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1 become what I see int myself.
All that thought suggests io
me, I can do; all that thought
reveals in me, I can become.
This should be man’s unshak-
able faith in himself, becouse
God dwells in him.'

INTRODUCTION

] * % " ,,% summoned all the pandits of the realm as was the
t# ,ﬁ Al practice on momentous occasions and put to them

*"l' B4 this question: “Which of us two is the greater, I or
God?“ And the andlts shook with fear. Being wise by profession
they asked for ti.me, and then through old habit they dung to
their position and their lives, But they were worthy men who
would not displease God; they were therefore deep in grief, when
the oldest pandit reassured them: “Leave it to me, tomorrow [
shall speak with the Prince.” The next day the whole court was
gathered in a solemn durbar when the old man quietly arrived, his
hands humbly joined together, his forehead smeared with white
ashes; he bowed low and pronounced these words: “O Lord,
undoubtedly, thou art the greater,”—the Prince twirled thrice his
moustaches which he wore long and tossed high his head--~“Thou
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SEI AUROBINDO OR THE ADVENTURE OF CONSCIOUSNESS

art the greater, King, for thou canst banish us from thy kingdem
whilst God cannot: for verily, all is His kingdom and there is
nowhere to go cutside Him,"

This Indian tale which comes from Bengal where Sti Auro-
bindo was born, was surely not unknown to him who said that all
is He: gods, devils, men, the earth and not the heavens alone,—
and whose entire experience leads to a divine rehabilitation of
Matter. For the last fifry years psychology has been ceaselessly
trying to reinstate the demons in man; it is possible, as André
Malraux believed, that the rask of the next half century will be
“to reintegrate in him the gods”, or rather, as Sri Aurobindo
wanted, 1o re-integrate the Spirit in man and in Matter—a spiri-
tual square-field—and to create “the life divine on the earth’:
The heavens beyond are great and wonderful, but greater yet and
more wonderful are the heavens within you, It is these Edens that
await the divine worker.’

There is many a way of setting to work; in fact each one of us
has his particular opening: for one it may be a well-wrought pisce
of metal, a dury well done, for another a beautiful idea, a har-
monious philosophical system; for others still it may be a page of
music, a river, a shalt of sunlight on the sea—and all are ways of
breathing in the Infinite. But these are brief moments and we
want permanence. These are elusive minutes subject to imper-
ceptible conditions and we would have something that is lastng,
something which does not depend on condition or circumstance-—
a window within us which shall never dose again.

And as these conditions are quite difficult to obtain on earth,
we speak of “God”, of “Spiritnality”, of Christ and of Buddha and
all the lireage of those wha have founded the great religions; and
all these are ways of finding permanence. But we perhaps are not
religious men nory spiritual men, we are just men, we believe in the
earth; we are suspicious of big words, we are tired of dogmas;
we are perhaps weary also of too much fine thinking——we want
only cur own little river that flows into the Infinite. There was a
great saint in India wha, for years and years, before he had found
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INTRODUCTICN

true peace, used to ask whoever he met: “Have you seen God? . . ..
Have you seen God?” and he would go away disappointed and
angry because people told him fantastic stories. He wanted to see.
He was not wrong, considering the amount of falsehood men have
piled behind this word as behind so many others. When we have
sean, we shall speak about it, or probably we shall be silent. No,
we do not want to dupe curselves with words, we want to start
with what we have, just here where we are, with our wooden
shoes and the clay which sticks to them and also with our little
sunbeam in the knapsack of fair days, because this is our simple
faith. And then, we see that the earth as it is is not too wonderful,
we would have it change, but we have become sceptical also of
universzl panaceas and of movements, of parties, of theories. We
take our road at zero point, that is, begin with ourselves; it is not
much, but this is all we have, and it is this little bit of the world
we are going to try to change before attempting to save the other.
And perhaps this is not so foolish after all, for who knows
whether to change the one is not the most efficacious means of
changing the other?

What can 5ri Aurobindo do for us at this low altitude?

There is 5ri Anrbindo the philosopher, Sri Aurobindo the poet,
the visionary of evolution, but everybody is not a philosopher nor
a poet and much less a seer. But if he should give us a means of
believing in our own possibilities, not enly in our human but in
our superhuman and divine possibilities, and not only of believing
in them but of discovering them ourselves, step by step, and of
seeing, and of becoming wide, wide as the earth which we love
and as all the lands and all the seas which are within us, perhaps
we would be satisfied? For there is Sri Aurobindo the explorer—
who was also a yogi, but has he not said Yoga is the art of con-
scious self-finding?® It is this exploration of consciousness we are
going to undertake with him and, if we proceed calmly, patiently,
with sincerity, facing bravely all the difficulties of the growed—
and God knows it is rocky enough—there is no rezson why one
day a window should not open irradiating us for ever. Truly
speaking it is not one but several windows which open tum by
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SET AURCBINDO OF THE ADVENTUEE OF CONSCICOUIENESS

turh, each titne on a wider vista, a new dimension of cur kingdom,
and each time it is a.change of consciousness, as radical as can
be, for instance, the passage from sleep to waking. We are poing
to follow now the principal stages of these changes of conscious-
ness as Sri Aurobindo has experienced them and described them
to his disciples in his integral yoga—right up to the point where
they lead us to the threshold of a new, still unknown experience
which perhaps will have the power of changing fife itself,

For Sti Aurobindo is not only the explorer of consciousness, he
is the builder of a new world. And what is the good of changing
one’s own consciousness if the world around remains what it is?
We are in danger of imitating Anderson’s Empercr whe walked
naked through the streets of his city. So, after having gone over
the last frontiers of worlds not unknown to ancient wisdom, Sti
Aurobindo discovered another world not found on any map,
which he called the Supermind and which he wanted to draw
down to the earth. He invites us to pull a little with him and to
take our part in this beautiful story if, however, we like stories.
For the Supermind, Sri Aurobindo tells us, brings a decisive
change in the evolution of the earth-consciousness which will
have the power to transform our material world and to transform
it a5 thoroughly and as lastingly, and for the better, as the mind did
when it appeared for the first ime in Matter. We ghall see then
how the integral yoga opens on a supramental yoga or the yoga
of terrestrial transformation which we shall ory to sketch briefly—
sketch only, for the story is still in the making, it is guite new
and difficult and we do not yet know very well where it will lead
us or even if it will succeed,

Actvally, this depends a little on us all.
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CHAFPTER ONE

AN ACCOMPLISHED WESTERNER

#&'Z?Q;i 5 A MAN Sri Aurobindo is close to us, for after all,

g % when we have respectfully bowed before the “wis-

£ 508 Yot dom of Asia” and the queer ascetics who seem to
TN, J make light of cur good laws, we find that our curi-
Tﬁﬁ ]| 0sity has been touched, but not our life and that
we still need a practical truth which would hold out under our
harassing winters. Now, Sti Aurobindo knew well our winters,
he had lived through them all his formative years, from the age of
seven till he was twenty. He had moved from one lodging-
house to another at the sweet will of more or less benevolent land-
iadies, satisfied with one meal a day and not having even an over-
coat to throw on his back, but always loaded with books: the
French symbolists, Mallarmé, Rimbaud whom he read in the
original long before reading the Bhagavad-Gita in translation.
'Sri Aurobindo represents for us a unique synthesis.

He was born in Caleutta on the 15th Angust, 1872, the year of
Rimbaud's Ilfuminations; already, modern physics had been born
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SRl AUROEBINDO OR THE ADVENTURE OF CONSCIOUSNESS

with Max Planck; Einstein was a few yesrs his younger and Jules
Verne was probing the future. Queen Victoria was getting ready
te proclaim herself empress of India, the conquest of Africa was
not over—we are at the hinge of two worlds. We have often the
impression in history that periods of trial and of destruction pre-
cede the birth of a new world, but this is perhaps a mistake, per-
haps it is because the new seeds are already sown that the forces
of subversion {or of dearancel) are infuriated. Whatever it be,
Ewvope was 2t the peak of its glory; the game was being played
in the West. This was how the situation struck Sri Aurobinde’s
father, Dr. Krishnadhan Ghose, who had studisd medicine in
England and had come back perfectly anglicized. He did not in-
tend his sons—he had three, of whom 5ri Aurobindo was the
youngest—to be in the least contaminated by the “smoky and
retrograde’”” mysticism in which his country was running to waste,
He did not even want them to know anything of the traditions and
the languages of India. Sri Awobinde was therefore provided
not only with an English first name, Akroyd, but also with an
English governess, Miss Pagett, then sent oft hastily at the age of
five to an Irish nuns’ school in Darjeeling, with the sons of the
British administrators. Two years later the three Ghose boys leh
for England. Sti Aurobindo was seven. He had to wait till he was
twenty to learn his mother-tongue, Bengali; he did not see his
father again for he died just before his son's return to India, and
he hardly met his mother, who in her illness did not recognise him.
We are in the presence of a child who grew up altogether inde-
pendent of every influence of family, nation and wadition—a free
genius. The first Jesson that Sri Aurobindo gives us is perhaps
just this lesson of liberty,

Sri Aurobindo and his two brothers were placed in the care of an
Anglican clergyman of Marnichester, with strict instructions that they
should not be allowed to make the acquaintance of any Indian or
undergo any Indion influence.” Surely this Dr. Ghose must have
been a very strange man, He also ordered Pastor Drewett not to
give his sons any religious instruction so that they could choose for
themselves their religion if they wanted one when they came of age.
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AN ACCOMPLISHED WESTEENER

Then he left them to their fate for thirteen years. One would think
that Dr. Ghose had a hard heart; nothing of the kind; he gave not
only his medical care but his money to the poor Bengali villagers
{whilst his sons had hardly anything to eat or to wear in London]
and he died of shock when he heard the false news that his favour-
ite son, Aurobindo, had been drowned. But he believed that his
children should be men of character.

