or two jn the first
case, but could get nothing that would either improve the passags or set
your objection at rest. { am quite auable Lo agree that there is anviking
jargonish about the line any more than there 5 in the Hnes of Keats,

Beauty 15 Truth, Truth Beauty — that is all
Ye know on earth and all y2 need to know.

That amounts to a generalised philosophical statement or emunciation
and the words “beauty™ and “truh” are abstract metaphysical rerms to
which we give & concrete and emotional valus because they are connected
i our associations with true and beauliful things of which our senses or
our minds are vividly aware. Men bave not learnt vet to recogmise the
Incenscient on which the whale material world they see is Suilt, or the Igno-
rance of which their whole nature including theic knowledge is built;
they think that these words are only abstract metaphysical jargon Bung
about by the philosaphers in their clouds or laboured out in long and
wearisome books like The Life Divine. But it is not 50 with me and { take
my stand on my own fecling and experience about ther as Keats did on his
about truth and beauty. My readers will have to do the same if they want
to appreciate my poetry, which of course they are not bound to do.

Is it really a fact that cven the ordinary reader would not be able
to see any différcnce between the [nconscient and Ignorance unless the
difference is expressly explained to him? This is not 2 matter of philoso-
phical ierminology but of common sense and the understood meaning of
Englsh words. One would say “even the inconscient stona” but one wounld
not say, a3 one might of a child, *the ignorant stone™. Qne must first be
conscions before one can be ignorant. What is true is that the ordinary
reador might not be familiar with the philosephical content of the word
Incanscient and might not be familiar with the Vedantic idea of the Igno-
rance as the power behind the manifested world, But 1 don’t see how I can
acquaint him with these things in a single ling, even with the most ilumina-
Ling image or symbol. He might wonder, if he were Johnsdnianiy minded,
how an lnconscient conld be teased or how 1t could wake Ignorance, 1 am
afraid, in the absence of 2 mirtacle of inspired puetival exegesis fashing
tarough my mind, he will have to be left wondering. 1 am not set against

B2 E LG
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adding a line if the miracle comes or if some vivid symbob occurs o me, but
a3 vet none sueh is meking iis appearance.’

In the other case aleo, sbout the cloak, T maintain my position, Here,
however, white 1 was looking at the passage an additional line oceurred to
me and [ may Xesp it

The darikness failed and slipped like a faliing cloak
From the reclining body of a god.

Bur this additional line does not alviale your objection and it was nol put
in with that object. You have, by the way, made a curious misapplication
of my imgge of the careful housewife: you attribute this line 10 her inspira-
tion.? A careful housewife is meticolovsly and methodically careful {o
arrange everything in s perfect order, to pat every cliject in ifs place and see
that there is no disharmony anywhere: bet aceording to you she has thast
a wrang object into a wrong place, soanething discordanl with the sur-
roundings and infetior in beauty to all that is near it; if so. she is not a
careful housewife bt a slattern. The Musa has a careful houscwife, —
there is Peme's, perfect in the classical or pseudo-classical style or Tenny-
son's, in the romantc or semi-romantic manner, while as a contras! there
is Browming's with her energetic and rough-and-tumble dash and claiter.

You ask wihy in these and similar cases 1 could net convince you while
I did in others. Well, there are several possible explanations, It may be
that vour Sest reaction to these lines was very vivid and loft the mark of a
saritskdr which could aot be obliterated. Or perhaps T was right 1w the
other mattors while vour eriteism may have been right 1a these, - my par-
tiality for these lnes may be dac to an unjuslified personal attachment
founded on the vision wlhiuch they save me when I wrote them. Agrain, there
are alwavs differences of poctical appreciation due either to preconceived
notiops or to different temperamanral reactions. Finaily, #t may he that
my vision was true bul for some reason you are not able to share 1. For
mstance, vou may have seen in the line about the cloak only the objective
image in a detarled picture of the dawn where 1elt a subleciive sugpestion
m the fardure of the darkness and the slipping of the cloak, not an image

- Wha! tha comnmentilor wished for was sore symbolic sbgzestinn a5 in ather phresss of
S Aurebindo’s that made the Inconscient a black drason or a blzck rock. Az an alternadive

he desired a fardhar touch: of vividness 1o drive howge the Jistinetion heween the Ineopscient
end Tenocasice, a5 in anather lins in Szvireic FARG the blind Void sirogeles to live and s2¢.

# The litie mzanl s not ihe additional bue the orginal sipele one, 2nd e imags S
Awrchindo refers o is in bis staterment: “The nivacic Myse 5 mare of an inspired Bacchoate
of ihe Dionysian wine than an orderfy hoesewife,!”
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bt an experience. {f must be the same with the line,
The strength, the sifance of the gods were hers.

You perhzps felt it to be an ordinary line with a superficial significance:
perhaps it canveyad to you nhot much more than the stock phrass abount
the “strong silent man” admired by bographers, whils to me it meant very
much and expressed with a barz but sufficient power what [ always regarded
as 4 great reality and a great experience.

— 1946

*
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Then through the paliid rift that seemed at first
Hardly enough for a tickle from the suns
Outponred the revelation and the flame.’

Your “harely encugh™. instead of the finer and more suggestive “hardly™,
Ful's Hat vpon my ear; one cannot substitute ong word for another in this
kind af poctry merely bacause it means intellectvally the same thing;
“hardly™ 15 the mos justc in this context and, repetition or nof, it must
eemain vrless 4 word not only juste but fnzvitable comes fo replace 1 ...
Ot this peint I may add that in certain conlexis “barely™ would be the
sreht word, as for instance. ©*There is barely enough food left for two or
three meals”, where “hardly”™ would be adequate but much less foreeful.
it iz the other way abeut in this kne.

- [946

]
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A fonely spleadour from the invisible goal
Almost wes flung on the opaque Inene’

No word witl do except “invisible™. ! don't ¢hink there are too many “I's”
~- int fact such multiplications of 8 vewel of consonant assonance or several
together as well as syilabic assomances in a single line or occasionally
hetween Binc-endings (e.p. face-Tate) are an accoptad fealure of the teclmique
in Sevfri. Purposefnl repetitions alse. or those which serve as echoes of

key notes in the theme.
— 1936

L -



730 Saviter

i= was a wibrant link between earith and heaven.!

No, it is beczuse “link twist”, two heavy syllables {Lieavy becavse ending
with two consonants) with the same vowel, makes an awkward combination
which can ony be saved by good managsment of the whelc line — but here
the linz wus not written to snit such a combination, 50 it won't do.

— 1936

L]
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{ think vou said in 2 letler that in ibe line
{dur prosirate soil bore the awakening ray®

“eoil” was &n error for “sonl”, RBut “seil” is correct; for I am describing
the revealing light falling epon the lower levels of the earth, not on the
soul. Mo doubt, the whole thiag is symbaoiic, but the symbol has to be kept
in the front and the thing symbotized has to be concealed or only peep cut
from hehind, it cannot coms opealy into the front and push aside the

Sy,
— 1944

The former pilch® continges, as far as [ can see, up to Light, thea it begins
to come down to an intuitivissd Higher Mind in order to suit the change
of the subject, but it is cnly occasionally thar it is pure Higher Mind — a
mixture of the intuitive or Humined is usually there except when some
truth has to be stated to the philosophic intellipence in as precise a manner
a5 possible.
— 1936
*ﬂ#

1P 4, The question was: L agtice thal vour hase chanted “tvict™ io “between' when seb-

stituting *link™ for “slep™ in tha line,
Air mag 4 vibrant step Lwikl ¢arth and heaven,

I# it memely docduse taelve lines cerlier ““twist™ has bean used ?

*P.5

3 The question raferrsd ‘o the whobe shorter and somewhat difTarent 1938 version of the
opening of Sevisrfand sought 1o compace the planes of tre passages cancarned salely wilh the
Dzwm, in the firar of which 2 dirast lueinesity was discemed and in the second a4 s8ift te the
Higher Mind. S0 Aurchindn’s answer js cuated becanse it seeiny appiicable i seneral where-
gver in Sqviiri the Higher Mind comes jute play,
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{"It’s passive Tower of fove and doom 1t gave™ ] Good Heavens! how
dicd Gandhi come in there? Passion-flower, sir — passion, nef passive.'
— 1934

]
+%

Draped in the leaves’ vivid emerald monotane?

Five [fect], the first being raken as a dactyl. A livtle gambol [ike thai must
be occesionally allowsd in an otherwise gorrect metrical performance.

- 1930

Miitonisn? Surely not. The Muwnic has a slatelier more spreading
rhythm and a less direct more loftily arranged language, Milionicaily |
should have written not

The Gods above and Watere sole beiow
Were the spectators of that mighly sinfe?

but

Only the Sons of Heaven and that execuiive She
Watched the arbitrament of the high dispute.

— 1238

=
va
Never a rarer creaturs bore his shaft.t
Yes, ke Shakespeara's

...rock his bramns
in cradle of the rude imperious surge,

Mina has only three sonant r's, the nthers being inandible — Shakespeare
pours himself 5 in a close space.

— B30

TRCTO P T rh
+ P 14 The question ashed was; s the reffect deithemare ?
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AL her poaated 1o & nobler kind.!?

It is A Yconpecting” ine which prepares for what [ollows. U s somelimes
zood fechmique, as §chink. to intersperse lines like that {provided they do
net fall below siandard), so as to give the mtelfect the foothold of a clear
unadorned statoment of the gist of what 15 coming, before taking a kigher
Might. This is of course a technigue for {ong poerms wnd long descriptions,

not for shorter things or lvrical writing.
- 1936

I refuse entirely to admit that that ¥ poor postry, 1t i not onby just the
ime that s needed to introduce what follows bul it is very good poestey with
the strength and peinted directness, not intellectualised like Pope’s, but
intutive, which we often find in the Elizabethans, for nstance in Marlowe
supporting adequately and often more then adequaiely his “mizhty Hnes”.
But the image must be gnderstood. as it was intended, 10 its concrete sansc
and noi as & vague rhetorical phease suhstituted for a plainer wording, — it
ahaws Savitri as the foreronner or first creator of 2 new race. All poets have
lines which are bare and direct statements anc meant to be that in order to
carcy their {ull farce; but to what calegory their simplicity belongs or
whether & line 13 only passable or mora than that depends on various cic-
camstances. Shakespears's

Fo be o not to be, that 15 the guestion
introduces powerfully ane of the most Famous of alf solitoguies and it comes
i with a great dramatic Foree, but in itself it is & bare statement and some
might say that it would not be otherwise written in prose and is only saved
by the meirical thythm. The same might be said of the well-known passage

in Keats which 1 nave already guoted:

Beauty w Truth, Truth Beauty -- that is all
Ye know on carth and all ve nsed to know.

The same might e said of Mikow's famous line,

Fall'n Cherub! to be weak is miserable

* P 14
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Bat obviously in all these Wines there is not only a concentrated force, power
or greatness of the thought, but alse a concentration of intense poetic
feeling which makes any criticism impossible. Then take Milzon's Tines,

Woere it not better dong, as others use,
To sport with Amarvllis in the shade
Or with the tangles of Nzaera’s hair?

it might be said that dhe first line has nothing 1o distingwish it and is merely
passable or anly saved by the charm of what follows ; but there = a heaury of
rhythim and a Bharva or feeling brought in by the rhythm which makas the
line beautiful in its=if and not merely passable. Tf there is nof some saving
grace like that then the danger of Taxity may become possible. 1 dg not think
there 13 much It Sawird which is of that kind. Bul T can perfectly wnder-
stand vour anxicty that all should ke lified to or towards at least the mini-
mum Dverhead tevel or so near as to be touched by its influence or at the
very least a pood substitote for it 1 do vt know whether that is always
possible in so long & poem as Savisri dealing with so many various heights
and degrees and so much varying substance of thought and feeling and des-
criptive matter and narrative. Guf that has bzen my general aim through-
out and 1t 18 the reason why [ have made so many successive drafls and
comifnual aiterstions till 1 felr that I had got the thing intended by the
higher inspiraiion in every line and passags. 1t is also why | keep mysalf
open o every suggestion from a sympathetic and understanding quarter
and weigh it well, relecting only after due conswderation and accepting
when I see it te be well-founded. But for fhat the critic must be one who
has seen and felt what is in the thing written, not like vour friend who has
not seen anything and understood only the word surface and not cven
always that; he must be open to this kind of postry, able o see the
spiritual vision it conveys, capable tog of feeling the Overhead touch when
it comes, — the fit reader.

— 1947

Near 1o earth’s wideness, intimate with heavea,
Exalted and swift her young large-visianed spirit
Vovaging through worlds of splendour and of caim
Crverflew the ways of Thought to unbore: things.
Ardent was her self-poised unstumbling will:

Her mind, a sea of white sincerity,
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cendental values in the composition of Saviirl's being, while here thereis a
departure to show how this transcendental greatness coptacts the psychic
demand of human nature in its weakness and responds to 1t and acts upon
it. That was the purpose of the new passage and it is difficult to accomplish
i without bringing in 2 normal psychic instead of a transcendental tone.
The irnage of the bird and the bosem is obviously not new and original, it
images a common demand of the human heart and does it by employing
a physical and emotionai fguec so as to give it a vivid directness in its own
kind. This passage was introduced because it brought in something in
Savitri's relation with the humaa world which seemed {o me a nevessary
part of a complets psychelogical description of her, Ifit bad to be altered,
— which would be only If the desceni to the psychic level really spoils the
consisient integrality of the deseription and lowsrs the height of the poetry,
— [ would have to find something equal and better, and ust now I do not
find any such satisfying alteration.
As for the hne, about the strength and silence of the Gods,

(The strengeh, the silence of the gods were hers')

that has a similar motive of completeness, The tine about the “stillpess™
and the “word”

[AT once she was the stillness and the word,]

pive us the transcendental element in Savind, for the Divine Savitri is tha
word that rises from the transceadental stillngss; the next two fines

[A continznt of self-diffusing paace,
An ocean of vnirembling virmn firg]

render that slement into the poise of the spiritual conscicusness: this last
line brings the same thing down to the cutward character and temporament
in ftfe. Aunion of strength and silence is [nsisted upon in this pozm as one
of the most prominent characteristics of Savitri and I have dwelt on i
elsewhere, but it had to be brought in here also if this description of her was
to be complete. T do not find that this ling lacks poetry or power: if I did,
L wonld slter it.

— 1946

v P14,
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T doubt whether T shall have the courage to throw out again the stricken
and “too explieit” bird into the cold and storm outside; at most T might
change lhal one line, the first, and make it stronger,  confoss I faif to see
what 15 50 objoctionable in its expiiciiness; usually, according Lo my idea, it is
only things that are in themselves vague that have to be kept vague. There
15 plenty of room for the implicit and suggestive, but I'do not see the aecas-
sity for that where ene has to bring home a physical image.

— 1946

I have altered the bird passage and the repetition of “'delight™! althe
end of a line: the now yersion runs —

As might a soul fly like a hunted bird,
Escaping with tired wings from a world of storins,
And a guiet 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 fost habit of happiness,
Feel her bright nature’s glorious ambiance,
Angd preen oy in her warmth and colour's taie,
— 1946

The suggesuon you make sbont the “sonl” and the "bird” may have
a shght justification, but 1 do not think it is {atal {0 the passage.? On the
odher hand there 3 a strong objection to the alteration you propose; it i
that the inage of the soul escaping from a world of storms would be im-
patired if it were only 4 physical bird that was 2scaping: a “world of storms™
is tog big an expression in ralation to the smallness of the bird, it is only with
the soul especially mentioned or else suggested and the “bind™ subordinately

t A carher Hine, toT far Trem the one end.og with the word "@elipht” in the first version
af the Bird passage, had been pointed out 2g ending with the same word —

Evcrn in ¢artn-swff, and their intenze delighs, .

* The supeestion was: “Although your new version carries a subtle multiform mmage more
m lune, in my opimion, witl the gehetal vision af tharesrof ibe deseripdan of Savitri, ‘ooe’
whir is himsell & sow! i3 cotepared to 'a soul” acting like o bird raking shetrer, as if to say: "A
soul who ¥ downg so-and-so & like & soul dofng something similar -—a sempanseo which
perhas brings in soms loss of sutptise and revesmstion,”
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there as a comparison that it fits perfectiy welt and gets its full value.