The first few years at Manchester were of some importance for

Sri Aurobindo, for he learnt there French (English was of course his
“mother-tongue™) and discovered by it a spontaneous affinity for
France; at the end of his long years in England he was to say: There
was an attachment to English and European thought and litera-
ture, but not to England as a country; I had no ties there. .
If there was aftachment to a European land as a second country,
it was intellectunlly and emotionally fo one not seen or lived m
in this life, not England, but France." And then the poet was
awake in hkim; he was listening already to the footsteps of mvisible
things of whick he speaks in one of his earliest poems; already
his inner window was open, although religion had hardly touched
him if one were to judge from the account he gives of his “con-
version”, The mother of clergyman Drewett had in fact under-
taken to save the soul of these heretics or at least of the youngest
one, whom she dragged along with her one day to a meeting of
non-conformist ministers, After the prayers were over, says So
Aurobindo, all nearly dispersed but devout people remained a
little longer and it was at that fime that conversions were made,
I was feeling completely bored. Then a minister approached me
and asked me some gquestions. {I was about ten at that time).
1 did not give any reply. Then they all shouted, ‘He is sqved, he
is saved’, and began fo pray for me and offer thanks to God"
Sti Aurobindo, the seer, was never a religious man—not any more
in India than in the West—and he has very often taken care to
point out that religion and spirituality are not necessarily svron-
ymous: True theocracy, he was to write later, is the kingdom of
God in man and not the kingdom of a Pope, a priesthood or o
sacerdotal class.?
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SRT AUROEBINDO OR THE ADVENTURE OF CONSCIOUSNESS

When he went to London 5ri Aurobinde was twelve; he was
already well-grounded in Latin and French. The headmaster of
St. Paul’s School which he joined was so surprised at the abiliry
of his student that he himself coached him in Greek. In the last
three years 5ri Aurobindo conld almost skip half the school course
and spend most of his spare tme in his favourite occupation,
reading. Nothing seemed to escape this voracicus adolescent
(except perhaps games which decidedly interested him as little
23 Sunday School); but Shelley and “Prometheus Unbound”, the
French poets, Homer, Aristophanes and soon the whole of Euso-
pear. thought—Ffor he quickly came to know enough German and
Italian to read Dante and Goethe in the original—peopled a
solitude of which he has told us nothing. He never bothered to make
acquaintances, whilst Manmohan, the second brother, roamed
through Londen in the company of Oscar Wilde and was to dis-
tinguish himself in English poetry. In fact the three brothers
lived each one in his own way. Sri Aurobindo, however, had
nothing of the austere young man about him, still less of the
puritan {the prurient® as he said), it was just that he was “else-
where” and his world was full. He had even a way of jesting with
a serious face which never left him: Sense of humour? It is the
salt of existence. Without it the world would have got utterly out
of balance—it is unbalonced enough already—and rushed fo
blazes long ago.” For there is Sri Aurobindo, the humorist, and
this Sri Aurobindo is perhaps more important than the phileso-
pher of whom the Western universities speak s0 solemnly; philo-
sophy for Sri Aurobindo was only one means of explaining things
to a certain class of men who understand nothing without an
explanation; it was but one Janguage, as poetry for him was
another language, more clear, more true; but humour was the
very essence of his being; not the frivolous banter of the so-called
wit, but a sort of joy which cannot help dancing wherever it goes.
Sometimes we intuit, like a flash of lightning which leaves us a
little bedazzled, behind the most tragic, the most pitiful human
conditions, a laughter almest mocking, as of a child who plays 2
wagedy and suddenly makes a face to himself because it is his
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AN ACCOMPLISHED WESTERNER

vocation to laugh, and because ultimately nothing in the world,
nobody, can touch this hidden corner where one is king for ever,
Perhaps this is the true quality of the Aurobindonian humour, a
refusal of drama, but much more the feeling of an indefeasible
royalty.

Whether St, Paul's School appreciated his humour or not we do
not know, but it certainly valued his astonishing learning; he was
granted a scholarship which enabled him to go on to Cambridge
(since long the family remittances had practically disappeared)
but this was tog little to relieve him from cold and hunger, for the
older brothers partook solidly of the windfall. What was he going
to do then in this nursery of gentlemen? He was now eighteen.
Undoubtedly he obeyed the wishes of his father. But not for long.
In his first year at King's College he took away all the prizes for
Greek and Latin verse, but his heart was no longer there. It was
Joan of Arc, the American Revolution, Mazzini, that haunted
him—in fact, the liberation of his country, the independence of
India of which he was to be one of the pioneers. This unforeseen
political calling was to hold him for almost twenty years, and yet
then he did not even know exactly who an Indian was, much less
2 Hindu! But he was to make up this lack quickly; of Hinduism
as of occidentalism he knew how to take double mouthfuls and
digest them; for the rest, he would be truly Sri Aurcbindo only
when he had digested both and found the point where the two
worlds meet in something which is neither of them nor even a
synthesis, but what we may call with the Mother, the continuer of
Sri Aurobindo’s work, a third pesition, a "'something else” which
we acutely need, we who are neither narrow materialists nor ex-
clusive spiritualists.

He became the secretary of the “Indian Majlis”, an association
of Indian students at Cambridge, delivered many revolutionary
speeches, cast off his English first name, joined a secret society,
the “Lotus and Dagger’” if you please! {but romanticism 2n also
lead to the gallows!) and finslly became a marked man and was
put on the black list of Whitehall, This did not prevent him from
taking the First Part of the Classical Tripos, then, the examination
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SEI AUROBINDO OFR THE ADVENTIDEE COF CONSCIOUSNESS

once passed, from rejecting the graduation degree as though this
was quite enough. In the same casual way he appeared for the
famous 1.C.5. which would have opened to him the doors of the
government of India and drawn him close to the British adminis-
trators; he did brilliantly, then neglected to present himself for
the Riding Test—he went for 2 walk that day instead of trotting
at Woolwich—and got himself disqualified. This time the Sendor
Tutor of Cambridge was moved and wrote to the authorities,
“That a mar of this calibre should be lost to the Indian govern-
ment merely because he failed in sitting on a horse or did not keep
an appointment appears to me, | confess, a piece of official shorr-
sightedness which it would be hard to beat . . . He has had a very
hard and anxious time of it for the last two years, Supplies from
home have almost entirely failed, and he has had to keep his two
brothers as well as himself . . . T have several times written to his
father on his behalf, but for the most part unsuccessfully. It is
only lately that I managed to extract from him encugh to pay
some tradesmen who would otherwise have put his son into the
County Court . . .”" The pleading of the Tutor had no effect. The
Colonial Office had made up its mind, Sti Aurobindo was a
dangerous proposition. They were not wrong.

When he sailed for India Sri Aurcbinde was twenty. His father
had just died. He had no position, no qualifications. What had
remained with him of those thirteen years in the West? We are
tempted to recall the felicitous definition of Edouard Herriot, for,
if it is true that culture is what remains when everything is for-
gotten, what remains of the West after one has left it is not its
books ot its musewms or its theatres but a need to translate into
living acts what one has conceived. In this, undoubtedly, lies the
true strength of the West. Unfortunately, we are 100 intellectual 10
have much of a vision to translate into outward action, while India,
too full within, has not enough urgency to match what she sees
with what she lives. This lesson was not 1o be lost upon Sri

Autaobindo,
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CHAPTER TWO

THE ETERNAL LAW

Wemnpanaay he proletariat among us is sunk in ignorance and
_,. 0¥ cverwhelmed with distress! exclaimed Sri Auro-
)ﬁ ¥{|bindo soon after landing in India, It was not meta-
[ﬁ,ﬂ *“4. .ﬁ i | phiysical problems which troubled him but  problem
**A BN of action. To act, we are in the world to act; what
actmn shnuld be ours and, above all, what its most efficacious
method still remain to be known. This practical peint of view
was to be Sri Aurobindo’s from his very first days in India right
up to his highest yogic realisations. I remember, pardon me the
digression, having gone to the Himalayas and lived there for a
few privileged days in the company of a wise man, among the
pines and oleanders, with all around the sparkling snows between
the sky and the valley. All this was very well and I said to myself
that it was easy to have divine thoughts, perhaps even visions, at
this height of the wozld, but down below? I was not quite wrong,
though I learnt later that one can act and do much for the world
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in the silence and stiflness of the body-~a dlinging illusion makes
us identify agitation with action—but still, what remains of those
divine moments once we are stripped of our solitude and drawn
down to the plains? Here is 2 mirage which the enthusiasts of
Hinduism in the West-would do well to consider, for, after ali, if
it is estape from the world which attracts us, a little corner in the
Alps or of the Moors can do the job as well or even a tny cell
with white-washed walls—the “pilgrimage to the source’ cares
little for the Ganges or the Brahmaputra. What was India o give
to 5ri Aurobindo? and does she hold any secret which is valuable
for action in life?

To go by the books which speak of Hinduism, it would be a
sort of spiritual palacontology interspersed with Sanskrit poly-
syliables, as though the indian were an enigmatical philosopher
plus an impenitent idolater, But if we look at India plainly, from
within, without the pretension of cutting it up into paragraphs of
Hinduism (always false, for we risk being like the traveller who
went round Delhi in May and found India violently hot, but who,
if he had gone to the south or east in November or in March and
in all directions, would have seen that India is at once cold,
boiling, sodden, desert-like, Mediterranean and lovely; that she
is a world as indefinable as her “Hinduism”, which in fact does
not exist, for Hinduism is not a belief or a spiritual longitude,
one cannot take the bearings there; it has all possible bearings)
we discover that India is the country of a vast spiritual liberty.
The so-called “Hinduism™ is an invention of the West; the Indian
speaks only of “the eternal law”, sanatana dharma, which he
knows is not an Indian monopoly but is alse for the Musulman,
the Negro, the Christian and even the Anabaptist. That which
seems to be the most important part of a religion for the Wester-
ner, the structure which distinguishes it from all other religions
and which says that a man is not a catholic or a protestant unless
he thinks in this way or in this other and subscribes to such
and such an article of faith, this is the least important part for the

* Nore: Title of a French book on Hinduism by Lanza det Vanto.
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THE ETEENAL LAW

Indian, who instinctively seeks to remove all outward differences
in order to find the whole world at a central point where all things
communicate.

This largeness is something very different from “tolerance”
which is only the negative inverse of intolerance; this is the positve
understanding that every man has an inner need, which he may
call “God” or by any other name, and that every man must
needs love what he understands of God, at his own level and the
particular stage of his inner development, and that the way of
Paul is not that of John—that all the world could Jove a crucified
God, for example, seems unnatural to the average Indian, who will
bow reverently before Christ {with as much spontaneous respect
as before his own image of God) but who will understand that
the fdce of God is also in the laughter of Krishna, the terror of
Kali, the sweetness of Saraswafi, and in the thousands and
thousands of others who dance, muiti-coloured and moustached
and gay and redoubtable, illumined, compassionate, on the de-
liriously carved temple-towers—A God who cannot smile
could not have created this humorous universe® said Sn Auro-
bindo,—and that all is His face, all is His play, terrible and
beautiful, baroque like our world itself. For, this country so teem-
ing with gods is also and at the same time the country of 2 mong-
lithic faith in Oneness: “One, He presides over all wombs and
natures; Himself the womb of all’” (Swetaswatara Upanishad
V.5.}. But everybody cannot jump at once into the Absolute,
there are many degrees in the scale of Ascension and one who is
ready to understand a little Lalite with the face of a child and to
bring to her his incense and his flowers, would not perhaps be
able to speak to the Eternal Mother in the silence of his heart;
and another will throw aside all forms to plunge into the contem-
plation of That which is formless. “Even as men come to Me, so
[ accept them. It is my path that men follow from all sides,” says
the Gita* (IV, 11). As we see, there are s0 many ways of tnow-
ing God, in three persons or in a thousand, that it would be well

* All quotations from the Upanishads, the Vedas, the Gita in thic book are from
Sri Aurobinda'a translations.
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not ¢to dogmatise, for fear of chopping and chopping and finally
leaving nothing behind but a Cartesian God, one and universal
by the very force of his narrowness. Perhaps we still confuse unity
with uniformity. It was in the spirit of this tradition that Sri
Aurobindo was soon to-write: The perfection of the integral Yoga
will come when each man is able fo follow his oum path of Yoga,
pursuing the development of his own nature in its upsurging to-
wards that which iranscends the nature. For freedom is the final
law and the last consummation.’

The Indian too never says “Do you believe in God?” The ques-
tion seems to him as puerile as 10 ask “Do you believe in CO27"
He says sirply “Make the experiment; if you do this, you will
have this result, and if you de that other, you will have another.”
All the ingenuity, the skill, the precision that we have expended for
the last century or two in the study of physical phenomena, the
Indian has brought, with an equal exactitude, for four or five mil-
lenniurns, to the examination of inner phenomena—for a “dream-
ing’”’ people, they have many & surprise in store for us. And if we
have a little honesty, we are quickly made to see that our “inner”
studies, that is to say, our psychology, our psychoanalysis, out
knowledge of man are yet like the babbling of an infant, for the
simple reason that self-knowledge demands an askesis, as method-
ical, as patient and sometimes as fastidious as the long years of
introduction, to nuclear physics; if one wants to go further on this
path, it is not sufficient to read books nor even to collect dlinical
cards and all the neuroses of a decentred century, it is necessary
to give oneself completely. Truly speaking, if we bring as much
sincerity, minute application and perseverance to the study of our
inner self as we do to our books, we shall go fast and far—the
West also has surprises for us. Yet it must get rid of its precon-
ceived ideas—Columbus did not make the map of America before
leaving Palos! These childish truths perhaps bear repetition, for
we seem t¢ be caught between two falsehoods: the too serious
falsehood of the spiritiralists whe have already settled the affair
of God in a certain number of infallible paragraphs and the not
serious enough falsehood of the rudimentary occultists and claix-

{24}



THE ETERNAL LAW

voyants who have reduced the invisible to a sort of imaginative
profligacy. India wisely sends us back to the direct experience and
to the methods of experience. Sri Aurobindo was soon to put into
practice this fundamental lesson of experimental spirituality.

But whae kind of men, what human material was he going to
find in this India which he did not know? When we have put
aside the exotic colourfulness and (for us) the bizarre customs
which amuse and disconcert the tourist, there remains, in spite of
everything, something strange, and if we say that they are a
gentle, dreamy, fatalistic people, detached from the world, we
shall have described the effect, not the cause. “Strange” is the
word, fot spontanecusly, in his very physical substance, unaffected
by the faintest “idea’” or even the least “faith”, the Indian plunges
his roots into other worlds; he does not altogether belong here, And
these other worlds crop up constantly in him—at the least touch the
veil is rent, remarks Sri Aurobindo-——to such an extent that this phy-
sical world, for us so abselute, so real, so unique, seems for him but
one way of living among many other ways, one medality of the
total existence among many others; in short, a litde frontier,
chaotic, agitated, painful, on the margin of immense continents
which lie behind unexplored.! This difference of texture between
the Indian and the other peoples appears most strikingly in his art,
as it does also in Egyptian art (and, we suppose without kmowing
it, in the art of Central America); for if we leave behind our
cathedrals, light, open, soaring like a triumph of the divine thought
of man, and if brusquely, in the silence of Abydos on the Nile,
we find ourselves in the presence of Sekmeth, or behind the
peristyle of Dakshineshwar, face to face with Kali, we feel clearly
something—we stand gaping suddenly before an unknown dimen-
sion, a “something’’ which leaves us a little stunned and which is
absolutely not there in all our Western art. There are no secrets
in our cathedrals! everything is there, neat and proper, open to the
four winds for whoever has outer eyes—yet, there are rany
SecTets . . . There is no question here of comparison—it wouid be
quite absurd l-—-but of saying simply that we have forgotten some-
thing. How is it that it has not struck us, in spite of everything,
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that if so many cvilisations, which were as glorious and refined
as ours—let us have the modesty to admit it-—and whose élite
was not less “intelligent” than that of our Sorbonnes, have had
the vision and the experience of hierarchies invisible (for us)
and of great psychic sthythms which exceed the brief pulsation of
a single human life, it was not perhaps a mental aberration--
strange aberration which is found thousands of leagues apart in
civilisations utterly unknown to one another—nor a superstition
of fanciful old ladies. We have swept away the age of the Mys-
teries, that is understood, everything is admirably Cartesian, but
something is missing. The first sign of the new man probably is
that he awakens to a terrible lack of something which neither his
science nor his Churches nor his flashy pleasures can give him,
Omne cannot amputate with impunity man from his secrets. Here
too is a living testimony that India brought to Sri Aurobindo,
unless he knew it already in his own being,