The word “oac” which takes up the image of the "bird™ has & more
general application than the “soul” and Is ot guite identical with it; it
means anyons who has lost happiness and is in need of spiritnal comfort
and revival, itfs as if one said: “as might a soul like 8 hunted bird take ve-
fuge from ihe world in the peace of the Infinite and feel that as its own
remembered home, sa could one taks refuge In her a5 in 8 haven of safety
and like the tired bird reconstitute one's strength so as to face ine world

ppce mors”
—— 1947

5
EY

My rernacks about the Bird passage are written from the point of view
of the chanpe made and the new character and atmosphere it gives: 1 think
the old passage was right enough in its own atmosphere, but not so good as
what has replaced it: the alteration you suggest may be as good as that,

but the objections 1o it arg valid {rom the new viewpomnt.
— 1947

N

As to the sixfold repetition of the indefinite article “a”" in this passage,
one should no doubt make it a general rule t0 avoid any such excessive re-
petition, but all rules have their exception and it might be phrased like this,
“Excent when some effect has to be produced which ithe repetition would
serve or for which it s necessary.” Here I fael that it does serve subtly such
ani effect; 1 have used the repetition of this “a™ very {requently in the noem
with 2 recurrence at the beginning of each successive Line in order to pro-
duce an accumulative effect of multiple characteristics or a grouping of as-
sociated things or ideas or other similar massings.

— 1947

Almost they saw who Hved within her Light
Her playmate in the semmpiternal spheres
Descended from its unattaingble realms

I her attracting edvent’s fummous wake,
The white-fire dragon bird of endless bliss
Drifting with burning wings above her days.?

1P 16 The queston was: “Is an acoumulating srandiose effect intended by the repeti-
fon of adjsctive-and-nvun in Four comssentive Fae-endioses B
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Yes; the purpose 15 o create 2 large luminous trailing repetitive movement
iike the fight of the Bitd with its dragon tail of whit= fire.
— %36

Al birds of that region are rclatives.! Buot this 5 the bird of eternal
Ananda, while the Hippogrift is the divinised Thowpht and the Bird of Fire
is the Agni-bird, psychic and tapas. All that however is to mentalize too
much and mentafising alwzys takes most of the life oui of spiritual {hings.
That is why T say it can be secn but nothing said about It

— 14936

¥

Bat joy canoot endure walil the end.
There is & darkaess in terrestrial things
Thai will not suffer long too giad a note.®

P do not think it s the poetic intelligence any more than Viral's Sunt

facriniae rerum et mestem mortadin tangunt, which 1 think to be the Higher

Mind coming through to the psychic and blepding with it 50 also his
£} passi graviora, dabit deus his guoque finem,

Here It may be the wndnitive inner mind with the psychic firsed together.

— 1336

&
£k

One dealt with her who meets the burdened greatd

Love? It is not Love who meets the burdened great and governs the fate
of men! Nor is it Pain. Time also does not do these things -— it only pro-

L The question wes: *'To the mystical regon, 12 the dragon bird any raation of your Bird
of Fire with ‘pold-whits wings™ or vour Hippognff with “face lostred, pale-blue-lined’? And
why dio vou write: *What 10 s3y sboul him? Ove can only see'?™

2 Pp, 16-17. The question was: “Are these lines the poelc intelligence at its deepest, sav,
Lika a mixtore of Sophocles and ¥iregil? They may he the pure or the dntullivised higher
ming.”

3 In 1346 Sri Aurpbindo put the soorce ol this fine’s inspirabon nueh higber Ses
p. 303,
-t The context of the liae p. 17 is:

Qe dealt with ler who mests the burdaned great,
Assigner of the ordeal and the path
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vides the feld and movement of events. If 1 had wasted to give a name, I
wauld have done . but it has purpaosely te be left numeless because it s
indefinable. He may use Lovs or Pain or Time or any of these powers but
is not any of them. You can cali lum the Master of the Evolunon, if you

ke,

— 936

Her spinit refused to hug the comtinon soil,

{r, finding alt 1ife’s gelden meanings robbed,
Compound with earth, slruck [rom the starry st
Or queach with Black despair the God-given light.!

Thiz truth hroke in n & tritmph of fire.2

The line you object to on account of fereed raythm “in g triumph of
fire™ has not been s arcanged dirough neglizence. It was very deliberately
donc and delibcratcly mamtained. IF it wore allercd the whoeie effect of
rhythmic meanng and soggestion which 1 intended would be lost and the
alterations you suggest would make g goed line perhaps but with an ordi-
nary and inexpressive rhythm, Obviously this & not 2 “oatural rhyibm”,
but there iz ne objection (9 Hs being forced when 11 15 a [orcible and viclent

Who chooses in this halacaus: of the soul

Dieath, fall and sarrow as the spieits poads,

The dubious rodbead with his rotch of pain

Ll og the chaysw of dhe urfinished world

And called har 1 fill with her vast self the shyss. ..
The guestion was: “Wha i 'Onc’ here 7 13 it Love, the godhead mentioned before T if nnr, doss
this "dubious gadhead with his torch of pain’ corrsspong 10 'Whe image whiie and high of god-
like Fain” spoken of & litile earlier? Oy is it Time whose “snare’ oceurs in the last line of the
preceding  passaps T

* 1% 19, Thege lines originally ran:
Her spivit refused struck from the slarey List
To quesch in dull despair dea God-given tghe,
& Giesien was put to S Aureblndo: “Aey puoctnation eissing? Perhapy a dash after

refuged” a5 well 2y after ‘ist™ " Sri Aurobindo replied: T omitted any puncrusion because it is
& comprassed construction owant ig stenify refused to be struck fiom the starry fisl wnd quen-

ched in dull desgair st — he guenching being the act of consent thal wonll make cfoctve
ihe senteace of Beinp sleuck from the starmv Hst,™  (1936;

P2l
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action that has 1o be suggested. The rliythm cannot be called artificial. for
that would mean something not froe and genuine or significant but enly
patched up and insincere: the rhythm here is @ tumn of art and oot 2 manu-
facture. 'The scansion is iamb, reversed spondee, pyrrhie, rochee, iamkb.
By reversed spondee [ mean a foot with the first syllable long and highly
stressed and the second stressed but short or with a Tess heavy ictus, In the
ordinary spondes the greater ictos 1s on the second syllable while there
are equal spondess wilh two heavy slresses, e.g. “vast spaze” or in scch
a ling as

He has szized hife i his resistless hands,

In the first part of the line the rhythm iz appropriate 1o the violent breaking
in of the truth whike in the second half it expresses a hish exultation and
exaltation in the inrush. This is brooghi out by the two long and highly
stressad vowels 1 the frst syllable of “trianph™ and in the word “fire™
{which in the elocution of the line have to b given their full force), coming
after a pyrrhic with two short syllables between chem, If one slurs over
the slightly weightad short syliable in “triumph™ whare the concluding
consonants exercise a certain check and delay in the voice, one could turg
this half line into & vary clamsy double anapacst, the first 4 glide and the
recomd a stumble; this would be bad clocution and contrary to the natoral
moverent of the words.

— 1946

X

Certainkfy, Millon in the passages vou gquote! hed a chytimical cffect in
mind: he was much too careful and conscientious a matrist and much toe
consummate a master of rhythm to do anvthing carelessly or without good
reason, I he found his [nspiration stumbling or becoming slipshed in its
rhvthmical effects, he would have corrected it

— 1947

In the two passages ending with the same word “alone™® | think there is
sufficient space between themn and neither ear nor mind need be offended.

And thep howed down 1o ke Gouds of thelr wives...
Burmed after ithem 10 the botoamles it

2P 3L
There koowing berself by her own rermiess self,
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The word *sole” would Jatica the ling® too much and the word “aloof™
would here have no atmosphere and it weuld not express the idea, It is
not distance and aloofness that has to he stressed bat uncompanioned
salituda.

— 1946

Bevond iife's arc in spirit’s Immensities.®

“ “Goirit’ instead of ‘spirit’s’ ~ might mean something else, the word “spirit”
as an epithet is ambizuous — it might be spiritistic and not spivitual,
— 1936

"~
L2
The calm immensities of spirit Space.

“Immensities’” was the proper word because if helped to mive the whole
scul-scape of thoss worlds — the immensitics of space, the plateaus of fire,
the oceans of bliss. “Enfinities™ could just replace it, but now something
has to be sacrificed. The only thing I can think of now is

The calm immunity of spirit Space..?

“Immurnities” in the plural is much feebler and philosophically absiract
- one beging to think of things like “guantities” ~ naturafly it suggested

Wisidom yuperndi, wordless, sbsoluts
nat uneompaninned in the stermal Calm,
Allseeinp, pootioniess, soveraipn end slone,

With 4 gep of 61 lines occurs the passsye (pp.3l-34):

The superconscien: raalnes of mocionleas peacs
Where jnderment ceaszs and the ward s mute
And the Urconecived lies pathless and alone,

The point raized was that, thovsh “alens’ was very finc in both cases, the accurrense of
both in the context of a particular single whele of spirinial expericnee might slightly Blunt for
the reader the revelatory edge in e eennd cose.

v Al-soeing. motionless, sovereigo and alcoe.

1P, 44, It meay be poted {hat Srf Aurobizdo’s cosmment here i related only to a cariain
type of conlext, as s edident from the fne ppropes of which the very next comment is made.

T Dwing to the close coourrencs of the word “irtgeensites’ inenother line, “immuonity™
was hore usad. At pregant the original word has been restored in a new context (p.47) and the
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itseif 1o me as keeping up the plural sequence,! but it grated on 192 sense
of spiriizal objective veality and [ had to reject it at once. The calm
immunity was 2 thing I could al once feel. With immunities the mind
has to ask: ““Well, what are they!?”

— 1437

And of the Timeless the still brooding face,
And the creative eye of Eternity?

As to the exaci metrical idenuity in the first half of the two lines, it was
certainly intentional, if by intention is meant not a manufacture by my
personal mind but the spontanecus deliberateness of the inspiration which
gave the lines to me and 2 aceeptance o the recetving mind. The (rst
halves of the iwo lings are metrically ideatical closcly associating to-
seiher the two things seen as of the same order, the still Tinazless and the
dynamic creative Eternity both of them together origmating the marnufesi
world: the latter halves of ths Tings diverge aliogether, onz into the
slow massiveness of the Ustill brooding face™. with its strong close,
the other inte the combination of two high and emphatic syllables with an
indeterminate ron of short syliables between and after, aliowing the line
1o drop away inio some unuttered endlessness rather than cease. In this
rhythmical significance { can see no waakness.

— 1844

As if the snginal Ukase stili held back.

I have accented on the first syllable as | have done often with words like
“orcuit™, “divine™. 1t is a Russian word and [oreign words in English tend

ine cames afb ke end mmeed of at the begwming of the stguenta:

Sl regoms of imper:sehabls Light,

Allgeemng eagla-peaks of siunt Power

And moon-Aane cossns of 2w:ft fathomless Blis
And ealny immensities of spint Spacs.

The gefden platezas of immersd e,
The ragga-Hame ocszns of unl@llen Bliss,

P4l
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often 1o get thewr otimmal accent shifted as far backward as possible. |
have heard many do that with “ukase™ !
— 1937

o+
Restled from poor assent to MNature’s terms ®

Tt [restied ] s a perfectly good Enghsh word, meaming onginaliy to leap
back. rebound {like an elastic) -~ 50 to draw back from. recotl, rerveat Gin
mmilitary fanryage i means to [z back from a position gainsd or {o one's
original posiiion); bur it is speciatly used for withdrawing from a conract,
aprecment, previous statement. [t s therefore quite the just word here.
Human gature has assented to Nature's taems and been kept by her to
them, but now Aswapathy resies from the contract and the assent fo
mads by humanity (o which he belonged. Resiled, resilient, resiliznce arg
all gond words and in a@se.

- 1937

The ncertitude of man's proud confident thought.?

*Uncertainty” would mean that the thought was confident but uncertain
of itself, which wonld he a contradiction. “‘Incerittude™ means that its truth
13 pncertain in spite of its proud confidence in itself,

— 1936

L
o

Aware of his ovcult omnipotent source,
Alured by the omntsclent Ecstasy,
He felt the wvasion and the namefess jov.’

' This noie of St Acabindo’s hac been ertercd beote for s oytrmsic wpterest. The e m
questian mns at present [p e

He read the oogimal whass kept back
* P77 B Aurobindo’s node apropos oF this [ine was winitten wher the lne oocormed in 4
context whech contawned no other phitase claborating sts sense Al present & Turther Lne follosws
FEhe hatsh comirast spurnsd and e diminished |eage

L A

1 These leoes, to g carmment a0 whieh SroAuretindo has replied, ave the E537 wersnon. AL

foak

presens (p 79 e third leng joms up with = passage immsediately preceding the other twia, thus
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[ certainly won't have “attracted” fin place of “allured™] - there is an
enormous difference between the force of the two words and surely “at-
tracted by the Ecstazy” would take away sll my ecsiasy ia the line —
nothing so fepid can be admitted. Neither do I wang *“thriid” lin piace of
“lov"] which gives a false colour — precisely it would mean that ths
ecstasy was already touching him with its inlensity which is far from
intention.

Your stalement that “joy™ 15 Just another word for “ecstasy” is surpris-

mg. “Comfort™, “pleasure”, "oy, “bliss”, “rapture”, “ecstasy” would
than be all equat and exactly synonymous terms and 21l distinciion of
shades and colours or words would disappear from Ltcratecc. As well
say that “flasnlight™ 1a just another word for “lighining” — or that glaw,
gleam, glitter, sheen, blaze arc all equivalents which can be emploved
indifferently in the same place. One can feel allured ic the supreme omni-
soient Ecstasy and feel a nameless jov touching one without that joy be-
coming itself the supteme Lostasy. T see no foss of expressivengss by the
joy coming in as § vague nameless huni of the immeasurable supsrior
Ecstasy.

— 1937

That [“to blend and blur shades owing {0 techmical exigencies™] might be
all right for mental poetry — it woa't do for what T am trying to create - -
in that, one word wen't do for the other. Even in mental poetry [ consider
it an [nferior methad. “Gleam' and “plow™ are two guite different things
and the poet who uses them indifferently has constantly got his eye upon

words rather than upon the ohject.
— 1937

& force zacie doven iode s maccad imbs,
A current from eternal seaq of Bliss;
He £l the myvasion 2né the nameless joy,

And e ather r¥o begin 4 now passage which continues after them.

A fmvine centre of the Ikmiable

Whedened fo agnake with the werld's cireumference,

He tumned io s immiepse spiritual Fee,
Buz &1 Aurobinda's remarks do rol |ose their essentfal pertinecer and borce or thew larger
reneTal Enphsiions
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¢

And driven by o pointing hand «f Light
Aceross his souls unmapped pnmensitudes.’

take upon mysell the gight to coin new words. “Immensitudes™ is not
any more fantastic than “imfinitudes™ to paw “indaity™.
rWould you alse use ‘eternitedes” 7] Not likely! Twouid think of the

French deorneer ang sneeze,
w1836

The body and the life no mors were zll

§ still consider the line a very good one and 1l did perfectly express what
i wanted {0 say. T don't sce how I could have said it otherwise without
diminishing or cxaggerating the significance. As for “baldness”, an ocea-
stonally bare and straightforward line without any trailing of luminous
robes is not an improper element. E.g

This was the day when Satyavan must die,?

which 1 would not remove from its positicn even if yvou were to give ms the
grown and income of the Kavi Samedt for doing it. If T have changed here,
it is Decause the alteration all round it made the lise no longer in harmony
with s ramediate environment,

Not at all [“barensss for bareness's sake™], 1t was bareness for expres-
slon's sake, which s a different matter... It was “jwsfe™ for expressing what
I had to say then in a certain context. The context being entircly changed
i1 its sense, bearing and atmosphers, it was no longer juste in that place.
Itz beirg an interloper in a new house does pot show that it was an inter-
loper in an old one, The colours and the spaces being heightened and
widened this tint whicli was appropriate and needed in the old design conld
not remaitt in the new one. These things are a question of desizn: 4 line

VP& The wurd “mmnensiods” oorws adso onopp. 237 and 524

A litfle gift comes From the Drmensitoces. .
in their imreensitudz sigoing wbdidy., .

LA (18
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has to be seen not only in ils own separate value but with a view to its just
place in the wholel
— [937

3=
Sy

As to the title of the three cantss about the Yoga of the King?® 1 in-
tended the repetition of the word “Yoga” to bring out and emphasise the
fact that this part of Aswapathy’s spicitual development consisted of two
Yogic movements, one a psycho-spiritual transformation and the other a
greater spiritual transformabion with an ascent to a suprame power. The
omission which you suggest would desiroy this signiticance and leave only
something more ahstract, Tn the sccond of these three cantos there 15 a
pause belween the two movements and a deseription of the secret know-
ledge to which he 15 fed aid of which the results are described in the Tast
canto, but there is ne description of the Yoga itseif o1 of the steps by which
this knowledge came. That is anly indicated, not narrated; so, to bring in
“The Yoga of the King™ as the title of this canio would not be very apposite,
Aswapathy’s Yoga falls inte three parts. First, he is achieving his own
spiritual self-luifilmient as the individeal and this 35 described as the Yopa
of the King. Nexi, be makes the ascent as a typical representative of the
race to win the possibikty of discovery and possession of all the nlanes of

F The passzpe originally stood:

A cosmic vision booked ar things through Teght.
Atomic aow the shapes thal lvomed seo large,
IMusicn [ost ber agpraccising lens:

‘The body and ke lfe oo mote were Bl

The smintd bl was only a0 outer cowt,

His zoul the tongne of an nnmeasered fire.

The passage (hen Secame:

A cosmic vision lonied al things throaeh Bght:
Nlusiom lest hae zpgrandiskng lans,

Atgric were her sliancs 1hat [nomed 5o laree

And from her failing kand Aer measures foil;

in fie eswormous spaces of the Self

Thr living fonm seemed now a wandearing shell;
Eatth was ong rooem 0 iz milllon-mansianed hocye,
The i a many-frescoed oultr coutt,

His soud the tongme of an Lomeasared Fre,

Al present some of the lines have changed piaces in the poemn and the passage a5 it slands
On pape £2 05 0ot quiee the same.

* Hoak 1. Canta 3: The Yoga of the King: The Yoga of the Sotl's Release,
Ceanto 4 The Seerer Bndsiadps.
Cantw 5: The Yo of the King: The Yoga of the Spirit's Preedenn and {rrearness.
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comsciousness and Lhis i3 deseribed in the Second Book: bul tis oo 1s as
vet onle an ndividual victory. Finally, he sspices nie longer for himasell but
for all, for a caiversal realisation and asw crealion. That is described in

the Book of the Divine Mather.
— | 944

Largine hic campos aetiier ef lumunc vestit
Purpures, solemque sonm, sta sidera nomostt

I gon't kuoow [“what plane js spoken of by Wirgil”], but purple is a
light of the Vital. It may havs been one of the vital heavens he was thinking
of. The ancients saw the vital Leavens as the highest and most of the reli-
gions also have done the same. 1 have used the suggesiton of Virgdl tg in-
seri a4 needed line.

And priefless comneries wnder purple suns.®
— 1236

2
k&

Here too the gracicus mighty Anpsl poured
Her spiendoar and her swiftness and hee theill,
Hopeng 1o fill this new fair world with her joy.”

Mo, thar [“pours” instead of “poured”] would take away sl meaning
from "new farr world™ — it 12 the allempled conguest of earth by life when
earlh had been created — 2 past event though still continuing in its sequel
and result.

— 1936

B

HE 2

The Mask is mentioned not twice bur four times in this opening pas
saget and it 15 purposely done to keep up the central connection of the idea
running through the whole., The ambassadors wear this grey Mask, so your
criticism cannof stand since there [3 no separate mask comning as part of a
new idea bt 2 very pointed retuen to the principal mote indicaring the

L ™2 am ampler ether spreads aver the plairs and clomes them in porple light, and they
have a o of thair own apd s own Stahs.

SLIHEL B T, S Pp, M2L203,
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identity of the wnfluence throughout. 3 is not 4 random tecurrence but o
purposelul louch carrying a psychological meaning.

— 1943

And overcast wilk ercor, grief and pain
The soul’s nahve will For truth and jov and lighe.!

The two trios are not intended to be exactly correspondent; “jov”
answers wr both “griel” and “pain™ while “Heht is an addilion in the
second Arie indiating the condivons for “lroth” and “joy™.

— 1943

"
b

Here again the same word *face™ occurs 4 second time at the end of &
line™ gt it belongs to a new section and 4 new turn of ideas. 1 am not
atteacted by your suggesiion; the word “mien™ here is an obvious literary
substitution and not part of a straizht and positive seeing: as such it sounds
deplorably weak, The oaly thing would be to change the image, as for
1sEamCe.

All ¢wil creeps from that ambigious source.

But this is comparatively weak. [ prefer to keep the "face” and insert a hing
befors it so as to ingrease a httle the distance between the two faces:

{ts breath is 2 subtle poison in nien’s heaits.

-~ 1948

%
EE S

Asto the two lines with “no man's land™? thete can be no capital inthe
first ling because there it is 2 deseription whils th2 capital is nzeded in the
pther ling, because the phrase has acquired there the fores of a name or
appelfation. T am nol sure about the hyphen; it couid be put but the no

LGS,

T 205 The first ocoprence is on g 205
All brauty ended in an aging face.

< P, 306, 231
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hyphen mught be better ac 1t sugrests that no one in parltenlar has s yet got

possessien.
— 1948

]
EE

The cliché you chject to...'he qualed Seriplure and Law was put in
there with fell purposz and was necessary for the effzet [ wanted fo pro-
duge, the more direct its commonplace the better. However, I defer to your
chjection and have aflereg 1L o

He armed untruth with Scnpture and the Law.!
1 don’t rentermber seeing the sentence ahowti
Agresine on the nght to disagres

anywhers in a newsgaper of i any book either; colloguial it is and perhaps
For that reason oniy out of harmeny in this passage. So 7 substitute

Only they agreed to differ in Evil's paths.®
—= 15844

*
Lk

Often a familrar visage studying, |
His vision wamed by the spirit’s inward eye
Discovered suddenly Hell’s trade-mark there.?

It is a reference to the beings met in ihe vital world, that seem ke
human beings but, if one looks closely, they zre seen to be Hostiles; often
assuming the appearance of a familiar face thay try to tempt or aftack by
surprise, and betcay the stamp of their origin — there is also a hint that on
earth too they take up human bodics or pessess them for their own purpose.

— 1936

&
¥

Bhss into black coma fallen, insensible.?

17 P20 YRS 1P R
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Netther of your scansions can stand. The best woy will be io spcli
“faller™ “fall'n™ as is occasionally done and treat bliss jato” as g dactyl.

- 194%

*
L1 ]

Biiss into black eoma falien, insensikle,

Colled back o ttzelf and God's eternal joy
Through « false poignant figure of grief and pain
Still dolorousiy nailed 9200 a cross

Fixed in the soi of a dumb insentient world
Where birth was a pang and death an agony,
Lest alf too soon sheuid change apain to bliss.

This has nothing t¢ do with Christianity or Christ but only with ths
symbol of the cross used here {o represent a seemingly eternal world-pain
which appears falsely to replace the sternal Wiss. Tt is not Christ but the
world-sou] which hangs here.

— 1948

Performed the ritual of her Mysters.!

Ik 13 “Mysteries™ with capital M and means “mystic symbolic riles™ asin
Lhe Orphic and Elewsintan *Mysteries”. When written with capital M it
does not mean secret mysterious things, but has this sense, ez, a “Mystery
play™.

— 1936

EE ]

An evalution from the Inconscient® need not be a painful one if therc
is no resistance; it can be a deliberately slow and beautifnl efMorcseence of
the Divine. Ons ought to be able e see how bezutifel outward Naturs can

1@ zIL

¥ Thequesiicn was i veference o & passagoin the 1936 vorsion which in the preseml ane is
much enlarged and yuns from 1 was the gete of 8 false infinilc™ 10 "*Mone can reach heaven
who hes oot passed 1orough hell™ (pp, 220-2277: “The passaEe suurgeghs thar thers was an har-
monious criginal plag of the Overmind Gods for earth’™ evolotion, but that it was spoiled by
the intrusion of the Rakshazic wordds, [ shoald, however, have thought that an cvalution, am5-
ging foom the stark ioconscicnt’s sltey and the mweis void, wauld hacdle Be an harmeaious plaa,
The Rukshyzas ondy shieid themselves with the covering ‘Tpnorance”, ey dan'c ceeate it. Do
you megn Lthat, if they had pot inlecfered, there woaldn’s have been rezistance and sooflict and
surfering? How can they ba called ke artificers of Matore's Gl and pain ™’
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be and Gsually 15, although it s tsell apparently “incomscient”™ — why
should the growih of consciousness in inward Natsre be aitended by so
mach ugliness and evil spailing the beauty ol the outward creation? Be-
cause of a perversity born from the Tgnorance, which came in with Lifz and
ncreased in Mind — that is the Falsehoad, the Evil that was born hecause
of the starkness of the Inconscient’s sleep separating its action from the
seeret luminous Conscience that is all the troe within it. But it nced not
have been so except for the overriding Will of the Supreme whick meant
that the possibilities of Perversion by inconscience aiid 1gnorance should be
manifested in order to be gliminated through being given their chance, since
all possibility has to manifest somewhare: once 1t is eliminated the Divine
Manifestation in Matter witl be greater than it etherwise could be because
it will combine all the possibiliiies involved m this difficult creation and not
some of thom as in an easier and less strenuovs creation mught naturally

hapmer.
— 1837

“From beauty tc greater beawty. from joy to intenser joy, by a special
adjustment of the senses” — yes, that would be the normal course of a
divine manifestation, however gradual, in Matter, “Discordant sound and
offensive odour™ are creations of a disharmony between consciousness and
Nature and do not exist {n themselves, they would not be present in a libe-
rated and harmonised consciousness for they would be foreign to its being,
nor would they aflict a rightly developing harmonised soul and Nature.
Even the “belching voleano, crashing thunderstorm and whirling typhoon™
are in themselves grandiose zod beautiful things and only harmful or ter-
rible to 4 consciousness unable to mest or deal with them or make a pact
with the spirits of Wind and Fire. You are assumiag that the manifestation
from the Inconscient must be what itis now and here and that no other kiné
of world of Matter was possible, bui the harmomy of material Nature in
1tsell shows 1bat it need not necessarily be a discordant, evil, fatiously per-
turbed and painful creation — the psychic being if allowed to manifes
from the first in Life and Mind and kead the cvolution instead of being re-
legated behind the veil would have been the principle of a harmony out-
Howing; everyone who has felt the psvchic at work within him, free from the
vital intervention, ean at once see that this would be its effect because of its
uneITing pereeption, true choice, harmonic action. If it has not been so, it
is because the dark Powers have made life a claimant instead of an instri-
ment. The reality of the Bostiles and the nature of their role and trend of



fetters an “Savitrl” A0

their endeavour cannot be doubied by any ens who has had bis inner vision
unsealed and made thair unpleasant acquainiance.

— 1337

¥

And the articles of the bound souls contract!

Liberty 1s very often taken with the last foot nowadays and usuzlly
it is just the Liberty I bave taken here. This liberiy I teok Tong ago in my
earlier poetry.

— 1948

They wouldn't be hsavens if they were not immune® —a heaven with
fear in it would be no heaven. The Life-Heavens have an influence on earth
and so have the Life-Hells, bui it does ot follow that they infizence sach
other in their own domain. Overmind can infloence earth, so can the
hostile Powers, but it does not follow that hostile Powers can penstrate the
Overmind — they can't: they can only spoil what it sends ic the =arth.
Each power of the Divine {lifz lke mind and matter s 2 power of the
Dhivirig) has its own harmony inherent n the purity of its own principle — it
is ondy if it is disturbed or perverted that 2l produces disordzr. That is an-
cther reason why the evolution conld have besn g progressing harmony, not
a series of discords through which harmony of & precarious and wounded
kind has te be struggled for at each step; for the Divine Principls is there
within. Each plane therefore has its heavens; there are the subtle physical
heavens, the vital heavens, the mental heavens. If Powers of disharmony
got in, they would cease to be heavens.

— 1037

* %

Lp.23z

1 The question aprops of the cants calked “The Paredise of the Lifa<Gods™, pp, 23337,
gan; “Tz (he plane of the Life-Heavens perlectly immune ? Is thers oo attack at times from the
Life-Hels, no visitor from them throstingin 7 The Life-Heivgna do have an influence oneand,
dan’t they?® And a3 the Life-Hells a0 have, dom’t they ever clash fo the subtle worlds?...
And what exactly i the basis of the vita] harmony? On the Overhead planss Lhere 15 the con-
sciougpess of the One everywhere, but that caw’t happen here'"
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There Love fulfiiled her pold and roszate drsams
And Strenigth ker crowned and mighty reverics,

“Gold znd rosezte dreams™ cannet e changed. “Muse” would make
it &1 onees artifizial. “Dreams” atone is the right word there. “Reverizs™
aten cannot be chapped, especially as it 15 not any particolar “reverie” that
15 meant. Also, “dream’ ai Lhe beginning of a later ling! departs o
another idea and is appropriste in 1ts place; T sec no objection to this pur-
posefid repetition. Anyway the line cannot be aliered. The only conces-
sion | ¢an make to you is to alter the first?

— 1948

ER

Al regled into a world of Kali's dapce ?

Ir s “world”, not “whidl™. 1t means "2l recling in a clash and contusion
hecame a world of Kali's dance.”
— 1948

Enowledge was rebawldt fram cells of inference
Into a fixed body flasque and perishable ®

“Flagsguz™ is a French word meamng ‘‘slack™, “loose”, *flaccid™ elc.
[ have more than once tried to theust in 2 French word like this, for in-
stance, A hatlot empress in a bonge'’ - somewhat after the manner of
Eliot and Ezra Pound.

— 1945

For Treth 1s 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 infnite.®

' remm watked alome the highway of the slars

¢ Adonng Blue heaven with thar happy dtenms.
This Jucc on (he sama page 234 ends now st the word oymn™

HPLASE YR 2ET v B 1M
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“They” means nobody in particular but corresponds to the French
“On dit™ meaning vaguely “people in general™. This is 2 use permissible
in English; for instance, “They say you are not so scrupulous as you should
be.”

— 1948

“Depths” will not do,? sinee the mezping iz not that it taok no part in
what came from the depths but did take part in what came from the shal-
lows; the word world be merely 4 thetorical floarish and take away the real
sensa, It wonld be easy in several ways to avoid the two “il”'s coming to-
gether bux the direct force would be lost. Ithink a comma at “it” ad the
slizht pause 3t would bring in the reading would be sufficient. For instance,
ene could write “no part it took”, instead of “it took no part™, but the
direct force | want would be lost

— 1948

Travestied with a fortuitous sovereignty. ®

I am unable to [ollow your criticism. [ f[nd nothing pompeous or
bombasiic in the line unless it is the resonance of the word “fortuitous™ and
the many closcly packed “t"s that gmve you ihe mpression. But “fortui-
Lous™ cannot be saerificed as it exactlv hits the meaning [ want. Also 1 fail
e sz what is ghefract and especially mental in it. Neither a {ravesty nor
sovereignty are absiract things and the images here are all concrete, as they
should be 10 expross the inner vision’s sense of concreteness of subtle things,
The whole passazz is of ecurse about mental movements and mental powers,
thersfure about what the mtellect sees as abstractions, but the inner vesion
dnzs not feel them as that, Toit mind has a substance and its energies and
actions are very real and sobstantial thinps. Naturally there is a certain sense
of scorn in this passage. for what the Ignorence repards as its sovereignty

1P 233
The regly 35 1o “Weould it be an improvement if one of she two saecessive “it's in

In the world which sprang foom i it leok oo part
i5 awaided T Why net put somiething like "3#s dewnths® for the first ‘i

* P. 285
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and positive truth has been expozed by the “sceptic ray” as fortuitous and
uareal.
— 1944

rF

That clasped him in from day and night's parsot!

1 do not realise what you mean by “stickiness™, sinee there are only two
hard labials and some nasals; is it that combination which makes vou feel
slicky, or does the addition of some hard dentals aiso help? Anvhow,
sticky or not, T am unwilling to change anvthing.