However, if we suppose that India where ancient Mysteries
presurnably survive, will give us the practical solution we seek, we
risk being disappointed. Sri Aurobindo, who quickly leamt to
appreciate the liberty, the spiritual amplitude and the irmmense
experimental endeavour which India reveals to the seeker, was
not to let himself be won over in everything, far from it; not that
there is anything to reject, there is nothing to reject anywhere,
neither in the so-called Hinduism any more than in Christianity or
in any other aspiration of man, but there is everything to widen,
to widen endlessly. What we take to be the ultimate Truth is very
often only a partial experience of the Truth—and undoubtedly
the totality of the Experience does not exist anywhere in time or
space, in no place, in no being however luminous, for the Truth
is infinite, it always goes ahead. Buf always man takes upon his
shoulders an interminable burden, said the Mother one day in a
talk on Buddhism, He does not want fo drop anything of the past
and he stoops more and more under the weight of a useless accu-
midation. You have a guide for o part of the way, but when you
have travelled this bit, leave the road and the guide and go
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farther. This is a thing men do with difficulty; when they get
hold of something which helps them, they cling to it, they do not
want to budge from there. Those who have progressed with the
help of Christianity do not want fe give it up and they carry it
upon thelr shoulders, those who have progressed with the help of
Buddhism do not wont to leave it and they carry it upon their
shoulders, and the journey is clogged and you are indefinitely
delayed. Once you have passed the stage, let it drop, let if gol
Go farther] The eternal law, ves, but etemally young and etern-
ally progressive. Now India, which could also understand the
eternal Iconoclast that God is in his cosmic march, did not always
have the strength to support her own wisdom; the immense in-
visible which pervades this country took from it a double rensom,
both human and spiritual: human, because these men saturated
with the beyond, aware of the great cosmic Game and the inner
dimensions where our little surface life is reduced to a point peri-
odically flowering and swiftly swallowed up, ended by neglec-
ting the worid—inertia, indifference to progress, resignation quite
often put on there the mask of wisdom; spiritual also (this one
much more serjous), because in this immensity too great for our
little present consciousness, the destiny of the earth, our earth,
ended by losing itself somewhere on the confines of the nebulae,
or nowhere, reabsorbed in Brahman, from whom after all it had
perhaps never emerged except in our dreams—the jllusionism,
the trances, the closed eyes of the yogi, there also put on quite
often the mask of God. It would be well therefore to define a
little clearly the general goal which religious India has in view
and we shall see better what she can or cannot do for us who
seek an integral truth.

Let us admit straightaway that we find ourselves before a very
swprising contradiction, Here is 2 country, in fact, which has
brought a great revelation: “All is Brahman”, it says, all is the
Spirit, this world also is the Spirit, this earth , this life, these men—
nothing is outside Him, “All this is Brahman immortal, naught
else; Brahman is in front of us, Brahman behind us, and o the
south of us and to the north of us and below us and above us; It
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stretches everywhere, All this is Brahman alone, all this magni-
ficent universe” (Mundaka Upanishad II, 12}; the dichotomy is
then healed, at last, which tugs this poor world to God and to
the Devil, as though it were always necessary to choose between
the heavens and the earth and never be saved except when muti-
lated. And yet, in practice, for three millenniums, the entire reli-
gious history of India has conducted itself as though there were
a true Brahman, transcendent, immobile, for ever beyond this
bedlam, and & false Brahman or at least (it is here that the
schools are divided) a minor Brahman with an intermediate real-
ity more or [ess debatable—that is, life, the earth, our poor scullion
of an earth. “Abandon this world of illusion,” cried out the
great Shankara* “Brahman is real, the world is a lie,"” says the
Nirlamba Upanishad: brahmasatyam jaganmithya, In spite of
all our good will, we confess the inability to understand by what
deformation or what forgetfulness the “all is Brahman' became
“*all, except the world, is Brahman.”

If we put aside the Scriptures, for the human mind is so sag-
acious that it can easily see shesp graze on an obelisk, and if we
examine the practical disciplines of India, the contradiction be-
comes yet more flagrant, Indian psychology, in fact, is founded
upon 2 very shrewd observation, that all things in the universe,
from mineral to man, are constituted of three elements or guali-
ties (gunas) which are found everywhere, although they may
be qualified a little differently according to the order of reality
considered: tamas, inertia, obscurity, inconscience; rajas, move-
ment, struggle, effort, passion, action; safiva, light, harmony, joy.
Nowhere do these three elerments exist in a pure state; we are
always canght between inertia, passion and light; sometimes sat-
tvo-tamasic, good but a bit dull, well meaning but sufficiently
inconscient; or sattvo-rajasic, impassioned upwards; or tamaso-
rajasic, impassioned downwards; and most often an excellent

mixture of the three. In the darkest tamas the light also shines—
but unhappily the inverse is equally true. Indeed we are slways

* Shankara (788-820), mystic end post, theorist of Mayavada or the doctrine
of illsionism which supplanted Buddhism in Indie.
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in an unstable equilibrium; the warrior, the ascetic and the brute
share comfortably our home in varying proportions. The several
Indian disciplines seek therefore to re-establish the balance: to
come out of the play of the three gunas which toss us endlessly
from light o darkness, from enthusiasm to exhaustion and from
a grey indifference to our fugitive joys and our repeated sufferings,
and to take a stand above, that is, to find the divine consciousness
(yogw) which is the state of perfect equilibrium. To this end they
all direct their effort, w bring us cut of the state of dispersion
and wastage in which we live and to create in us a concentration
sufficiently powerful to break ordinary limits and in time to tip
us over inta another state. This work of concentration can be
carried out at any level of our being—physical, vital, mental.
According to the level chosen, then, we practise such or such a
yoga: hatha-yoga, raja-yoga, mantra-yoge, and many more,
innumerably more, which land-mark the story of our effort. It
is not necessary to discuss here the excellence of these methods
or the very interesting intermediate resuits to which they can lead,
we are preoccupied only with their goal, their final destination.
Now, this “standing above” seems to have no connection with
life, first of all because these disciplines, extremely binding, exact
hours of work every day, i not a complete solitude; then becanse
the criterion of success is a state of trance or of yogic erstasy,
samadhi, perfect equilibrium, ineffable beatitude, in which the
consciousness of the world is swept away, engulfed-—Brahman,
the Spirit, decidedly has no contact with our ordinary waking
consciousness; He is outside all that we know, He is not of this
world. Others have said this, who were not Indians.

In fact, all the religions of the world have said it. And whether
one speaks here of “salvation” or down there of “liberation,”
mukti, whether one speaks of “’paradise’” or the cessation of the
round of rebirths makes no difference, if finally it is a question
of coming out of it. However, it was not always thus. Beiween
the end of the age of the Mysteries all over the world and the
appearance of the great religions, a chasm has been dug; a know-
ledge existed before which did not make this formidable distinction
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between God and the world—all the traditions, all the legends
testify to it. The conflict between Matter and Spirit is 2 modern
creation; the so-called materislists are actually the children, leg-
itimate or not, of the spiritualists, as prodigal sons are the issue of
miserly fathers. Between the first Upanishads of about three or
four thousand years ago, themselves heirs of the Vedas which
saw God everywhere in this “marvellous universe,” and the last
Upanishads, a Secret has been lost—it has been lost not only in
India; it has been lost in Mesopotamia, in Egypt, in Greece, in
Central America. It is this Secret which Sri Aurobindo was
to rediscover, perhaps just because in his flesh were reunited the
purest Western tradition and the profound spiritual urgeney of
Asia. East gnd West, he says, have two ways of looking at life
which are opposite sides of one reality. Befween the pragmatic
truth on which the vital thought of modern Europe enamoured
of the vigour of life, all the dance of God in Nature, puts so
vehement and exclusive a skress and the eternal immutable Truth
to which the Indian mind enamoured of calm and poise loves to
turn with an equal passion for an exclusive finding, there is no such
divorce and quarrel as is now declared by the partisan mind,
the separating renson, the absorbing passion of an exclusive will
of realisation. The one eternal immutable Truth is the Spirit and
without the Spirit the pragmatic truth of a self-creating universe
would have no origin or foundation; it would be barren of signifi-
cance, entpty of inner guidance, lost in its end, a firework display
shooting up info the void only to fall away and perish in mid-air,
But neither is the pragmatic truth 2 dream of the non-existent,
an illusion or a long lapse into some futile delivium of creative
imaginafion; that would be to make the eternal Spirit a drunkard
or a dreamer, the fool of his own gigantic self-hellucinations.
The truths of universal exisience are of fwo kinds, truths of the
spirit which are themselves eternal and immutable, and these are
the great things that cast themseles out info becoming and there
constantly realise their powers and significances, and the play of
the consciousness with them, the discords, the musical variations,
soundings of possibility, progressive notations, reversions, per-
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versions, mounting onversions into a greater figure of harmony;
and of all these things the Spirit has made, makes always his
universe. But it is himself that he makes in #t, himself that is the
creator and the energy of creation and the cause and the method
and the result of the working, the mechanist and the machine,
the music and the musician, the poet and the poem, supermind,
mind, and life and matter, the soul and Nature ®