I do not want to put “day’s” and “‘night’s™; | find it heavy and un-
necessary. It oughi {0 be clear enough to the reader that “day and night™
are kere ong double entity or two hounds in a leash pursuing a commaon

piey.
— 1948

“Lulling” will naver do. It is toa ornamental and romantic and tender.
[ have put “slumber™ 1n 118 place®

LA
A Panergy thai harmonised all lfe!

I do not think the word “'Panersy™ depends for s meaning on the word
“energies” in a previcus line, The “Panergy” suggested is a selFexistent

» P2A%

* P 2 Tke sugpcstion offerad to Sre Aurodindo was: “vYour loe,
In & stilbness of the vowees of the wocld,
is seourated by tweonty hines from
In lng formlees forze and the stll fxlr,

Sothere 35 a0 fault here i tstdlness’, bat 2 added postie g lite might come i ‘sidiness” wore
avoided and some such word 4s “lefling’ nzed, espccaally as the line beforea coing:

Apd ¢radle: of besvenly rapture and repose ™

3, 300, The pmnt egised was: “That “Panergy' is a fine cocnage, dut, by following the
wort "energes” in the thind line Before it, does o nog become a litde b obviows, losing its
mysterions fugesstion? [ dars say ‘cnergics” helps to make o clear, 3k g il necussacy w pres
pare it Will not @ beter offect be producec by sprmging o suddaaly vpan the reader, pre-
pating it only ipdimctly by wsing some synonym fer enersies’ in the other line ™
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total powee which may carey the cosmic energies in it and is their cause
but is not constituted by thern.

— 1948

¥
+ ok

I have whaolly {ailed to feel the poetic flatness of which you accuse the line

Al he had been and a't that now he was,

o doubl, the diction i extremely simple, direet and unadorned butl thet
can be said of numberless good lines i poetry and even of some great iines.
If there is style, if there is & balanced rhythm (rhyme is not necessary) and
a balanced language and significance (for thess two elements combined
always create a goad style), and if the line oz the passage in which it cccurs
has some elevation or profundity or other postic quality in the idea which
it expresses, then there cannot be any flatness nor can any such line or
passage be set aside as prosaic.

— 10dA

Your new objection to the line,
All he had been and all that now he was,

is somewhat self-centradictory. If & ¥ine has a rhythm and expressive turn
which makes it poetic, then it must be good postry; but I suppose what vou
meap is fine ov elevated poetry. I would say that my line s good poetry
and is further uplifted by rising towards its subsequant context which gives
it its full poetic meaning and sugeestton, the evolution of the inner being
and the abrupt end or failure of all that had been done unless it could sud-
denly transcend itself and beceme something greater. I do not think that
ihis line in its context 13 mercly passable, but I admit that it is less elevated
and intense than what precedss or what follows. I do not see how that can
be avoided without truncating the thoushr significance of the whols agconnt
by the arnission of somelhing necessary to its evolution or eise overpitching
the cxpression where it needs to be direct or clear and bare in ity Lucidity,
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In anv case the emended version - “ ATl he kad beew and all towards which
g graw’l — eures any possibilily of the lme belng mercly passable z2s it
raises both the idea and the expression through the vividness of imagze
which makes us fee] and not merely think the living evolution in Aswa.
pathy’s mnaer beisp.

- 1046

U PO207, The emendarion wos made bamuse S Aurabinde ol that the new Bne said
more fully &nd gocuraeely what e shoudd ar thar plage,
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3

You have asked me to comment on your friend X's comments on my poetry
and especially on Savitei,! But, fiest of afl, it is not usual for 2 poet to criti-
cise the criticisms of his critics though a few pethaps have done so! the
poet writes for his own satisfaction, his own delight in poetical creation
ot to express himself and he Jeaves his work for the world, and rather for
posterity than for the contemporary world, io recognise or 1o ignore, to
judge and valuc according to its perception or its pleasure. As for the con-
temporary world he might be said rather to throw his poem in its face and
leave it to zesent this freatment as an unpleasant slap, as a contamporary
world treated the early poems of Wordsworth and Keats, or to accept it
as an abrupt but pratifying atiention, which was ordinarily the good
fortune of the great poets in ancient Atkens and Rome and of poets like
Shakespearc and Tennyson in modern times. Posterity does not always
confirm the conrtemporary verdict, very often it reverses it, forgets or depre-
ciates the writer ¢nthroned by contemporary fame, or raises up to a great
height work little appreciated or quite ignored in its own time, The only
safety for the poet iz to ¢o his own way careless of the blows and caresses
of the crities; it is not his business o answer them., Then von ask me to
right the wrong turn your friend’s crilical mind has taken; but how is it to
be determined what is the right and what is the wrong turn, since a eritical
Judgment depends usually on 2 personal teaction determined by the
critic’s temperament or the aesthetic trend in him or by values, rules o
canons which ace settled for bkig intellect and agree with the viewpoint from
which his mind receives whatever comes to him for judgment; it is thad
which is right for him though it may seem wrong to 2 different tempera-
ment, aesthetic intellectuality or mental viewpoint. Your friend's judp-
meqnts, according to his own account of them, ssem to be determined by &
sensifive temperament finely balanced in its own poise but Himited in its
appreciations, clear and open te some kinds of peetic creation, reserved
towards others, apainst yet others closed aad cold or excesslvely deprecia-
tive, This sufhciently explains his very different reactions to the two poems,
Descent and Flame-Wind,? which he unreservedly admires and to Savitrd,
However, since you have asked me, I will answer, as between curselves,
in some detail and put forward my own comments on his comments and
my own fudgments on his judements. It may be rather long: for if such

U The fulk text of S Awobinds’s letier, fromy whish relovant portions are quotad hees, iy
to be Toaad in (he gorapilation of [atters, entided Life, Lievmure, Yopa,
' Cwlferfed Poems gud Plavs, Yol TL pm. 6k, 354,
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things are dane, they may &s well be cleacly and thoroughly done. 1 may
alsg have something Lo say about the nature and intention of my poem and
the technigue necessitated by the novelty of the iniention and nature.

Let me deal first with some of the details he stresses so a3 to get them
aut of the way, His defajied intellectual rezsons for his judgments seem to
me to ke often arbitrary and fastidious, sometimes based on a misunder-
standing and thevefors invalid or efss valid perhaps in other fizids but here
inapplicatiz. Take, for instance. his attack upon my use of the preposi-
tiogal phrase. Here, it seets to me, he has fallen victim to 2 grammaticsl
obsessicn and lumped together uader the head of the prepositional twist
a nuember of different turas some of wiich do not belong to that category
at ail. [n ths linet

Lone on my sammils of ¢alm I hiave broodad with voices around me,

there is no such twizt; for T did not mean at all “on my calm summits™,
but injended stratehtforwardly to convey the natural, simple meaning of
the word, 1f [ write “the fields of beauty™ or “walking on the paths of
rrath™ I do not expect to be supposed to mean “in beautiful Gelds” or “in
truthful paths™; it is the same with “summits of calm™, T mean “swmmiis
of calm™ and nothing else; it is a phrase Jike “He rose to high peaks of
vision™ or “He took his stafion on the highest summits of knowledge™.
The calm is the calm of the highest spiritual conscionsness o which the
soul has ascended, making those summits its own and looking down from
their highest heights on all below: in spiritual experience, in the cccult
viston or feeling that accomparies it, this calm is not felt as an abstract
guality or a mental conditien but as something concrete and massive, a
self-gxistent reality to which one reaghes, so that the soul standing on its
peak is ruther a tangible fact of experience than a poetical image. Then
there is the phrase “A face of rapturous calm™: be seems bo think it isa
mere frick of language, & substituiton of a prepositional phrase for 2o epi-
thet, as if 1 had intended to say “a raptorousty calm face™ and 1 said jn-
instead “‘a face of rapturous calm™ in order to eet an illegitimate and
meaningless thetorical effect. I meant nathing of the kind, nothing so tame
and poor and seanty in sense; I meant 4 face which was an expression or
rather & lving image of the rapturous calm of the supreme and infinire

U Mot in Sgeitel bub in Tranee af Walttar 10 Coifected Poems agd Plays, Vol, 10, p. 383,
g Sewin, p. 42

Tnfinity's centrz, ¢ Bace of rmptorous calm
FParfed the eternal lids thal open heaven.



Letfers on Y Savites™ it

consciousness, — it is indeed so that it can well he “Infinity’s centre”. The
tace of the liberated Buddha as presented o us by Indian art is such an
expression or tmage of the calm of Nirvana and could, I think, be guite
legitimately described a5 a Face of Nirvanic calm, and that would be an ap:
and live phrase and not an ugly artifice or twist of rheroric. Tt should be
remenibered that the calm of Nirvanaz or the calm of the supreme Con-
seioustess 18 to spiritual experience somelhing self-existent, impersonal and
eternal and not dependent an the persan — or the Mface — which manifests
it. In these two passages I take then the liberty ta regard X's criticism as
erroneons at its base and therefore invalid and inadmissible.
Then there arc the lines frem the Sarps af rhe Sea:

The raims of deluge flee, a storm-tossed shade,
Owver thy breast of gloom...!

“Thy breast of gloom™ is not usad here as a mere thetorical and meaning-
less varation of “thy gloomy breast™; 1t might have been more easily taken
as that if it had been a human breast, though even then, it could have been
entirely defonsible in a fitfing context; but it is the breast of the se=a, an
image for a vast expanse supporting and reflecting or subject te the moods
or movements of the air and the sky. It 15 intended, in describing the pas-
sage of the rains of deluge over the breast of the sea, to present a pictere
of a storm-tossed shade crossing a vast gloom: it is the gloom that hasto
be stressed and made the predominant idea and the breast or expanse is
oaly its support and not the main thing: this could not have been suggesied
by merely writing “thy gloomy breast”. A preposittional phrase need not
be merely an artificial twist replacing an adjective; for instancs, “a world
of gloom and terror” means something more than “a gloomy and terrible
world”, it brings forward the gloom and terror as the very nature and
constitution, the whols content of the wotld and not merely an atiribute,
Sa also if one wrote “Him too wili thou throw to thy sword of sharpness”
of “cast into thy pits of horror”, would it merely mean “thy sharp sword”
and “thy horribe pits” 7 and would not the sharpaess and the horror rather
indicate or represent formidable powers of which the sword is the mstru-
ment and the pits the habitation or lair? That would be rhetaric but it
would he a theloric not meaningless but having in it meaning and power.
Rhetoric i5 a word with which we can batter something we do not like;
but rhetoric of one kind or another has been always a great part of the

worid's best literature: Dernosthenes, Cicero, Bossuet and Buorke are rhe-

U Coilected Poemy and Pleps, Vol T, p. 257,
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tarizians, but their work ranks with the greatest prose siyles thit have been
left to us, In poetry the accnsation of rhetoric might be broeght against
such linzs as Keats'

Thou west ot born for death, immortal Bird!
Mo buengry gererations iread thee down....

To conclude, there is “the swords of sheen” in the translation of Bande
Mataram.! That might be more open to the critic’s strcture, tor the
supression can be wsed and perhaps has been vged 1t verse as merely
equivalent to “shining swords”; but for any one with an alert imagimation
it can mtean in certain ceontexts something mere than 1hat, swords thar
emit brlilance and seem ta be made of light. X says that to use this tury
in any oiher than an adjectival sense is unidiomalic, but he admits that
there nzed be no objection provided that il creates a sense of beanty, but
he finds no beauly in any of these passages. Bul the beauly can be perceived
only if the cther sense i3 seen, and even then we come back to the question
of personal reaciien; you and other readers may fecl beauty where he
finds none. T do not myself share his sensitive abthorrence of Lhis preposi-
tiorad phrase; f may be of course because there are coarser rhetorical
threads in my literary taste. [ would nol, for instance, shrink from a
sentepnce like this in a sort of free verse, ““Where is thy wall of safety?
Whare 15 thy arm of steength? Whither has fled thy vanished face of
glory?" Rhetorte of course, but it has in it an element which can be
attractive, and it seems {0 me to bring in a more vivid note and mean moere
than “thy strong arm™ or “thy glovious face™ or than “the strength of
thy arm™ and “the glory of thy face™.

I come next to the crilic’s trenchant attack on that passage in my
symbolic vision of Night and Dawn in which there is recorded the con-
scions adoration of Nature when it feels the passage of the omniscient
Goddess of etecnal Light. Trenchant, but with what seems to me a false
cdge; orelse if it is a sword of Damascus thar would cleave the strongest
material mass of frgn he s using it to cat through subtle air, the air clases
behind his passage and remains unsevered. He finds here only poore and
false poztry, unoriginal in imagery and veid of trog wording and true
vision, but that is again a malter of personal rezction and evervone has a
right to his own, you te yours as he 10 lus. 1was not seeking for originality
but for isulb and the aflective postical expression of my vision. He finds
no visten there, and that may be because § could not express myself with

v oCalleorad Pogms and Flays, vol. 1L, o 227,
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any powcer; But it moay also bhe because of his temperamental failire
ta feel and see what I felt and saw. i can oriy answer fo (he Intellectual
reasomings and judgments which turned up in him when he tried to fnd
the causss of his reaction. These ssem {0 me to be either Fastidicus and
unseund or foundsed en a mistake of comprehension and therefors fnvalid
or else inapplicable to this kind of poetry, His main charge is that there
is & violent and sltcgether illepitimate transference of epithet in the expres-
sion “the wide-wingad kymn of a great priestiy wind"? A fransfercnce
of epithel 13 not necessarily ilegitimate, especiatly if if expresses somathing
that is troe or necessary 1o convey a sound focling and vision of things:
for instance, if onc writes in an Ovidian zccount of the dédmouement of 5
lovers” quarre!

I spaie of & reluctant sullen heart
My willing feel were driven 1o thy door,

it might be said that it was somcthing i the mind that was willing and
ihe asceiption of an emotion or state of mind to the feet {s an illegitimats
transfer of epithet; but the lines sxpress 8 coaflich of the members, the
mind reluctani, the body obeving the foree of the dasire that moves it and
the wse of the epithet s therefore perfectly true and legifimale. Bul here
no such defence is necessary because there Is no transfer of epithets,
The crizie thinks that T imagined the wind as having & winged body and
then took away the wings from its shoulders and clapped them on to its
voice orf hymn witich could have no body. Bul I did nothiag of the kind;
! am ot bound to grve wings to the wind. Inan ocenlt vision the breath,
sound, movement by which we phiysically know of 3 wind is not its real
being but only the physical manifestation of the wind-god or the spirit
of the air, 25 in the Veda the sacrificial fire 15 only a physical birth, tem-
parary body or manifestation of the god of Fire, Agni. The gods of the
Air and other podheads in the Indiap tradition have no wings, the Maruts
ot storm-gnds ride through tha skies in their galloping chariots with their
flashing zolden lances, the beings of the middle werld in the Ajanta frescoes
arg seen moving through the alr not with wings bat with a gliding natural
motion propar to etheresl bodies. The epithet “wide-winged” ihen does
not belong to the wind and is not transferced from it. but Is proper to
the voice of the wicd which takes the form of a conscious hymn of aspirs-
ton and rises ascending from the bosom of the great priest, as might a
great-winged bird released into the sky and sinks and rises again, aspires

S S p o
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and fails and aspires again on the “altar hills”. One can surely speak of
a voice of a chunt of aspicilion rising on wide wings and T do not see how
this can be taxed ns a false or vrpectic 1magze. Then the critic objeets
1o the expression “altar Bills™ an the groand fhat this is supeefiocus as
e imagaatiog of the reader can very well supply this detaif for iseif Tom
what Bas already beer seid: T do not think shis {5 correct, & very alert
repder night de so hur mest would net even think of fr, and yet the derail
is an gssential and ceniral featurs of the thing secn and to omit it would
ne 1o lezve a pap in the middie of the nicturz by dropping out something
which is ndispensabde to its fofality. Firally he finds that the line abont
toe high Boughs praying in the revealing sky does not help but attenuates,
instead of mors sirongly siching the picture, I do not krow why, unkess
he has Fasled wo feel and to see. The ploture s thad of a conscicus adoration
offersed by Naturs and in that each slement is consgious in its own way.
the winc and s hywn, the hills, the trees. The wind 1s Lhe great priest
of this sacrifice af worshup, his voice rises in 4 consclous hymn of aspira-
ton, tae hills offer themsalves with the feeding of boing an altar of the
worship, the irees lift their nigh bouphs towards heaven as the worshippers,
silent figures af prayer, and the Hght of the sky inte which their boughs
rise reveals the Beyend towards which eIl aspires. At aov tate this
“picture” or rather this part of the vision 13 & complete rendaring of what
I saw it the light of the inspieztion and the experience that came to me.
I mignt indeec have elaboratad more details, eteched out at more fengih
but that would have been supsrfucus and unrecessary; or | might have
indulged in an ampler deseription but this would have been appropriate
only if this part of the vistorn had hean the whole. This kast linet is zn
expression of an experience which I often had whether in the mountaing
or of the pizins of Gujarat or looking {rom my window in Pondicherry
net only in the dawn but ar other fmss and I am unable to find any
feebleness either in the experience ar in the words thatexpress it, 1F the
eritic or any reader does not fee] or see what I so often feli and saw, that
may be my facll, but that is not sure, for you and othars have felt very
dilferently about it; it may be 2 mental or a tomperamental failure on their
part and it will be then myv or perhaps even e critic’s or reader's
risfortune.