But it was not enough for Sri Aurobindo 1o reconcile on paper
Spirit and Matter. That the Spirit is or is not of this world does
not make much difference, after all, if the knowledge of the

Spirit in life is not accompanied by a power over life:

For truth and knowledge are an idle gleam,
" If Knowledge brings not power to change the world . . °

The lost Secret was not a theoretical truth, it was a real power of
the Spirit over Matter, It is this pragmatic Secret which Sri
Aurobindo was to find again, step by step, experimentally, having
the courage to leap both beyond his occidental culture and beyond
the Hindu religious tradition; so true is it that the real thing
emerges when everything is forgotten.
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CHAPTER THREE

THE LAST OF THE INTELLECT

oy FFr-‘{ T HAD TAKEN Sri Aurobindo thirteen years to cover
R DR che road of the West; it was to take him almost as
VNG i cuch time to cover the path of India and to attain
el URFASH the “summit” of the traditional yogic realisations,

P8 that is, the starting-point of his own work. But
what is interesting for us is that even this traditional road,
which we must lock upon as a preparation, Sri Aurobindo trav-
ersed outside all customary rules, as a free lance or rather as
an explores who cares little for precantions and for maps and
thus avoids many useless windings because he has simply the
courage to go straight ahead. It was then not in solitude ror with
legs crossed nor under the guidance of an enlightered Master that
Sri Awrobindo was to begin the joumney but as we might do
ourselves, without knowing anything about it, right in the midst
of life—a life as tumultuous and disturbed as ours may be—and
all alone. The first secret of Sti Aurobindo is undoubtedly to
have always refused to cut life into two-—action, meditation, innet,
outer, and all the gamut of our false separations; from the day

he thought of yoga he put everything into it: high and low, within,
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without, all was good enough for him, and he started off without
a lovk behind, Sri Aurobindo has not come to give us a demon-
stration of exceptional qualities in an exceptional milien, he has
come to show us what is possible for man and that the exceptional
is only & mormality not yet mastered, even as the supernatural,
he said, is thaf the nature of which we have not atfained or do
not yet know, or the means of which we have not yet conguered.’
Fundamentally, everything in this world is a question of right con-
centration; there is nothing which will not finally yield up to a well-
directed concentration.

When he landed at Apollo Bunder in Bombay a spontaneous
spiritual experience seized him, @ wast calm ook possession of
him; but he had other problems: food, living. Sri Aurobindo
was twenty. He found a job with the Maharaja of Baroda as pro-
fessor first of French, then of English, at the State College of which
he soon became Vice-Principal. He also worked as the private
secretary of the Prince. Between the Court and the College his
hands were already full, but it was the destiny of India which
preoccupied him. He went several times to Calcutta, acquainted
himself with the political situation, wrote articles which created
a sensation, for he was not satisfied with calling the gqueen-empress
of India an old lady so called by way of courtesy,® he invited his
compatriots to shake off the British yoke and attacked the men-
dicant policy of the Indian Congress: no reforms, no collaboration,
His aim was to organise al] the energies of the nation for a revo-
luticnary action. This myst have required some courage in 1892

when the British hegemony extended over three-fourths of the
globe. But Sri Aurobinde had a special way of attacking the
problem; he did not lay the blame upon the English but upon the
Indians themselves: Our actual enemy is not any force exterior
to ourselves, but our own crying weaknesses, our cowardice, onr
purblind sentimentalism.® Here is already a dominant note of Sri
Aurobindo who, in the political battle as in the spiritual and in
all circumstances, asks us to search within curselves and not out-
side or elsewhere for the catses of our misfortunes and of the
calamities of the world; outer circumstances are merely the un-
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folding of what we are, said later she who shared his work. Sri
Aurobindo soon realised that newspaper articles did not suffice to
awaken a country; he began underground work which was to lead
him to the threshold of the gallows. For thirteen years S Auro-
bindo was to play with fire.

However, this young man was neither agitated nor fanatical:
“His smile was simple Like that of a child, as limpid and as sweet,”
wrote his Bengali teacher who lived with him for two years (Sri
Aurcbinde had naturally begun to study his mother-tongue),
and with a touching naivety his teacher adds: “Before meeting
Sri Aurcbindo 1 had imagined him as a stalwart figure dressed
like a European from head 1o foot, immaculate, with a stern look
behind his spectacles, a distorted accent (of Cambridge, evidently!)
and a temper exceedingly rough . . . Who could have thought that
this bronzed young man with the soft and dreamy eyes and long
wavy hair parted in the middle and falling to the neck, clad in a
common coarse Ahmedabad dhicti and a close-fitting Indian jacket,
on his feet old-fashioned slippers with uptumned toes, and the face
slightly marked with small-pox, was no cther than Mister Auro-
bindo Ghose, a living well of French, Latin and Greek?”’

For the rest, Sri Aurobindo was not yet through with books, the
occidental momentum was still there; by huge cases he devoured
books ordered from Bombay and Calcutta: “Aurobindo would
sit at his work-table,” continues his Bengali teacher, “and read
iy the light of an oil lamp till one in the morning, oblivious of the
intolerable mosquito-bites. I would see him seated there in the same
posture, for hours on end, his eyes fixed on the bock, like a yogi
plunged in the contemplation of the Divine, lost 1o all that went
on around. Even if the house had caught fire, it would not have
broken this concentration.” Novels, English, Russian, German,
French, filed past him thus and also in ever larger numbers the
sacted books of India, the Upanishads, the Gita, the Ramayana,
without his having ever stepped into a temple save through cur-
ivsity. “Once having returned from College,” narrates one of his
friends, “'Sri Anrobindo sat down, picked up a book at random
and began to read it whilst Z and some friends began a noisy
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game of chess. After half an hour he put down his book and tock
a cup of tea. We had already seen him do this many a time and
were waiting eagerly for a chance to verify whether he read the
books from cover to cover or whether he only skimmed through
a few pages here and there. The test began immediately. Z
opened the book, read a line aloud and asked Sri Aurcbindo to
repeat the sequel. St Aurobindo concentrated for a moment and
repeated the entire page without a single mistake. If he could
read a hundred pages in half an hour, no wonder he could read
a caseful of books in so incredibly short a time.” But Sri Auro-
bindo did not stop at the translations of the sacred texts, he began
to study Sanskrit which he learnt by himself—a fact typical of
him; indeed a thing had but to be considered difficult or imposs-
ible, and he refused to take anyone’s word for it, be he prammar-
ian, pandit or clergyman, and wished to make the experiment him-
self, directly, This method possibly had advantages, for not only
did he learn Sanskrit but discovered a few years later the lost
meaning of the Vedas."

The day came, however, when Sri Aurobindo had had enough
of these intellectual gymnastics. Probably he had seen that one
can continue indefinitely to amass knowledge and to read and
read and to learn the languages, even all the languages in the
world and all the books in the world, and yet not advance an inch,
For the mind does not seek to know truly, though it seems to—it
seeks to grind. [ts need of knowledge is primarily a need of some-
thing to grind. And if perchance the machine were to come to a
stop because the knowledge was found, it would quickly rise in
revolt and find something new to grind, to have the pleasure of
grinding and grinding. This is its function. That within us which
seeks to know and to progress is not the mind but something be-
hind it which makes use of it: The capital period of my iniel-
lectual development, confided Sri Aurcbindo to a disciple, was
when I could see clearly that what the intellect said might *- cor-
rect and not correct, that what the intellect justified was true and

* The Vedic Age, pricr to thet of the Upanishads, which was its heir, may be
placed hefore 4000 8.c,
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its opposite also was true. | never admitied a truth in the mind
without simultaneously keeping it open to the contrary of it . .. And
the first result was that the prestige of the infellect was gone!!

Sri Aurobinde had come to a turning point; the temples did
not interest him and the books were empty. A friend advised
him to practise yoga, Sri Aurobindo refused: A yoga which re-
guires me fo give up the world is not for me;” he even added, a
solitary salvation leaving the world to its fate was felt as almost
distasteful” But one day Sri Auwrobindo witnessed a curious
scene, though one quite common in India; yet banality is often
the best pretext for an inner starting-point. His brother Barin
had fallen ill having caught a dangerous hill-fever (Barin was
born when Sri Aurobindo was in England; it was he who served
as 5ri Aurobindo’s secret messenger for the organisation of the
Indian resistance in Bengal), when there arrived cne of those
half-naked wandering monks, smeared with ashes, who are called
naga-sanmyasins. He was perhaps on his way begging food from
door to door as is their custem, when he saw Barin rolled up
in kis bed-sheets, shivering with fever. Without a word he asked
for a glass of water, cut it through cross-wise with a knife while
he chanted a mantra, and gave it to the sick man to drink. Five
minutes later Barin was cured and the menk had disappeared.
Sri Aurobindo had heard much about the strange powers of these
agcetics but this time he had seen with his own eyes. He felt
then thar yoga could serve other ends then mere escape. Now,
he had need of power to liberate India: The agnostic was in me,
the atheist was in me, the sceptic woas in me and I was not abso-
lutely sure that there was a God at all . . . T felt there must be a
mighty truth somewhere in this yoga . . . So when | turned to the
yoga and resolved to practise it and find ont if my idea was right,
1 did it in this spirif and with this prayer to Him, “If Thou art,
then Thou knowest my heart. Thou knowest that I do not ask for
Mukti (liberation), I do not ask for anything which others ask for.
I ask only for strength fo uplift this nation, I ask only to be allowed
to live and work for this people whom I love . . " It was thus that
Sri Aurobindo set out,
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CHAFTER FOUR

THE SILENT MIND

Mental Constructions

jElingmndeg| HE FIRST STAGE in Sti Aurobinda’s yoga and the fun-
O] [REDE damental task which gives the key to many realisa-
| tions is the silence of the mind, One may ask, why
rﬁﬁ A 3; | silence the mind? but it is quite obvious that if we
; frd "m WA want to discover a new world within us, we must
ﬁrst leave the old—all depends on the resolve with which we cross
this step, Sometirmes just a flash suffices; something in us cries ont,
*Enough of this twaddle!” and we cling on once and for all, and we
go ahead without a look behind us. Others say yes-no and sway
endlessly between two worlds. But dearly it is not a question of
lopping off a possession painfully acquired, in the name of heaven
knows what Wisdom-Peace-Serenity {on this side also we are not
going to be taken in by fine words), we are not in quest of *iness
but of youth—the eternal youth of a being who grows,—not in
quest of lesser being but of better being and above all of vaster
being: Has it not eccurred to you that if they really sought for
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something cold, dark and gloomy as the supreme good, they would
not be sages but asses? Sri Aurobindo once humorously remarked.

All kinds of discoveries are made, in truth, when the mental
machinery stops, and the first is that if the power to think is a
remarkable gift, the power not fo ¢think® is even more so; let the
seeker try it for just five minutes and he will see what stuff he is
made of! He will find that he lives in a clandestine turmoil, an
exhausting whirlwind, but never exhausted, where there is room
only for his thoughts, his feelings, his impulsions, his reactions—
himself, always himself, enormous gnome who obtrudes every-
where, veils everything, hears only himself, sees only himself,
knows orily himself (if that) and whose perperual themes, more or
less alternating, can give him the illusion of novelty. In a certain
sense we are nothing but a complex mass of mental, nervous and
physical habits held together by a few ruling ideas, desires and
assoriations—an amalgam of many small self-repeating forces
with a few major vibrations." At the age of eighteen we seem to be
set, our major vibrations established, and around them indefinitely
will come to be coiled in thicker and thicker, more polished, more
refined layers, the sediments of a sempiternal same thing with a
thousand faces which we call culture or “ourselves’—in fact,
we are shut up in a construction, which may be of lead and with-
out a skylight, or graceful like a minaret, but always shut up,
buzzing, repetitive, men in a skin of granite or in a statue of
glass. The first work of yoga is to breathe freely. And naturally,
to break this menta! screen which allows only a single type of
vibration to filter through and to know the multi-coloured infin-
itude of vibrations, that is, the world at last and all beings such
ag they really are and another “ourself” worth much more than we

think.

Active Meditation

When cne sits down with eyes closed to silence the mind, one
is at first submerged by a torrent of thoughts—~they erop up from
everywhere like frightened, nay, aggressive rats. There is but one
way of stopping this commotion: to try and try again, patiently,
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persistently. And above all not to commit the mistake of struggl-
ing mentally with the mind; one must shift the cenwe. We have
all of us, above the mind or somewhere deeper, an aspiration, the
very one which has put us on the way, a need of our being, like a
password which has ar efficacy far us alone; if one clings to it the
work is more easy, for we pass from a negative to a positive atti-
tude—the oftener we repeat our password, the more it will ga-
ther strength. We may also take the help of an image like that of
a vast ocean, without a ripple, on which one lies floating-—one
floats along, one becomes that tranquil vastness; at the same time
we get to know not only silence but a widening of consciousness.
In fact, each one must find his way, and the less taut he is the
quicker he will succeed: One may siart a process of one kind or
another for the purpose which would normally mean a long labour
and be seized, even at the outset, by a rapid intervention or mani-
festation of Silence with an effect out of all proportion fo the means
used gt the beginning, One commences with a method, but the
work is taken up by a Grace from above, from That to which one
aspires or an irruption of the infinitudes of the Spirit. It was in this
last way that I myself came by the mind's absolute silence, unimag-
inable to me before I had its actual experience.’! This is a very
important point, for we are tempted to think that these yogic exper-
iences are beautifi] and quite interesting, but, after all, they are far
beyond our ordinary humanity; how shail we, such as we are, be
able ever to reach there? Qur mistake is to judge by our present self
the possibilities of another self. Now, precisely, yoga awakens
automatically, by the simple fact that one has started on the way, a
whele gamut of latent faculties and invisible forces which consid-
erably surpass the possibilites of our surface being and which can
do for us that of which we are normally incapable: One has to have
the passage clear berween the outer mind and something in the
inner being . . . for they (the Yogic consciousness and its powers)
are already there within you,” and the best way of ““dearing” is ta
make the mind silent. We do not know who we are and still less
what we are capable of.

But the practice of meditation is not the true solution of the
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problem (though it be quite necessary at the beginning to give
the push) because we shall attain perhaps a relative silence, but

the very moment we put our foot outside our room or our retreat,
we shall fall back into the habitual clamour and this will mean

again the eternal geparation of the within and the without, the
inner life and life in the world. We need a complete life, we need
to live the truth of our being, every day, at every moment, not only
on holidays or in solitude, and for this, blissful arcadian med-
itations are not the solution: We may get incrusted in our spirit-
ual seclusion and find it difficult later on to pour ourselves tri-
umphantly outwards and apply to life our gains in the higher
Nature. When we turn to add this external kingdom also to our
intter conquests, we shall find ourselves too much accustomed to
an activity purely subjective and ineffective on the material plane.
There will be an immense difficulty in transforming the outer
life and the body. Or we shall find that our action does not corre-
spond with #he inner light: it still follows the old accustomed
mistaken paths, stll obeys the old normal imperfect influences;
the Truth within us continues fo be separated by a painful gulf
from the ignorant mechaniom of our external nature . . . It is as
if we were living in another, a larger and subtler world and had
no divine hold, perhaps little hold of any kind, upon the material
and terrestrinl existence.® The only solution then is to practise
sitencing the mind there where it is apparently most difficult, that
is, in the street, in the tube, in work and everywhere. Instead of
going down the Boulevard Saint Michel four times a day like a
harassed man who is ever in a hurry, one can go down conscious-
Iy four times, like a seeker. Instead of living haphazardly, dis-
persed in a multitude of thoughts whick not only are quite unin-
teresting but are exhausting like an obsessive tune, one gathers
together the scattered threads of his consciousness and works—
works on himself-—at every moment; and life begins to acquire
quite an unusual interest, because the least litile dircumstance
becomes the occasion for a victory—we are orientated, we are
going somewhere ingtead of going nowhere.

Far yoga is not a way of doing, but a way of being,
(40]
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Transition

We are then in quest of another country but, it would be well
to say, between the one we leave behind and the one which is
not yet found there is a fairly painful no man’s land. It is a per-
iod of trial, more or less long according to our determination;
but at all times, as we know, from the Asiatic, Egyptian or Crphic
initiations to the quest of the Holy Grail, the story of man's ascent
has been attended by trals. In the past they were remantic, and,
gooed God, there was nothing very difficult in getting oneself en-
closed in a sarcophagus to the accompaniment of fifes or in cele-
brating one’s own funeral rites around the pyre; now we know
of pyblic sarcophagi and of lives which are a kind of burial. It
is therefore worth while to make some effort to come out of it.
And besides, when one takes a good look at it, there is not much
to lose.