Inay refer here to X's disparaging characierisation of my epithets.
He finds that their only werit i (hat they are good prose epithets, not
ofiose bt 11ght words i their right place and exactly deseriptive but only
descriptive without any supgestion of any postic beauty or any kind of

" The high houpbs prayed in a revealing sky.
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magic. Are lhere then prose epithets and poetic epithets and 1s the ooet
debarred [tom: exact description using always the right word in the right
place, the mot fuste® 1 am under the impression that ell poets, even the
preatest, use as the bulk of their adjectives words that have that merir,
and the difference from prose 13 thut 2 certain furn in the use of them
accompanied by the power of the rhythm in which they are carded lifts all
o the poectie fevel. Take one of the passzges [ have owoted from Milton,*

On gvil gays though fall’'n, and evil tongues. ..

Blind Thamyris and blind Maconides
And Tiresias and Phincus, prophets oid,

here the epithers are the same that wonld be used in prose, the right
word in the right place, exact in statement, but all lies in the tum which
makes them coavey a powerful and moving emaotion and the rhythm which
gives lhem an umiiting passion and penelrpfing insisience, In more
ordinary passapes such as the beginning of Paradive Lose the smithets
“forbiddan tree” and “mortal taste™ are of the same kind, bat can we say
that thev are merely pross epithets, good descriptive adjectives and have
no ofher merit? IF you take the lines sbout Nature's worship i Savifrf,
I do not see how they can be deseribed as prose epithets; at any rate
[ would never have dreamt of using in prose unless 1 wanted to write
noetic prose such expressions a5 “wide-winged hymn™ or “a great priestly
wind” or “altar hills” or “revealing sky™; these epithets belong m their
very aaturs to poetry alone whatever may be their other vahie or want of
value, He says they are obwious and could have been supplizd by any
inaginative reader; well, sooate Miltons in the passages quoted and per-
haps there too the very remarkable imaginative reader whom X repeatedly
brings in might have supplied them by his own unfailing poetic verve,
Whether ihey or any of them prick & kidden beauty out of the picture 1s
for cach reader to feel or judse for himself; but perhaps he is thinking
of such things as Keats” “magic casements™ and “foam of perilous seas™
and “fairy lands feriorn™, but 1 do not think even 1n Keats the bulk of
the =pilhets are of that unusual character,

| have said that s objections are somelimes inapplicable. 1 mean
by this that they might have some force with regard to another kind of
poetiy but not to a poem like Savited, He says, 1o start wieh, that « [ had
had a stronger imagination, | would have writlen a very different poem

* Tha referance s 10 the more general bt eaclier Tetler appearing here i the next sehan.
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and a much shorter ene. Qbwiously, and to say 1€ 35 & froism; i T had
hed a diferent kind of imagination, whether stronoer or weaksr. I would
heve written a differen! poem and perhans one more to bis taste; Dut it
world mot have beon Savieel T would not have fulfiiied rhe intention
or had anvthing of the cheracier, meaning, world-vision, descriptian
and expression of spiritnal sxperizace which was my elyject in writing
this pocm. bs fengih 15 an indispensabls condition for casrving out ils
muerpose and  everywhese there is this length, crifics may say an
“uncenscionable fength™ — I am guoting the Times revigwer's descrip-
tion* in his otherwise enlomstic criiicismn of The Life Divime — ia avery
part, 1 every passage, io abmost svery canto or section of 2 canto. It has
beer pianned noi on the scale of Lyordas or Commy or some brisf narrative
poern, bu: of the longer enical nayrative, almest a minor, thoush a very
Mminor Aawngyane, it aims oot at a minisom bot at an exhaustive exposi-
tica of its world-vision or world-interpretation. One ardistic method
15 to select a limited subject aod evernl on that to say only what is indis-
pensable, what is centrally seggestive and leave the rest to the imagination
ot undersiandimg of the reader. Another msthod which T hold to be
2uaily artistic or, if you kke, architectursl Is to give a large and even o
vast, 4 complete interpretation, omitting nothing ihat is necessary, funda-

nfal to the completeness: that is the method ! bave chosen in Sgwin,
But X kas ynderstood nothing of the sigificenes or inteantion of the pas-
sages he is criticising, east of afl, their inner sense — that is nct his fault,
but is partly due to the lack of the contaxt and partiv to his lack of eyuip-
ment and you have thers an uafeir advantaps over him which enables
you to understand aad see the poetic inteation. He sees only an outward
form of words and some kind of surface sense which is o him vacant and
merely ornamental or rhetorical or something pretentions without sny
fruc meaning of ttue vislom in it: inevitably be flnds the whols thing
false and empty, enjustifiably ambitions and pompons without desp
meaning or, a5 he expresses it, pseudo and phoney, His objection of
forguenr would be perfectly just if the description of the might aed the
dawn had been simply of physical night and physical dawn: but hLere
the physicat night and physical dawn are, as the title of the cante clzary
suggests. a symbol. although what may be called 2 real symbol of an
tner reality and the main purpose is to deseribe by snggestion the thing
symbolised; here it is a relapse into Inconscience broken by a slow and
didficult returs of conscionsness followed by a brief but splendid and
prophetic outhreak of spiritiral ight leaving behind it the “day™ of ordi-

1 The Timey" Fiterary Swuppleviery, Fanuary 17, 1942,
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nary hinnan conscigusness in which the prophecy has to be worked out.
The whole of Savitri is, secording o the title of the poem, a legend that
15 a symbod and this operning canto 15, it may be said, a key berinning and
announcement. 3o understood there is nothing here ediose or unnecessary;
all 15 reeded 1o bring cut by suggestion some aspeet of the thing sym-
holised and so start adaquately the warkung oul of the significance of the
wiokz poem. Tt will of course ssem much too long to a raador who does
not understand whal is writlen or, uncerstanding, fakes no interest in
the subject; but that is unavoidable,

T llustrate the inapplicatulity of some of his judgmenis one might
take his objection to repetition of the cognates “sombre Vast”, “onpsoundad
Yoid”, “opague Inane”, “vacant ¥asts" and his clinching condemnation
o the inartistic inelegance of ther occurrence in the sams place al the
end of the Line. I take leave to doubt his statemant that in each place his
alert imaginative reader, still less any reader withont that equipment,
could have supplied these dascrintions and cpithets from the context, but
let thai pass. What was important for me was to keep constaatly bafore
the view of lhe reader, not imaginative but altentive to ceize the whaoe
truth of the vigion in its totality, the ever-present sense of the Incon-
sgience in which everything is ocourring. it is the frame as well as the
background without which all the detaiis would zither fall apart or stand
oul only us separzte incidenis. That neccasity lasts until there 15 the full
puthurst of the dawn and then it disappears; each phrase gives a feature
of this Tnconscience proper to its place and context. Tt is the entrance of
the “lonely splendour™ into an otherwise inconscient obstructing and
unrgcertive world (hat has to be brought out and that cannot be done
without the image of the “opague Inane™ of the Inconscience which s the
seene and cause of the resistance. There is the same necessity for reminding
the reader that the “tread” of the Divine Mothe was an intrusion on the
vacatcy of the Inconscience and the herald of deliveramcs from it, The
sgame Teasoming appies Lo ihe other passages. As for fhe occurrence of
the phrases in the same place each in its line, that is a rhythmic tuen help-
ful, eme mirht say necessary to bring out the intended effect, to eraphasise
this refteration and make it not only undersiood but felt. 1t 1s not the result
of negligence or an awkward and martistic clumsiness, it is intentional and
part of the lechmique, The structurs of the pentameter blank vorse in
Savitri 18 of its own kind and different in plan from the blank verse that
has come to be ordinarily used in English poetry. Itdispenses with enjumb-
Weni Or uses it very sparingly and only when a special effect is intended;

1 Pp, 2-4
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cach lne must be strong enough tostand by itself, while at the same time
it fite harmoniously inte the tantence or paragraph hike stonz added to
stone; the sentence consists usualiy of one, two, three or four lines, more
varely five or six or seven: 4 strong close for the line and 2 strong close for
the sentence ave almosé indispensable except when some kind of inconclu-
sive cadence & desirable; hRers must be no laxity or diffusivenass in the
rhytam oo the metrical flow anywhere, — there must be & fow but aot a
locte flux, This gves un added mpporiance o whal comes at the close of
the line and this plasing is wsed very eften to give emphasis and promi-
nence te 4 Key phrase or 4 key ides, especially those which have to be ofien
reiterated in the thought and vision of the posm so as to recall attention
to things that are smivereal or fundamental or otherwise of the first con-
sequence - whether for the immediate subject or in the totat plan. It t3
15 use that is served here by the rellerafion at the end of the line,

I have not anywhere in Sevird written anvthing for the sake of mere
picturcsgueness or meely to produce a thetorical effect; what [ am trving
to do everywhers in the posm is to express cxactly something seen, some-
thing felt or experienced; i, for instance, I indules in the wealth-bordenad
line or passege, it 1s not mergly far the pleaswre of the indulgence, but
becawse there is that burden, ot at least whet [ conceive to be that, in the
vision of the expericiee. When the expression has heon found, T have to
jwdee, not by ihe indellect or by any set poetical rule, but by an infuitive
feeling, whether it is entirely the right expression and, if it is not. T have
to change and go on changing umtil T have received the absolutely vight
inspiration and the right transeriphion of it and most never be satisfisd
with any d pen prés or imper{eet transcription even if that makes sood
poetry of onz kind or another. This is what [ have tried to do. The ¢ritic or
reader will judge For himself wheiher T have succceded or failed; but if he
hay seen nothing and understoad nething, it does not follow that his
adverse pudgment is sure to be the richt and true one, thers is at least a
chance that he mzy so conclude, not becanse there i3 nothing to see and
nothirg o vnderstaud, only poor pseudo-stuff or a rhelorieal emptiness
but berause ke was not equipped for the vision or the understanding.
Sevirr! is the record of a seeing, of an experience which ts not of the common
kind ang is often very far From what the general human mind sezs and expe-
rignees, Y ou Ieust hol expect appreciation or amderstanding from the gene-
raf publiz or even from many at the fivst touch: as | have nointed out, thers
must be a new extension of consciousness and aesthesis to appreciats e
new kind of mystic poetey. Moreover if it {8 really new in kicd, It may
esmplay 8 new technique, not perhaps ahsclutely new, but new in some or
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reany of ils elemenis: in that case old rules and canons and standazds may
be quite inapplicable; evidently, you cannot justly apply to the poetry
of Whitman the principles of technique which zre proper to the oid inetrics]
verse or tha eseablished laws of the old traditional poetry: su too when we
deal with a modernist poet. We have to see whether what is essential to
poetey 1s therz and how f{ar the new techmique justifies imelf by new
beauty and perfection, and a cerlain freedom of mind from old conven-
ticns Js neeossary if our judament i to be valid or rightly objective.

Your friend may say as he kas said in another connection that all this
is only speeial pleading or an apology rather than an spologia. But in that
other connection he was mistaken and would be so here too, for in neither
case have T the feeling that | had been guilty of somne oifence or some shaort-
coming and therefore there could be no placs for an apology ar special
pleading such as iz used o defend or cover up what one knows to be a
false case. | have epough respect for truth not to (ry to cover up an imper-
fection: my endeavour would be rather 1o cure the recopnised tmperfec-
tton; 1if Thave not poetical pepius, at least T een claim a sufhicient, if not an
infinite capacity for painstaking: that [ have sofiiciently shown by my
long fabour on Savitel, Or rather, sinee it was not labour 1n the ordinary
sense, not 2 laboue of painstaking construchion, I may describe it as aa infi-
nite capawily for wailing 3ny listening for the troe inspiratton and rejecting
all that fell short of it, however good it might seem from a lower standard
until I got that which 1 felt to be absolutely right. X was evidently under a
miscanceplion wilk regard to my defence of the weelth-burdened ling; he
savs that the principle enmounced by me was sound bur what mattered
was my application of the principle, and he seems to think that I was trying
to justify my application although 1 knew it to be bad and false by citing
passages from Milton and Shakcespeare as il my use of the wealth-burdened
style were as good 89 theirs, But T was not defending the excellence of my
praclice, for the poctical value of my lines was not then 1 question, the
question was whether it did pot viofate a valid law of a certain chaste
cconoiny by the use of too many epithets massed together: agaimst this I
was assceting the legitimaey of a massed richness, [ was defending only its
principle, not my use of the principle. Even a very small poet can cite in
aid of his praciice examples from greater posts withouot implying that his
poetry is on a par with theirs. But he further asseris that T showed small
judgment in choosing my citations, becanse Milton’s passage! 15 not at all

With nideows o and combustion, dowe
To bottomless perditien, there to dwell
In adomanting chains and penal five.
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an iusiration of the prineiple ané Shakespeare™s! 15 nfenar n pogiie
value, ax and rhetotical in its richress and belongs zo an early and inferior
Shakespearean sivie. He gays that Millon's astounding eflect 15 due anly
o the sound snd no: to the words, That does not seem 1o me Quite true:
the sound. the rivihmic resonance, the rhythmic significarce i3 nndoubied-
1w iha predomunant factor; it makss es hear #nd feel the crazh and clamour
and clangour of the downfall of the rebel angels: buf that is not alf, we do
not marely hear ss if or2 were listening to the roar of ruin of & coilapying
bomb-shartered howse. bier saw nothing, we have the vision and the fuli
nevcholoeical commotion of the “hideous™ and flaming ruin of the down-
fall, and it 15 the tremendoeus Tomes of the words that makes us ses 28 well
as hear. X's disparagement of the Shakespearcan passage on “slesp™ and
the line on the sea considered by the greatest critics ard nat by mysell only
as ranking amongst the most admired and admirable thmgs in Shakespeare
is surprising 2nd it seems to me to idusirate 3 serious limitation in his poetic
nercepdion and temperamenta] sympathies. Shakespears’s fater ferse and
packed style with 1ts more poweriul dramatic effects can surely be admired
without disparaging the beatuty and opulence of his earlier style; if he had
never written in that atyle, it wonld have been an unspeakable lozs o the
sum of the world's sesthetic possessions, The Hnes I have guoted are
neiiher lax nor merely ehetoricz], they have 5 terseness or at feast 8 compact-
ness of their own, different in cheracter from the Imes, 12t us say, in the
scene of Antonv’s death or other memorable passages written in his great
tragic stvie but pone the less at evary step packed with pregnant mesnings
and powerful significances which would not be possible iF it were merely a
louse thetoric. Anyone writing such lines would deserve to rank by them
along among the great and even the greaiest poats....

As regards yvour fricnd’s appraisal of the mystical poems,® | need say
litrle. 1 accept his reservation that there i much inequality as hetween the
differeni poeras: they were produoced very rapidly —in the course of a
week, | think — and they were nol given the long reconsideration that T
have wsually siven to my poetic work before publication; he has chosen the
best, though there are others akso that are goed, though not so good; ia
lhers, the metre attempted and the idea and Janguzaege Bave not been lifted
to thelr highest possible value, T would Tike to say o word about his hesita-

Filt thon apon the biah 2o0d #iddy mast
Seal wp 1he shinbes®z oyeld and rock his Brains
I cradls of the Tode imperions sucpe T

* Cotlecree! Poeres and Flaws, Vol T, pp. 5362-374,
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tion over some [ines i Thowught the Paraclete' which describe the spicitnal
planes. T can undersiand this hesitation; for these lines have not the vivid
and forceful precision of the opening and the close and arc less pressed
home, they urs general in description and therefore to one wha has nat the
wystic eXperionce may seem too large and vagae. But they are not padding;
a precise and exact description of these planes of experience would have
made the poem too long, so only soene large lines arc given, but the descrip-
tiom 1% irue, the epithets hit the ecality and even the colpurs meniioned in
the poem, “gold-red feer” and “crimson-white mooned occans™, are Faith-
ful to experience. Stgnificant colour, supposed by intellactoal criticism to
be symbolic but there 1s more than that, is a frequent element in mystic
viston; 1 may mention the powerful and vivid vision in which Ramakrishna
went un into the higher plancs and saw the mystic truth behind the birth of
Yivekananda. Atlesst, the fact that these poems have appealed so strongly
to your friend’s mind may perhaps be taken by me as a sufficient preof that
in this feld my effort at interpretation of spiritual things has not been
altogether a failure.

But how then are we to account for the same critic’s condemnation or
small appreciation of Sevitr! which is aiso 2 mystic and symbolic poem al-
though east inte a different form and raised to a different pitch. and what
value am I fo sltach 1o his eriticism? Partly, perhaps, it s this very diffe-
rence of form and pitch which aceounts for his atiltude and, having regard
o his aesthetic temperament and its [imitations, it was igevitable, He him-
seif seems to sugsest this feason when he compares this differance to the
difference of his approach as between Lyciday and Prradise Lost, His tem-
peramental turit is shown by his special appreciation of Francis Thenipson
and Coventry Patmore and his response to Descent and Fanre- Wind and
the finencss of his judgment when speaking of the Hound of Heaven and
the Kingdom of God, its limtation by his approach towards Pargaise Last.
i think hie would be paturally inclined to regard any very high-pitched
poetry as thetorical and unsound and declumatory, wharever he did aot
see in it something finely and subtly true cosristing with the high-pitched
expression, — the combination we find In Thompscn's later poem and it is
Lthis he seems to have missed in Savizi. For Savitei does contain or at
ieast I intended it to contain what vou and others have felt in 1t but he has
not been able to feel becawse it is something which 18 outside his own
exparience and to whick he has vo access. One who has had the kind of
experience which Sevife sets out fo express or wha, not having It, is pre-
pared by his temperament, his mental turn, his previons intelleciual know-

3 Ihid, Vol IL p. 300
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l=dge or psychic training, 1o have soma kind of access to it the feeling of
if nat the full uaderstanding, can eater into the spirit and sense of the poem
and rzspond to its poetic appeal; but without that it is diffical for an va-
prepared reader to respond, — ail the more sf thes is, a5 you contend, 2 now
poetry with a new law of expresston and techaique.

Lyeidas is one of the finest poams in any lterature, ong of the most
consistansly perfeet among works of an egual length and one can apply to
1% the emithet “exquisite” and 1t 15 to the exguisite thet your friend's sesthie-
e temperament seems speciaily 1o respond. It would be possible to a
reader with a depreciatory turn fo find flaws in it, such as the pseudo-
nastoral setting, the too powerful intrusion of 5i, Peter and purifan theo-
logical coniroversy mito that incongruous setting and the image of the
hungey sheep which someone not in sympaihy with Christian feeling and
traditional imagcry mizght find cven dicraus or at least odd in 1is tdenti-
fication of psenda-pastorai sheep and theological human sheep: but these
would be hypercritical objections and are Jooded out by the magnificence
of the poetry. 1 am prepared to admit the very patent defects of Paradise
Lost: Milton’s heaven 1s indeed unconvincing and can be described as gro-
iesque and 30 oo is his gunpowder battle up there, and his God and angels
arg weak and wnconviacing fizares, even Adam and Eve, onr firsé parents.
do not effectively fill their part except in his outward description of them ;
and tha later narrative falls far below the grandsur of the fiest four baoks
but those four books stand for ever among the greatest things o the
world's poetic litetature, [§ Lyeidos with its beauty and perfoction had
been the supreme thing done by Milton even with all the lyrical poetry and
the sonnets added to if, Milton would <till have bean 4 great poet but he
would not have ranked among the dozen greatest; it is Paradise Losy that
gives luni that place. There are deficiencies if not failures in almost all the
great epics. the Odyssey and perhaps the Divina Commiedia being the only
exceptions, but still they are throughout in spife of them great epics. So
too is Paradise Losr. The grandeur of his verse and languags is constant and
vnsinking to the end and makes the presentation abways sublime, We have
to accept for the moment Milton’s dry Puritan theoingy and his all too
homan pieture of the celestial world and its denizens and then we can fiel
the full greatness of the epic. Bat the point is that this greatness in itsell
seetns to have less appeal to X's aesthetic tamperament; it is 43 if he felt
less at home [n its atmosphere, in an atmosphere of grandeur and sublimity
tian in the air of a less sublime but a fine and always serfect beauty. It is
the difference hetween a magc hill-side woadland of wonder and a great
soaring mountain climbing into & vast purple sky: 1o aceept fully the great-
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ness e needs to find in it o finer and subtler stran as m Thompson's
Eingdom of God. On g lower scale this, his sentence about i seems o
suggest, is the one fundamental veason for his complete pleasure in the
mystical poems and his very chfferent approach to Savitr!. The pitch aimed
at by Savitri, the gremtness you attribute to i, wounld of itself havs
discouraged in him any abandonment to admiration and compelled from
the beginaing a cautious and dubious approach; that scon turned to lack
of appreciation or a lowered appreciation even of the best that may be
there and to depreciation and censurs of the rest,

But there iz the other reason which 12 more effagtive. He sees and
focks nothing of the spiritual meaning and the spiritual appeal which vou
find in Savitri; it 15 for him empty of anything but an outward significance
and that seems to him poor, as is natural since the outward meaning is only
a part and a surface and the Test is to his eves invisible. If there had been
what he hoped or might have hoped to find in my poetry, a spintual vision
sich as that of the Yedantin, arciving beyvond the world towards the In-
eftable, ther he might have felt at home as he does with Thompson's poetry
or might at least have found it suificiently accessible. But this 15 not what
Savitri has {o say or rather it &5 only a small patt of it and, even so, bound
up with a cosmic vision and an acceptance of the world which in its kind s
unfamitiar to his mnd and psychic sense and Foreign to his experience. The
two passages with which he deals do not and canoot give any full prasenta-
tion of this way of seeing things sinee one is an unfamiliar symbol and the
other an incidental and, taken by liself apart from its context, an izoilafed
circumstance, But even if he had had olther more explicit and clearly re-
vealing passages at his disposal, T do not think he would have been satisfed
or mrich illuminated ; bis eyes woutld still have been fixed on the surface and
canght only some intellectual meaning or onter sense. That at least is what
Wi may suppose {o have been the canse of his faihere, if we mainain that
there is anything at all in the poem; or else we must fall back on the expla-
nation of a fundamental personal incompatibility and the rule de gustibus
non €51 dispurandue, or to put it in the Sanskrit form wandrucivhi Iokafr.
If you are right in maintaining that Sawitr7 stands as a new mystical poetry
with a new vision and exprassion of things, we should expact, at least at
{irsi, a widespread, perhaps, a general failure even in lovers of poetry te
understand i or appreciate; even those who have some mystical turn or
spiritual experience are likely to pass it by il 11 15 a dufferent turn from theirs
of outside their range of cxperience. [t took the world something Like a
hundred years to discover Blake; it would not be improbable that there
might be a greater time-lag here, though nalurally w¢ hope for betier things,
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For in Indiz at least some understanding or feeling and an andience few and
fit may be possiole. Perhaps by some miracle theye may be before long a
larger sppreciative sudience.

At any rate this s tie only thisg one can do, especially when one i
attempding 4 new creation, to 2o on with the work with such Iight and
Power £5 I8 given {0 ong 2ad leave the valuz of the work to be datermined
by the futere. Contemporary judzments we know to be unrelable; there
are cnby two judges whose joint verdict cannot easily be disputed, the Waorld
and Time. The Roman vroverb says, securns fudicat ordis rerrarun; bud the
workd's werdiet is secure only when it is confirmed by Tirme. For it is not
the opinion of the genersl mass of men shat finally desadas, the deciston is
realfy imposed by the judgment of & minority and ke which is finally ac-
cepted and seitles down as the verdict of pusterily; in Tagore's phrase it is
the universal mas, Fifwe Mamaew, or rather semething universal using the
general mind of man, we might say the Cosmic Self in the race that fixes
the value of its own works. In regard to the groat names i literature this
rinal verdict seems 1o have in it something of the abselute, — 5o far as any-
thing cam ba thai in a terapoial world of relativities in which the Absolute
reserves itself hidden hehind the veil of human jgnorance. It is no use for
some fo coniend that Virgl is a tame and elegant writer of 4 wearisome
WOTK i verse on agriculture and a fodiows pseudo-epic written to imperial
order and Lucretius the only really great post in Latin Literalure or to
depreciate Milton for his Latin English and inflated style und the {argely
uninteresting character of his two epics; the world either refuses to listen or
thete is a temporary effect, 4 brief fashion in literary eriticism, but finally
the world tetarns to its established verdici. Lesser reputations may fluc-
tuate, but finally whatever has real value in iis own kind settles itself and
finds ita just place in the durable judzment of the world. Work which was
neglected and left aside like Blake’s or at first admired with reservation aned
eclipsed like Donne’s s singled out by a sudden glance of Time and its
greatness recognised: or what seerned buried slowly emerges or re-einerges;
all finally settles into its place. What was held as sovereign in its own time
1s rlidely dethroned but afterwards recovers not its spversien throne but its
due position in the worid's esteem; Pope is an exampls and Byron who at
onee burst into a supreme glory and was the one English poet, after Shakes-
peare, admired all over Europe but is now depreciated, may zlso recover
his proper place, Encouraged by such examples, let us hope that these
violently adverse judgments may not be final and ahsolute and decide that
the waste paper basket is not the praper place for Saviri. Thers may still
be 9 place for a poctry which seeks to enlarge the field of poetic ¢reation and

-
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find for the inner spiritna! lifs of man and his now ocenli or mystical know-
ledze and experience of the whole hidden range of his and the world's being,
not a corner and a limited expression such as 1l had in the past, but a wide
space and as manifold and integral an expression of the bouadless and in-
numerzhle rckes that he hidden aad unexplered as if kept apact under the
direct gaze of the Infinite a5 has been found in ihe past for man's surface
and finite view and experience of himself and the material world In which
he has lived striving to know bimself and it as best ha ¢an with a limited
mind and senses. The door that has been shut to all but a fow may open:
the kmpdom of the Spirit may be established not oely In man’s nner being
but in his iife and his works., Postry alsce may have its share [n that revo-
lulion aed become part of the spiritval empire.

I had intended as the main subject of this letter to say something about
tcchnigue and the inner working of the infuitive method by which Sawirrf
wis and 13 being created and of the intention a0d plan of the poem. X's
idea of its way of creation, an inteliectual constraction by a deliberate
cheice of words and imagery, badly chosen at that, 1s the very opposite of
the real way in which it was done. That was to be the body of the letter and
the rest only a preface. But the preface has become so long that it has
crowded out the body. Tshall have to postpone it o a later ogcasion when
I have more time.

— 1947
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Something more might need 0 be s2id in regerd to the Overliead rote in
poetry and the Overmind aesthesis; bui these are exactly the subjects on
which it is difficalt to write with any pracision ot satisiy the mtsilect’s de-
mand for cicar and positive statement.

I de not know {hat i is possible for me to say why I regard one line
or passape as having the Overhead touch or the Overiiead note while ano-
ther misses . When 1said that in the lines about the dying man? the touch
came in through some intense passion and sincerity in the wniter, [ was
simply mentioning the psychological door theoogh which the thing came.
I did not mean 1o suggest that such passion and sincerity coudd of itself
bring in the touch or lhat they constituted the Gverhead note in the lines. I
am afrafd I have to say what Arnold said about the grand style; 1t hias to be
fult andd catinnot be explained or accounted for. One has an intugive feeling,
a recognition of something familiar to one’s experience or ong’s decper
perception in the substance and the rhythm or in one or the other which
fings out and cannot be gaimsaid. One might put forward 4 theory or a des-
cription of what the Overhead character of the fioe consists in, but it is
doubtfyl whether any such mentally canstrucied definition could be always
applicable. You smeak, for instance, of the sense of the Infnile and ihe
One which is pervasive in the Overhead planes; that need nol be expliciily
there in the Overhaad poctic expression o in the substance of any given line:
it can be expraseed indeed by Overbead poetry as no ather can express i,
but this poetry can deal with quite cther things. I would certainly say that
Shakespeare’s linss

Absent thee from felicity awhile,
And i this harsh world draw thy breath in pain

have the Cverhead touch in the subsiance, the rhiythm and the fzeling; but
Shakespeare 15 not giving us here the sense af the CGne and the Infinite, He
is, as in the other linzs of his which have this note, dealing as he always
does with life, with vital emotions and reactions or the thoughts that spring
el 3n the lile-mind under the pressuce of Jie. Tt s not any strict adhesion
i a transcendental view of things that constituges this kind of poetry, bt
sornething behind pot belonging o the mind or the wital and physical
canscipusness and with that & cortain quality or power in the languagze and

I srokc as ore who ne'er would speak 4gan
And a5 g dving man to dying men.
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the thythm which helps to bring cut that deeper something, If' I had to
select the line in European poctey which most suggpests an slmost direct
descent frem the Overmind consciousness thers might come first Vireil's
ine about “the touch of tears in mortal things™:

Sunt lacrimae rerom st menicm mertalia tangunt
Anather might be Shakespeares

In the dark backward aind abysm of Time
or again Milton's

Those thoughts that wander through eternmny.
We might also add Wordsworth’s line

The winds come o me from the felds of slegp,

There are other lines ideaiive and more emational or simply descriptive
which might be added, such as Marlowe's

YWas this the face that taenched a thousand ships,
And barnt the topless towers of llium?

Il we counld extract and describe the gquality and the sublie something that
mark the lanpuage and rhythm and [zeling of 1hess Hnes and underiic their
substance we might attain hazardousiy 1o some mental understanding of
the nature of Overhead poetry.

The Overmind is not sirictly a transcendental consciousness — that
epithet would more accuraiely apply ‘o the supramental and to the Sach-
chidananda consciousness - — though it looks up to the transtendental and
may receive sorething from it and though it does transcend the erdinary
buman mind and m its full and native seli-power, when it does not lean
down and become part of mind, is superconscient to us. [t is mare properly
4 vosmic consciousness, even the very base of the cosmic as we perceive,
understand ar fesl it. It <lands behind every particular in the cosmas and 18
the source of all our mental, vital or physical actualities and poassibilitics
which are diminished and degraded detivations and varations from it and
have not, excepl in cetlain formations and activities of genius and some
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jatense seli-exceading, anything of the naiive Overmind guaiily aad power.
Nevertheless, hecaiuse it stands behind as if covered by a veil, somcthing
of it can breah through or shipe through or evea only dimly glimmer
through and fhat brings the Overmind touch or note. We cannot get this
tonch Frequenily unless we have torn the veil, made & gap m it or reat it
lazpely away and sect: the very face of what is beyond, lived in the light of it
or established some kind of constant intercourse. Or we can draw upon it
from time to fime without ever ascending into it if we have established a line
of commuanication between the higher and the crdinary censeigusness. What
cemes down may be very muck diminished but it has something of that.
The ordinary reader of postry who has nat that experience will nsuslly not
Be able to distinguish but wouid at the most fee! that here is something
extraordinarily fine, profound, sublime or uauszal, —or he might lurn
away from it as samething too high-pitched and excessive; he inight even
speak depreciatingly of “purple passages”, thetoric, exaggeralion or excess.
Ome who had the line of communication open couid oa the other hand feel
what is there and distinguish even if he could not adequately characterise
or describe it. The cssential character is perhaps that there is something
behind of which | have alveady spoken and which comes not primarily from
the mind or the vital emotion or the physical seeing but from the cosmie
self and its consciousness standing bekind them ali and things then tend 10
be seen not as the mind or heart or body sees them but as this greater con-
sciousness feels or sees or answers to them, Ta the direct Overmind trans-
mission Lthis something behind is nsually forced to the front or close to the
front by a combination of words which carries the suggestion of a deeper
mezning or by the force of an image or, most of all, by an intonation and a
rhythin which carry up the depths m their wide wash or long march or
mounting sirge. Sometimes it is eft lurking behind and only suggested so
that a subtle feeling of what is not actually exprassed is nesded if the reader
15 oot to miss .. This is oftenest the case when thera is just a fouch or note
pressed upon something that would be otherwise only of a mental, vital
or physical poetic value and nothing of the body of the Overhead power
shevws itself throagh the veil, but at most a trgmor and vibration, 2 gleam
or & ghimpse. In the lincs T have chosen there §5 always an unusual quality
in the vhythm, as prominently in Virgil's line, ofter in the very building
and constantly in the infonation and the association of the sounds which
raeet in the line and find themselves linked together by 4 sort of inevitable
felicity. There 1s also an inspired selection or an unusual bringing together
of words which has the power to foree a deeper sense on the mind as in
Virgil's
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Suat kzcrimae renrm.