The main ordeal of this transition is the inner void. After having
lived in a menta! feverishness, one suddenly finds oneself like a
convalescent, a bit lost, with strange hummings in the head, as
though this world were terribly noisy, tiring, and an acute sensi-
bility which gives the impression of being knocked about every-
where, against opaque and aggressive men, heavy objects, brutal
events—the world seems enormousiy absurd. This is a sure sign
of the beginning of interiorisation. However, if one tries to descend
consciously inside, by meditation, one finds a similar void, a
sort of dark wel! or an amorphous neutrality; if one persists in
descending, it even happens that one glides suddenly into sleep,
for two seconds, ten seconds, two minutes, sometimes longer—
in fact, it is not an ordinary sleep; we have only passed into another
consciousness, but there is no link yet between the two and one
comes out of it not more advanced apparently than one had entered,
This transitiona! position would lead easily to a sort of absurd
nihilism—nothing outside but nothing within either. Neit®«r this
side nor that. And it is here that we must be very careful, after
demolishing our outer mental constructions, not to become en-
closed again in a false profundity, under another construction,
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absurd, illusionist, or sceptical, perhaps even rebellious. We must
go farther. When we have begun the yoga we must go fo the very
end, whatever it may cost, for if we let go the thread we risk never
finding it again. Here indeed is the trial. Only, the seeker must under-
stand that he is being born to another life and that his new eyes, his
new senses are not yet formed, like those of the new-born child who
alights in the world. It is not a diminution of consdiousness but a
passage to a new consciousness: The cup [has to be[ left clean
and empty for the divine liquor to be poured into it.” Qur only
resource in these circumnstances is to stick to our aspiration and
to make it grow and grow, exactly through this terrible lack of
everything, as a fire into which we throw all our old things, our old
life, our old ideas, our feelings-—simply, we have the unshakable
faith that behind this passage there is a door which opens. And
our faith is not senseless; it i3 not the swpidity of the credulous
but & foreknowledge, something in us which knows before us, sees
before we do and which sends its vision to the surface in the form
of a need, a seeking, an inexplicable faith. Faith, says Sri Aurobindo,
is an intuition nof only waiting for experience to justify it, but
leading towards experience.”

Descent of the Force

And little by litile the void is filled. There follows then a series
of cbservations and experiences of a considerable importance,
which it would be wreng to present as a logical sequence, for from
the moment one leaves the old world one finds that everything is
possible and, above all, that there are no two identical cases—
whence the mistake of all spiritual dogmatisms. We can only trace
a few general lines of experience.

To begin with, when peace is relatively established in the mind,
failing absolute silence, and when our aspiration or our need has
grown, has become constant, piercing, like a hole within, we observe
a first phenomenon which has incalculable consequences for all
the rest of our yoga. We feel around the head and more particu-
larly in the nape of the neck, an unusual pressure which may
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give the sensation of a false headache. At the beginning we can
scarcely endure it for long and shake it off, we seek distraction,
we “think of something else”. Gradually this pressure takes a
more distinct form and we feel a veritable current which descends~—
a current of force not like an anpleasant efectric crarent but rather
like a fluid mass. We find then that the “pressure” or the false
headache at the start was caused simply by our resistance to the
descent of the Force, and that the only thing to do is not to obstruct
the passage {that is, block the current in the head) but to let it
descend into zll the strata of our being from top to bottom. This
current at first is quite spasmodic, irregular, and a slight conscious
effort is necessary to get reconnected with it when it is blurred;
then it becomes continuous, natural, automatic, and it gives the
very pleasant sensation of a fresh energy, like another breath more
ample than that of our lungs, which envelops us, bathes us, lightens
us and at the same time fills us with solidity. The physical effect is
almost exactly that of walking in the breeze. Actually we do not
notice the real effect {for it settles in very gradually, by little doses)
till, for one reason or another, distraction, errot, excess, we are cit
off from the current; then we find ourselves abruptly empty,
shrunken ag though we lacked oxygen all of a sudden, with the very
disagreeable sensation of a physical shrivelling; we are like an old
apple squeezed of its sunshine and its sap. And we ask ourselves
truly how we have been able to live before without this, This is a
first transmutation of our energies. Instead of going to the common
source, below and around us in the universal life, we draw from
above, And this is an energy much more clear and much more
sustained, withour breaks, and above all much more alive. In ouar
daily life, in the midst of our work and the thousand other occu-
pations, the current of force is, to begin with, quite diluted, but as
soon as we stop for a moment and concentrate, it becomes a massive
inrush. All comes to a standstill. Cne is like a full jar; even the
sensation of the “current” disappears, as though the wheis body
from head to foot were charged with a mass of energy compact
and crystalline at once {a solid cool block of peace,' says Sri
Aurobindo); and if our inner vision has begun to open we find
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that all is bluish; one is Like an aquamarine—and vast, vast. Tran-
quil, without a ripple. And that indescribable coolness. Truly,
one has plunged into the Source. For this “descending force” is the
very Force of the Spirit—Shak#. Spiritual force is not a mere
word. Finally it will no longer be necessary to close the eyes and
te withdraw from the surface to feel it; every minute it will be there,
no matter what one is doing, whether one eats or reads or speaks;
and it will gather a greater and greater intensity as the organism
gets used to it; in fact, it is a formidable mass of energy limited only
by the smallness of our receptivity or capacity.

When they speak of their experience of this descending Force,
the disciples of Pondicherry call it “The Force of Sri Aurobindo
and the Mother”; they do not mean by this that this Shakei is the
personal property of Sri Aurcbindo and the Mether; they express
in this way, spontaneously, the fact that it has not its equivalent
in any other known yoga. Here we find experimentally the funda-
mental difference between the integral yoga of Sri Aurobindo
{purna yoga} and the other yogas. If ane practises other methods
of yoga before that of $ri Aurobindo, one finds in fact an egsen-
tizl practical difference; after a time one experiences an ascending
Ferce {called kundalini in India), which awakens quite brutally
in our being at the base of the vertebral column and tises from
level to level till it reaches the top of the head where it seems to
open into a sort of luminous, radiant pulsation, accompanied by
a sensation of immensity (and often by a loss of consciousness
which is called ecstasy) as though one had emerged eternally
Elsewhere. All the yogic processes which could be called thermo-
genetic (the asanas of Hatha-yoga, concentrations of Raja-yoga,
breathing exercises of pranayama, etc.) aim at the awakening of
this ascending Force; they may bring much danger and profound
disturbances and so they make the presence and the protection
of an enlightened Master indispensable. We shall come back to
this: This difference in the direction of the current, ascending or
descending, is due to a difference of orientation which can never
be overstressed. The traditional yogas and, we suppose, the reli-
gious disciplines of the West aim essentfally at the liberation of the
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conscipusness: the whole being is craned towards the heights
in an ascending agpiration; it seeks to shatter the appearances and
emerge above in the peace or the ecstasy. Hence the awakening
of this ascending Force. But, as we have seen, the aim of Sri
Aurobindo is not only to ascend but to descend, not only to whisk
away into the eternal Peace but to transform Life and Matter, and
first of all this little life and this spot of matter which we are.
Hence the awakening or rather the response of this descending
Force. Qur experience of the descending current is the experience
of the transforming Force. It is that which will replace our quickly-
exhausted energies and our awkward efforts, which will begin
where other yogas end, lhunining at first the summit of our being,
then descending from level 1o level, gently, peacefully, irresistibly
{for it iz never violent; its power is strangely measured out, as
though it were guided directly by the Wisdom of the Spirit) and
it is this which will universalise our entire being, right down to
the Jowest layer. This is the basic experience of the integral yoga.
When the Peace is established, this higher or Divine Force from
ebove can descend and work in us. It descends usually first into
the head and liberates the inner mind centres, then into the heart
centre . .. then into the ngvel and other vital centres . . . then into
the sacral region and below . . . It works ot the same time for
perfection as well as liberation; it takes up the whole nature part
by part and deals with it, rejecting what has to be rejected, subli-
mating what has to be sublimated, creating what has to be created.
It integrates, harmonises, establishes @ new rhythm in the nature,”

Emergence of a New Mode of Knowledge

With the silence of the mind there comes another change, a very
important one but more difficult to distinguish for sometimes it
extends over a number of years and its signs are at first imper-
ceptible; this is what may be called the emergence of a nev wode
of knowledge and therefore of 2 new mode of action.

One can understand that it is possible to keep the mind silent
when walking in the crowd, when eating, when dressing or rest-
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ing, but how is it possible when it is a question of working in the
office, for example, or when having a discussion with friends? We
are obliged to reflect, to remember things, to search, to bring in
all kinds of mental mechanisms. Experience, however, teaches us
that this necessity is not inevitable, that it is only the result of a
long evolution in whose course we have grown accustomed to
depend on the mind for knowledge and action, but this is only a
habit and it can be changed. Fundamentally, yoga is not so much
a way of learning as of unlearning a crowd of so-called imperative
habits which we have inherited from our animal evolution.