One can note that this line if translated straight into English wonld sound
awkward and clusnsy as would many of the finest lines in Rig Veda: that is
precisely becauss they are pew and falicitous tuins in the original language,
discoveries of an woexpectzd and absolute phrase; they defv translation,
If you note the combination of words and sounds in Shakespeare’s lins

And in this harsh world draw thy breath o paio

so arranged as to force an the mind and still more oa the subtle acrves sad
setise the utter absoluteness of the difficulty and pain of living for the soul
that has awakened to the misery of the warld, vou can see how this tech-
nique works. Here and elsewhere the very body and soul of the thing seen
of fel come out into the open. The same deminant characteristc can be
found in other lines which I have not cited, — in Leapardi’s

Insano indegno misters detle oose
(The insane and ignoble mystery of things)

of i Wordsworth's
Voyaging through strange seas of thouoght, alone.

Miiton's line lives by ity chosce of the word “wander” to collocate waih
“through etemity™ ) i he bad chosen any other word, it would no longer
have been an Overhead line, even if the surface sense had been exactly the
same, On the other hand, take Shelley's stanza —

We look before and after,
And pine for what is not;
Oar sincerest laughter
With some pain is fraught;
{Our sweetest songs are those that tell of saddest thonpht.

This is perfect poetry with the most exquisite melody and beauty of wording
and an unsurpassable poignancy of pathos, but there is ne touch or note of
the Overbead inspiration: it is the mind and the heart, the vital emotion,
working at their highest pitch under the stress of a psychic inspiration,
The rhyikm is of the same character, a direct, sirrightforward, lucid and
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tscent movernen: welling out Hmpidly straight from the psychic source.
The same characteristics ars found in another short Iyric of Shelley's which
iz perhaps the puerest example of the paychic inspiratioa in English poetry:

I can give not what men call love;
Bui wilt thou accept not

The worship the heart lifts above
And the Heavens reject aot, —

Tha desire of the moth for the star,
Gf the night for the moriow,

The devotion to something afar
From the sphere of our sorrgw?

We have sgain extreme poetic beaoty there, but nothing of the Overhead
AGE.

T the other lines I have cited it is really the Owermind language and
rhythm ihat have heen to some extent transmiited; bat of course all
Cverhead poeiry is not from the Overmind, mote often it comes firom the
Higher Thought, the Muminad Mind or the puge Tatuition. This iast is
different from the mantal intuition which is frequent snough i poetry that
does not transceed the mental level, The languape and rhyth from these
other Overbead levels can be very different from that which is proper to
the Owvermind; for the Overmind thinks i 2 mass: its thought, fecling,
vision 15 high or deep or wida or all thess things togetker: fo use the
Vedic expression about fire, the divine messenger, it goes vast on ifs way to
bring the divine riches, and it has 2 corresponding fangnags and rhythm.
The Higher Thought has a strong tread often with bare unsandalled feet
il moves in a clear-cal light: 3 divine power, measure, diFmily 18 its most
frequent character. The outflow of the Ulumined Mind comes in a flood
brilliant with revealing words or a light of crowding images, sometimes
surcharged with iis burden of revelalions, sometimes with a luminous
swoep, The Tntadtion is usually a lightning flash showing up a single spot
or plot of gronnd of scene with an enfire and miraculous completeness of
vision to the surprised ecstasy of the inner eve; its rhythm has a decisive
imgvitable sound which leaves nothing essential unheard, but very commonly
15 embodied in g single stroke, These, however, ate only generzl or domi-
nant characters; any number of varfations 15 possible, There are besides
mingled inspirations, several levels mesting and combining or modifving
each other's notes, and an Overmind transmission can contain of bring with
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it all the rest, but how much of this description will be f¢ the ordinary
reader of poeiry at all inteligible or cleatly identifiable?

There are besides in mental poetry derivations or substitutes for ali
these styles. Milton’s “grand style” is such a substitute for the manner of
the Higher Thonght. Take it anywhere at its erdinary level or in its higher
glevation, there is always or almost always that echo there:

Of man's first disobedience, and the froit
Of that forhidden frae

0or
Cun evil days though fal'n, and evil fonguss
or

Blind Thamyris and blind Maconides,
And Tiresias and Phinsus, prophets old,

Shakespears’s poetry coruscates with a play of the hues of imagination
which we may repard as & mental substitute for the inspiration of the
Hlumited Mind and sometimes by aiming at an cxalted note he links on to
the illumined Overhead inepiration itself 2 in the lines 1 have mors than
once quated:

Wilt thoe ppon the high and giddy mast
Seal up the shipboy’s eyes and rock his Brays
In credls of the rude imperious surge?

Rut the rest of that passage {alls away in spite of its high-pitched langiage
and resonant rhythm far below the Cverhead strain, So it i3 easy for the
mind to mistake and take the higher for the lower inspiration or vice versa.
Thus Milton's lines might at first sight be taken because of a certain degith
of cmotion in their large lingering rhythm as having the Cverhead com-
plexion, but thiz rhythm Joses something of ifs soversign right becanse there
ate no depths of sense behind it. It conveys nothing but the noble and dig-
nified pathos of the blindness and old age of a great personslity fullea into
evil days. Milton’s architecture of thought and verse is high and powerful
and masiive, but there are usually no subtle schoes there, no degp cham-
bers: the occult things in man's being are forcign to his intelligence, —-
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for it is in the light of the peetic inteliipence that he works. He does not
stray info “the mmystic cavern of the heart”, does not follow the innet
fire entering like a thief with the Cow of Light mio the secrecy of
secrecies, Shakespeare does sometizies gei in as i by a splendid psychic
arcident in spits of his presteupation with the colowrs and shows
of 1ife.

I do not know therefore whether | car speak with any certainty about
the Hines vou quote; T would perhaps ave to read them in their content
firsi, but it secrns to me that there is just a touch, as ia the lines about the
dying man. The thing that is described there may have happened often
enopgh in times likes those of the recent wars and upheavals and in times of
violent strife and persecuticn and catnastrophe, but the greatness of the
experience does noi come oui of not wholly, because men fegl with the
mind and heart and not with the sonl; tut here there is by some accident
of wording and rhythro & suggestion of something behind, of the greatness
of the soul's experiencs and its courageous aceeptance of the fragic, the
final, the fatal — and its resistance; it is only just a suggestion, but it is
enough: the Overhead has touched and passed back to its heights., There
15 something very different but of the same essential calibre ia the line you
quoe

Sad eyes watch for feet that never come.

it is gtill more difficult to say anything very tangible about the Over-
mmind asstinesis, Yhen I wrote about it I was thinking of the static agsthesis
that perceives and receives ather than of the dynamic sesthesis which
creates; I was not thinking at all of superior or inferor prades of poetic
greatness or beauty. If the complete Owvermind power or even that of the
lower Overkead planes could come dowi into the mind and eptively trans-
form itz action, then no doubt there might be greater poetry wriiten than
any that man has yet achieved, just as a greater superhuman life might be
created if the Sepermind could come down wholly into life and Lify life
wholly info itself and transform it. But what happens at nresent is that
something comes down and accepts o work under the Iaw of the mind and
with a mixture of the mind and it must be judged by the laws and standards
of the mind. It brings in new fones, new colours, new elemenis, but it does
nol change radically as yet the stuff of the consciousness with which we
lavour,

Whether il produces great poetry or not depends on the exient Lo
which it manifests its power and overrides rather than serves the mentality
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wiich it is helping. At present it decs nol do that sufficientiy to raise the
work to the full greatness of the werker,

And then what do you mean exactly by greainess in poetry? One can
say that Virgll is greater than Catulius and that many of Virgil’s lines arc
greater than anything Camillus ever achieved. But poetical perfection is
not the same thing as postical greatness. Virgi] is perfect at his best, buf
LCatollus too is perfect ai his besl: ¢ven zach has a certain exquisitensss
of perfection, each in his own kind, Virgil’s kind is large and desp, that of
Catuilus sweet and intense. Virgil’s art reached or had from its beginning
4 preater and more constant ripeness than that of Catullus, We can say
then that Virgil was a greater poet and artist of word and rhythim bl we
cannot say that his poetry, at s best, was more perfect poetry and thail of
Catuilus iss perfect. That renders ftile many of the attempis at compa-
rison like Arnold’s comparison of Wordsworth’s Skylark with Shelley's.
You may say that Milton was a greater poet than Blake, but there can
always be people, not aesthetically insemsitive, who would prefer Blake's
Iyrical work to Bdilton’s grander achievement, and there are certainly
things in Blaks which touch deeper chards than the massive hand of Milton
could ever reach, So all poetic superiority is not summed up in the word
areatness. Each kind has its own best which ¢scapes from comparison
and slands apart in 108 own value.

Let us then leave for the present the question of poetic greatness or
superiority aside and come back io the Overmind aesthesis. By aesthesis
is meant a reaction of the conscionsness, mental and vital and even bodily,
which receives 4 certain element in things, something that can be called
their taste, Rasa, which, passing through the mind or sense or bath, awakes
a vital enjoyrent of the taste, Bhoga, and this can apgain awaken us,
awaken even the sorl in us to something vet deeper and more fundamenial
than mere pleasure and enjoymeut, to some form of the spinit’s delight
of existence, Ananda. Poeiry, like afl art, serves the secking for these
things. this acsthesis, this Rasa, Bhoga, Avanda; it brings us a Rasa of
word and sound but also of the idea and, through the idea, of the things
exprsssed by the word and sound and thought, a mental or vital or some-
times the spiritugl image of their form, qualily, impact UpOR VS of even,
if the poet is strong enough, of their world-sssence, thetr cosmic reality,
the very soul of them, the spirit that resides int themn s it resides in all things,
Poetry may do more than this, but this at least it must do to however smsll
ap extent or it Is not poetry. Aesthests therafore Is of the very essence of
poetry, as it is of all art. But it is not the sole element and aesthesis too is
not confined 1o a reception of poetry and art; it extends to everything
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for it is in the Light of the poetic intelligence that he wotks, e does not
stray ieto “‘the mysiic cavern of the heari”, does not follow the mner
fire eplering like & thief with the Cow of Light into the secrecy of
secTecizs. Shakespeare does sometioees get in as if by a splendid psychic
accident in spite of his preoccupation with the colours and shows
ol fife.

I de not kaow therefore whether I can speak with any certaiaty about
the lincs you guote; | would perhaps have Lo read them In their context
first, bul it sgerns to me that there is just 2 touch, as in the fines about the
dving man, The thing that is destribed there may have happenad often
encugh in times like those of the recent wars and upheavals and in times of
violent strife and persecuticn and catastrophe, but the gresiness of the
experience does not come ont or not whaily, because men fecl with the
mind and hear: and not with the sou]; but here there is by some accident
of wording and rhythm a sugzgestion of something behind, of the preatness
of the soul’y sxperience and its courageous acceptance of the tragic, the
fnal, the fatal — and its resistagee; it is only just a suggestion, but it is
enouiph: the Overhead has touched and passed back to its heights, There
ts something very different bt of the same essential calibre in the Jine yon
quete:

Sad eyes watch for feet that never come.

It is stili more difficult to say anything very tangible about the Over-
mind gesthesis. When I wrcte about it I was thinking of the static assthesis
that percetves and receives rather than of the dynamic aesthesis which
creates; 1 was not thinking at all of superior or inferior grades of poetic
greatness of beauty. H the compiete Overmind power or even that of the
tower Overhead planes conld coms down into the mind and eatirely trans-
form its action, then ne doubt there might be greater poetry written than
any that man has yet achicved, just as a greater superhuman life might be
created if the Supermind could come down wholly into life and lift Life
wholly into tself god transform it But what happens at prosent is that
soppething comes down and accepts to work wnder the law of the mind and
with @ mixturs of the mind and it must be judged by the laws and standards
of the mind. It brings in new tones, new colours, new clements, bol i does
not change radically as yet the stuff of the consciousness with which ws
[abotr,

Whether it produces great poetry or not depends on the extent to
which it manifests its power and overrides rather than serves the mentality
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which il iz helping. At present it does not do that suffictently to raise the
work to the full greatness of the warker

And then what do you mean exactly by greatness in poetry? One can
say that Virgil is greater than Catullus and that many of Virgil's lines are
greater than anything Catullus ever achisvad. But poetical perfection is
pot the same thing as poelical greatness. Virgi! is perfoct ai his best, but
Catullus too s perfeet at his best: even each has g certain exquisiteness
of perfection, each in his own kind. Virgil's kind is largs and deep, that of
Catulins sweet and imense. Virgil's art reached or had from its bepinning
A greater and more constant ripeness than that of Catallns. We can say
then that Yirgil was a greater poet and artist of word and rhythm bat we
cannot say that his poetry, at his best, was wore perfect poetry and thai of
Catullug less perfect. That renders futile many of the atterapis at compa-
risor like Amold's comparison of Wardsworth’s Skydack with Sheliey’s,
You may say that Milion was a greater poet than Blake, but there can
abways be people, not aesthetically insensitive, who would prefer Blake's
lyrical work to Milton's grander achievement, and there are cerfainly
things in Blake which tonch deeper chords than the massive hand of Milton
could ever reach, So all poeric superiority is not supuued wp in the word
greatness. Each kind has its own best which escapes from comparizon
and stands apart in itz own value,

Leat us then Ieave for the present the guestion of poetic greatness or
supetiority aside and come back to the Overmind sesthesis, By acsthesis
is Tneant = reaction of the consciousness, mental and vital and ever bodily,
which receives a certain clement in things, something that can be called
their taste, Rasa, which, passing throagh the mind or sense or both, awakes
a vital smjoyment of the taste, Bhoga, and this canp agun awaken us,
awaken even the sonl in us to something vet deeper and more fundamental
than mere pleasure and enjoyment, to some form of the spirit’s deligi
ol existence, Ananda. Poetry, like all art, serves the sesking for these
things, this nesthesis, this Rasa, Bhoga Ananda; it brings vs 2 Rasa of
word and sound but also of the idea and, through the idea, of the things
expressed by the word and sound and thought, 4 mental or vital or some-
times the spiritual image of their form, quality, impact UpoD Us oL &ven,
if the poet is strong enough, of their world-essence, their cosmic reahity,
the very soul of them, the spirit that resides in them as it resides in all things.
Poetry may do mare than this, but this at Jeast it must do 1o however small
an extent or it js not postry. Assthesis therefore is of the vory ’35%311“‘3 ‘?f
poctry, a3 it 18 of all art. But it is not the sole element and aesthesis t[!u.',j is
not confined to a reception of postry and art; it extends to everything
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in the world: there is nothing we can sense, think or in any way experience
to which there cannot be an aesthetic reaction of our conscious being.
Crrdinarily, we suppose that zesthesis i concermed with beauty, and 1hat
indeed is its most prominent concern: but it is concerned with wany
other things alse, Tt is the universal Ananda that is the parent of assthesis
and the vniversal Apanda takes fhree major and oniginal forms, beauty,
Tove and delight, the delight of all existence, the delight in things, n 2l
things. Universal Ananda is the artist and creator of the wniverse wit-
nessing, experiencing and taking joy in its creation. In the lower conscious-
ness it creates its opposites, ihe sense of ugliness as well as the sensc of
baauty, hate and repulsion and dislike as well as love-and attraction and
liking, grief and pain as well as joy and delight; and between these dualities
or as & grey tiat i the background there is a general tone of nentrality and
indifference born from the universat insensibihty nto which the Ananda
sinks in its dark negation in the Inconscient. All this is the sphere of
acsthesis, its dullest reaction is indifference. its highest 1y ecstasy, Ecstasy
i5 & sign of & return towards the original or supreme Ananda: that art or
poetry is supramie which can bring us something of the supreme tone of
costasy, For as the consciousness sinks from the supreme levels through
vartons degrees towards the {nconscience the genergl sign of this descent
15 an always diminishing power of its ntensity, intensity of being, intensity
of gonsciousness, intensity of force, intensity of the delight in things and the
delight of existence. 8o too as we ascend towards the supreme level, these
intensities increase, As we climb heyond Mind, higher and wider values
replace the valugs of our Umited mind, hfe and bodily comsciousness,
Apsthess shares im this infensification of capacity. The capacity for
pleasure and pain, for liking and disliking 1s comparatively pocr on the
level of our mind and life; ovur capacity for ecstasy is brief and limited:
these tones arise from a peneral ground of nentrality which is always
gragoing them back towards itself. As it enters the Overhiead planes the
otdinary assthesis turns into a pure delight and becomes capable of a high,
a Jarpe or a deep abiding ecstasy. The ground is no Ionger a peneral nentra-
lity, but a pure spirttual ease and happiness upon which the special tonss
of the aesthetic consclousness come ont or from which they artse. This
is the first fundamental change.

Anotker chanpge in this fransition is a turn towards oeiversality io
place of the wolations, the confiiciing generalities, the mutpally opposing
dualities of the Iower consctonsness. In the Cvertmind we have a first
firm fosndation of the experience of a universal beavty, a universal love,
a universal delight. These things can come on the mengal and vital plane
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eves before those planes ave directly touched or influenced by the spiviteigl
consciousness; but they are there a temporary experience and not perma-
nent or they are limited in their field and do not touch the whols being.
They are a glimpse and not a change of vision or 2 change of naturs,
The artist for instance can look at things only plain or shabby or ugly or
even repulsive to (he ordinary sense and sec in them and bring out of them
beauty and the delight that goes with beauty, But this is a sort of special
grace for the artistic consciousness and is limited within the field of his art.
In the Overhaad consciousness, especially in the Gvermind, thase things
hecome more and more the faw of the vision and the law of the nature.
Wherever the Overmind spiritual man furns he sees a universal beanty
touching and uplifting all things, expressing itself through them, moulding
ther into a field or objects of its divine assthesis; 2 universal love goes aut
from him io all beings; be feels the Bliss which has created the worlds
and upholds them angd ail that is expresases o him the universal delight, is
made of it, is 2 manifestation of it and moulded into its frmage. This uni-
versal assthesis of beauty and delight does not ignore or fail to mderstand
the differences and oppositions, the gradations, the harmony and dishar-
mony ohvious to the ordinary consciousness; but, first of all, it draws a
Rasa from ihem snd with that comes the enjoyment, Bhoga, and the
touch or the mass of the Ananda. It sces that all things have their meaning,
thelr value, their deeper or total significance which the mind does not see,
for the mind 5 only concerned with a surface vision, surface contacts and
its own surface reactions, When something expresses perfectly what it was
meant to express, the completeness brings with it a sense of harmony,
a sense of artistic perfection; it gives evett to what is discordant a place in
a system of cosmic Concordances and the discords beeome part of a vast
harmony, and wherever there is harmony, there is a sense of beanty,
Even in form itself, apatt from the significance, the Overmind conscious-
ness sees the object with a totality which changes its effect on the percipient
even while it remains the same thing. Ii sces lings and masses and an
underlying design which the physical eve dos not sce and which escapes
even the keenest mental vision. Every form becomes beautifel to it in a
deaper and larper sense of beauty than that commonly known to us, The
Orvermind looks also siraight at and into the soul of each thing and not
only at its form or its significance to the mind or to the life; this brings to
it not only the true truth of the thing but the delight of it. It sees also the
oRe spirit in all, the face of the Divine everywhere and there can be 1o
greater Ananda than that; it feels oneness with 22, sympathy, love, the
blss of the Brahman. In a highest, a most integral experience it sees all



&12 Savitri

things as if made of existence, conscionsness, power, hliss, every atom of
them charged with and constituted of Sachchidananda. In all ibis the
Overmind aesthesis takes f#s share and gives its respunse; for these things
come ot merely as an idea in the mind or a truth-szeing bat as an expe-
rience of the whole being and a total response is not oniy possible but above
a certain level imperative,

] heve said that aesthesis responds not only to what we call beaunty
and beautiful things bur to all things. We make g distinction between truth
and beauty; but there can be an agsthetic response to truth also, a joy In
its beauty, a love created by its charm, & rapture in the finding, 2 passion
in the embrace, an aessthefic joy in its exprassion, & satisfaction of iove in
the giving of i to others. Truth i3 not merely a dry statement of facts or
ideas to or by ihe intellect; it can be a splendid discovery, a rapturous reve-
lation, a thing of beauty that is a joy for ever. The peet also can be a seeker
and lover of trurh as well as a sacker and lover of beauty, He can feel a
poetic and aesthetic jov in the expression of the true as well as ip the ex-
pression of the beauiiful. He does not make 2 mere intellectmal or philo-
sophical staternent of the truth; it is his vision of its beanty, Its power, hus
thrilled reception of it, his joy in it that he trigs to convey by an utmost
perfection in word and rhiythm. If he has the passion, then even a philo-
sophizal statement of it he can surcharge with this scnse of power, force,
light, beanty. Om certain levels of the Overmind, where the mind element
predominates aver the elemant of gnosis, the distinetion between truth and
beauty is still valid, 1t isindesd ong of the chief fupctions of the Ovenmind
to scparate the main powers of the consciousness and pive to each its full
separate development and satisfaction, bring out its utmost potency and
meaning, its own soul and significant body and take it on Its own way as
far as it ¢an go. H can tnke up each power of man and give it its full proten-
tiaditv, its highest characteristic development. Ft can give to intellect its
austerest intellectuality and to logic its most sheer unsparing logicality. It
can give fo beauty its most splendid passion of lominous form and the con-
sciousness that receives it a supreme height and depth of ecstasy. It can
create a sheer and purs postry impessibie for the intellect to sound to ifs
depths or whoblly grasp, much less to mentalise and analyse, It is the func-
tion of Overraingd to give to every possibility its full potential, its own szpa-
rate kingdom. But also there is another action of Overmind which sees and
thinks and ¢reates in masses, which reunites separated things, which recon-
ciles opposites. On that level truth and beanty not only become constant
compamniops but become one, myolved in each other, inseparable: on that
level the true is always beantiful and the beautiful is always trne. Their
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highest fusion perhaps only lakes place in the Supermind: but Overmind
on its summits draws enough of the supramental light to see what the
Supermaind sees and do what the Supermind does though in a fower key
ang with a less absolute truth and power. On an infedor fevel Overmind
may use tha languags of the intellect to convey as far as that lanzuage can
dir it its own greater meaning and message but on its summits Overmind
usés My own native language and gives to 115 iruths their own supreme
vtterance, and no intellectual speech, 1o menialisad poetry can equal or
even coms near to that power and beauty. Here vour ntellectual diclum
that poetry tives by its assthetic quality alone and has no need of truth or
that truth must depead upon uesthetics to botome poetic at all, has no
tonger any meaning. For thers trath itsell 15 highest poetry and has only
to appear to be utterly beautiful 1o the vision, the hearing, the sensibility
of the soul. There dwells and from there springs the mystery of the n-
evitable word, the supreme immeortal thythm, the absolote sigrificance and
the absolute uiterance.

I hope you do nol fee] crushed under this avalinche of mataphysical
psychology; you have called it upon yourself by your questioning about
the Overmind’s greater, larger and deeper zesthesis, What 1 have written
is indeed very scanty and skeichy, only some of the few essential things
tha: have to be szid; Dun withowt it [ could oot iy o give you any ghimpse
of the meaning of my phrase. This greater aesthesis 15 inseparabie from the
greater truth, it is deeper because of the depth of that truth, larger by all
its immenss Jargeness, | do not expect the reader of poetry to come any-
where near to all that, he could pot without being a Yogi or at Jeast a
sadhak: but just as the Overhead poestry brings some fouch of a deszper
power of vision and creation inio the mind without belonging itself wholly
to the higher rcaches, so also the full appreciation of all its berden needs
at least samie touch of a deeper response of the mind and some fouch of &
deeper aesthesis. Until thar becomes peneral the Overhead or at Teast the
Overmind is 1ot going to do more than o touch hers and there, as it did
in the past, a few lines, a few passages, or perhaps as things advance, a
Hittle more, nor is it Jikely to pour into our witeranes its own complele pawer
and absolate value.

| have said that Overhead postry is not necessarily greater or more
perfect than any other kind of postry. But perhaps a subtle qualification
may be made to this statement. 1t is true that each kind of poetical writing
cain reach a highest or perfect perfectionin its own ling and in its own quality
and what can be more perfect than a parfect perfection or can wg say
that one kind of absolats perfaction is “greater™ than another kind? What



514 Saviirf

can be more abselute than the ahsolute? But then what do we mean hy
the perfoction of poctry? There s the perfection of the langusge
and there is the perfection of the weord-music and the rhythm, beauty
of speech and beauty of scund, but there s also the quality of the thing
said which counts for something. If we constder only word and sound
and what iz themsebves they evoxe, we artive at the application of the theory
of art for art’s sake to poetry. On that ground we might sav that a Iyric of
Anacrean is as good poetry and as perfeet poetry az anything e Asschylus
or Sophocles or Homer, The question of the elevation or depth or inizinsic
beaoly of (he thiog said cannot then enter inte our consideration of poelry;
and yet it docs coter, with most of us at any rate, and is part of the aesthetic
reaction even in the most “acstheric” of critizs and readers. From this
paint of view the elevation from which the inspiration comes may after all
matter, provided the one who receives it is a it aod powerful instrument;
for a great poat will do more with & lower level of the origin of inspiration
than a smaller poet can do even wher helped from the highest sources. In
a cerfain sense all genius comes from Owerbead; for genius s the
entry or isresh of a giealer conseicusness into the mind or a posscssion
of the mind by a greater power. Every operation of genius has at its back
ot miused within 3t an Intuition, a revelation, an inspiration, an illumina-
tion or at the least a hint or fouch or imflux from some greater power or
level of conscious being than those which men ordinarily possess ot use,
Hut this power has two ways of acting: jn one it touches the ordinary
modes of mind and deepens, heightens, intensifies or excuisitely refines
their action but withont changing its modes or transforming its normal
character; in the oiher it brings down into these normal modes some-
thing of itself, something supernormal, something which one &t once feels
10 be extracrdinary and supgestive of a superhuman Tevel, These two ways
of action when working In poetry may produce things egually exquisite
and beautiful, but the word “greater™ may perhaps be awppliied, with the
necessary gualifications, to the second way and its too rare poetic creation.

The geeat bulk of the highest poetry belongs to the first of these two
orders, In the second order there are again two or perhaps three levels;
sormetimes a felicitous tura or an unusual force of langnage or a desper note
of fecling brings in the Overhead touch, More often it is the power of the
rhythm that [ifts up language that is simple and common or a feeling or
idea that has often been cxpressed and awakes something which is not
ordinanly ihere. If one listens with the mind only or from the vital centre
only, one may have 3 wondering admiration for the skill and beauty of
woven word and sound or be struck by the happy way or the power with
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which the feclmg or idea :5 exprassed, Bud there s sometting mors 1n it
than that; 1113 this that a desper, more mward strand of the consciouspess
has seen and is speaking, and if we listen more profoundly we can gat some-
thing more than the sdmiration and dehght of the mind or Housman's
thrill of ihe solar piexus, We can feel parhaps the Spirit of the universs
lending its own depth to cur mortal speech or listening from behind to sonks
exprassion of ilself, listening perhaps to its memories of

Old, unhappy, far-off ihings
And hattles fong ago

or feeling and hearing, 1t may be said, the vast oceanic stillness and the cry
of the cuckoo

Breaking the sidemse of 1he seas
Among the [arthes: Heprides

or It mmay enter again into Yyasa's

“A void and drsadful forest ringing with the crickets” cry™
Vanam pratibhayaem Sinyam fhilliazanandditam.

or remember its call co the soul of man,

Anityam aswkharm lokam Imam prapya bhajasva mam
“Thoa who hast come to this transicot and unhappy world, love and
worship Me™

There is a second level on which the poetry draws into itself 2 fuller
language of intuitive inspiration, illumination er the higher thinking and
fegling. A very ticl of great poetry may then emerge and many of the most
powerful passages in Shakespeare, Virgil or Lucreting or the Mahabharata
and Ramavana, nct o speak of the Gita, the Upanishads or the Rig Veda,
have this inspiration. [t is a poetry “thick inlaid with patines of bright
egold” or welling up 1n a stream of passion, beauty and force. But some-
times thers comes down a supreme voice, the Overmind voice and the
Overmind music and it is to be observed thal the lines aud passages where
that happens rank among the greatesl and mrost admired in all poetic lits-
ratire. [t would be therefors too much to say that the Overhead inspiraticn
cannot bring in a grealness mto poetry which could surpass the other

-
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levels of inspiration, greater sven from the purely acsthenc point of view
and certainly greater in the power of s substance,

A conscious attempt to writs Overhead poetry with 2 mind aware of
the planegs from which thiz inspiration comes and seeking always o ascend
te those ievels or bring dowsn something from them, would probably
resuitin a parbiad suceass; atibs iowest it might atfain do what I kave caflad
the first order, ordinarily it would achieve the two lower levels of the sccond
order and in its suprems moments it might in lings and in sustained passages
achieve the supreme level, something of the highest summit of its potency.
But its preates: work will be to express adequately and coostanily what is
now orly occasignzily and inadequately some kind of utterance of the
things abowe, the things bevond, the things behind the apparent world and
its external or superficial happenings and phenomepa. It would not only
bring in the ocoult o is Jarger and deeper ranpes but the truths of the
spiritual heights, the spititual depths, the spiritual intimacies and vastnesses
gs also the truths of the inner mind, the inner 1ife, an inaer or subtle phy-
sical beanty and reality, It would bring in the concreteness, the anthentic
image, the inmast soul of identity ardd the heart of meaning of these things,
so that it could never fack in beauty. Tf this could be achieved by one
possessed, if not of a supreme, stfl of a sufficiently high and wide poetic
genius, something new could be added to the domain of poetry and there
woluld be no danger of the power of poetry beginning to fade, to fall into
decadence, to fail us. It might even enter into the domain of the infinits
and mexhaustible, cateh some word of the lneffable, show us revealing
images which bring us near to the Reality that is secret in us and in all, of
which the Upanishad speaks,

Anejad ekam manaso javiye mainad devd Gpnuvan prirvam aqregi....
Tad ejati tan naifuti tad dive tad u antike.

“The Ore unmoving is swificr than thought, the gods cannol overtake
Ity for It travels ever in front; It meves and It moves not, It is far
avray from us and It is very close,”

The gods of the Overhead planes can do much to bridge that distance
and 1o bring oot that closeness, even if they cannot altogether overtake the
Real:iiy that exceeds and transennds then
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BIBLIOGRAPHICAL NOTE

SavITR! first appeared 10 scctions in Sri durobindo Mandir Annual 1946
wnd 1947, the quarterly Adveat 1944 and 1947, and Srf Awrobindo Circle
Annuai 1947, These sections were dalso made available simulianeously in
fascicles Canto-wise. The fascicles coversd the first four Camtos of
Beck 1 and Beok 3.

The fifieen Cantas of Book 2 were published in book-form in two
parts, Cantos 1-6 and Camios 7-15, in 1947 and 1948 respectively.

SaviTey, Part I, comprising three Books, extensively reviscd and
enlarged, was ssued in a single volume in 1950, Part II, comprising
Bogks 4 to 8, and Part TIT, comprising Bocks 9 to 12, were published
as & second volome in 1951, thes completing the whole epic.

A single-volume edilion, wmcluding St Aurcobinde’s letters on the
poem, was published in 1934, under the imprint of the Sri Aurobindo
International University {Jentre.

The preseni edilion, in lwo volumes, as a2 part of the SRI AUROBINGIO
BtrTH CenTENARY LIBRARY, 15 the third complete edition. It has been
thorgughly checked and the number of letters has bees increased.