If the secker undertakes to silence the mind ir work, for instance,
he will pass through several stages. At the start, he will just manage
to remember his aspiration from time to time, and to interrupt his
work for a few minutes to switch himself on again to the right
wave-length, then once again all will be engulfed in the daily routine.
But as he develops the habit of making an effort elsewhere, in the
street or at home and everywhere, the dynatnism of this effort will
tend to be perpetuated and to draw him suddenly in the midst of
his other activities—he will remember more and more often.
Then this remembrance will gradually change its nature; instead
of a deliberate interruption to contact again the true rhythm,
the seeker will feel something which lives in his depths, in the back-
ground of his being, like a little muffled vibration; a slight with-
drawal into his consciousness will suffice for him to find again at
any time, within a second, the vibration of silence. He will discover
that it is there, always there, like a bluish depth behind, and that
he can at will refresh himself there, relax himself in the very midst
of all the tumult and the troubles, and that he carries in himself
an inviolable and peaceful retreat.

But soon this vibration somewhere behind becomes more and
more perceptible, continuous, and the seeker feels a separation
taking place in his being: a silent depth which vibrates, vibrates
in the backgound, and the fairly thin surface where activities,
thoughts, gestures, words are unrolled. He will have discovered
the Witness in himself and will let kimself be captured less and
less by the exterior play which ceaselessly, like an octopus, tries
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to swallow us alive; this is a discovery as old as the Rig Veda:
“Twa birds beautiful of wing, friends and comrades, cling to a
common tree, and one eats the sweet fruit, the other regards
him and eats not” (1.164.20). At this stage it becomes easier to
intervene, intentionally at first, and substitute for the old super-
ficial habits of mental reflection, of memory, planning, antici-
pation, a habit of referring silently to this vibrating depth. In
practice this is a long period of transition with setbacks and with
progress (the impression, however, is not so much of a setback
or an advance as of something which veils and unveils itself in
turn) in which the two workings encounter each other, the old
mechanisms tending constantly to interfere and to recapture their
old rjghts, wanting to convince us that it is not possible to do with-
out them—and they gain by a sort of laziness which finds it more
convenient to proceed “as nsual”. But this work of unhooking
will be powerfully helped, on one side, by the experience of the
descending Force which, automatically, untiringly, will set the house
in order and exercise a quiet pressure on the rebellious mechanisms
as though each wave of thought were gripped, frozen; and, on
the other side, by the accumulation of thousands of small experi-
ences, more and more perceptible, which will make us realise that
we can do very well without the mind, and that in truth we are
the better for it.

Gradually, in fact, we find that it is not necessary to think,
that something behind or above does the work, with a predsion
and an infallibility growing ever greater as we get into the habit
of referring to it; that it is not necessary to remember but at
the required moment the exact indication comes up, not neces-
sary to plan one’s action but a secret spring sets it going with-
out one's willing it or thinking about it and makes us do exacily
what is needed with a wisdom and a foresight of which our mind,
always short-sighted, is quite incapable. And we see that the more
we obey these swift intimations, these lightning suggest' rs, the
more they become frequent, clear, imperious, habitual, somewhat
like an intuitive process but with this important difference that
our intuitions are almost always blurred, deformed by the mind
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which, moreover, excels in imitating them and in making us take
its whims for revelations, whilst here the tramsmission is clear,
exact, for the good reason that the mind is dumb. But we all have
the experience of those problems “mysteriously” solved in sleep,
that is, precisely when the thinking machine is hushed. No doubt
there will be errors and blunders before the new working is estab-
lished with any surety, but the seecker must be ready to make
mistakes in order to leamn; in fact, he will find that the mistake
coimes always from an intrusion of the mind; each time the mind
intervenes, it blurs everything, splits up everything, impedes
everything, Then, one day, through the very mistakes and repeated
experiences, we shall understand once and for all and see with
our own eyes that the mind is not an instrument of knowledge, but
only an organizer of knowledge, as the Mother says, and that
knowledge comes from elsewhere.* In the silent mind words come,
speech comes, action comes and everything comes, automatically,
with an exactitude and a swiftness altogether surprising. It is
indeed another way of living, light and free. For, in truth, there
is nothing mind can do that cannot be better done in the mind's
immobility and thought-free stillness !

The Universal Mind

So far we have analysed the progress of the seeker in terms of
his ‘inner being but this progress translates itself equally on the
outer plane; and besides, the inner-outer partition becomes thinner
and thinner, it seems more and more like an artificial conventiont
established by the adolescent mind, wrapped up in itself, seeing
only itself. The seeker will feel this partirion slowly losing its
hardness, he will experience a kind of change in the texture of
his being, as though he were becoming more light, more trans-
parent, more porous, if one may venture to say so. This differ-
ence of texture makes itself felt at first through unpleasant symp-
toms, for the average man is generally protected by a thick hide,
whilst the seeker will no longer have this protection: he will receive

® This “elsewhete” will be discussed later in the study of the Superconsclont,
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people’s thoughts, their wishes, their desires in their true form and
in all their nudity, as they really are—outrages. And here “bad
thoughts” or “bad will” are not alone in sharing this virulence;
nothing is more aggressive than the good will, the good feelings,
the altruisms of men—-on one side or the other it is the ego which
feeds itself, with sweetness or with strength. We are civilised only
on the surface; underneath, the cannibalism continues. The seeker,
theretore, must needs be in possession of this Force we have spoken
about—with It he can go everywhere; and besides, in the cosmic
wisdom, this ttansparency would not come unaccompanied by a
correspondling protection. Armed with “his” Force and with the
silence of the mind the seeker will slowly find that he is permeable
to ousside impaets, that he receives, receives from everywhere,
that distances are unreal barriers—no one is far, no one has gone
away! alf stands together, all is at the same time—and that ten
thousand miles away he can receive clearly the thoughts of a
friend, someone’s anger, a brother’s suffering. It is enough that
in the silence the seeker switches on a place, a person, to have a
more or less exact perception of the sitmation—more or less exact
according to his capacity for silence, for here too the mind jams
everything, because it desires, because it fears, because it wanrs,
and nothing reaches it which is not immediately falsified by this
desire, this fear, this will {there are other constitzents of this
jamming also, we shall speak of them later). It seems then that with
the silent mind comes a widening of the consciousness and it
can turn at will towards any point of the universal reality to know
therE what it needs to know.

"But in this silent transparency we make another discovery, very
important in its implications. We find not only that the thoughts
of others come to us from outside, but that our own thoughts also
come to us in the same way, from outside. When we are sufficiently
transparent we can feel, in the silent immobility of the mind, little
swirling eddies which strike our atmosphere or certain ligh: ~ibra-
tions which draw our attention, and if we lean over a little to “/see
what it is”, that is, if we let one of these swirls enter into us, we

find ourselves suddenly thinking of semething: what we had caught
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at the periphery of our being was a thought in its pure state or
tather a mental vibration before it had the time to enter unper-
ceived and to rise again to the surface with a personal form which
would make ug say triumphantly, “This is my thought.” A good
thought-reader can thus read what passes even in a person whose
language he does not know, becanse it is not the “thoughts” which
he catches but the vibrations to which he gives in himself the
corresponding mental form. But it is the contrary which would be
truly surprising, for if we were capable of creating a single thing
ourselves, were it even a tiny thought, we would be the creators of
the world! Where is the I in you, which con create all that? asked
the Mother. Only, the mechanism is imperceptible to the common
man, first becavse he lives in a constant turmeil, then because the
mechanism for the appropriation of the vibrations works almost
instantaneously, automatically; once and for all, by his education,
his environment, man is accustomed to select from the universal
Mind a certain type of vibrations, fairly narrow in range, with
which he has an affinity, and to the end of his life he switches on
the same wave-length, reproduces the same vibratory mode, with
more or less sonorous words and more or less new turns—to put
it otherwise, he turns round and round ir the cage; only the more
ot less sparkling scope of our vocabulary can create the illusion
that we are progressing. Certainly we change our ideas but to
change one’s ideas is not to progress, it is not to rise to a higher
or more rapid vibratory mode, it is to spin round one more
pirouette in the midst of the same environment. This is why Sri
Aurcbindo spoke of the change of conscicusness.

Once he has seen that his thoughts come from outside and has
repeated this experience hundreds of tirnes, the seeker holds the
key to the tue mastery of the mind, for if it is difficult to get rid
of a thonght which we believe to be ours when it has entered inside,
it is easy to reject the same thought when we see it coming
from outside. And once we are masters of this silence, we are
necessarily masters of the mental world, because, instead of being
eternaily clamped to the same wave-length, we can run through the
whole gamut of waves and choose or reject what we please. But
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let Sri Aurobindo himself describe for us the experience as he
first had it with another yogi, Bhaskar Lele, who spent three days
with him: Al developed mental men, those who get beyond the
average, have in one way or other, or at least at certain times and
for certain purposes to separate the two parts of the_mind, the
active part, which is g factory of thoughts and the guiet mﬂsterfuI
p:zrt whic Ts at once a Witness and a Will, observing them, judging,
rejecting, eliminaking, accepting, ordering corrections and changes,
the Master in the House of Mind, capable of self-empire, samrafya.
The Yogi goes stll further—he is not only a master there but
even while in mind in a way, he gets out of if as it were, and stands
above or quite back from it and free. For him the image of the
factory of thoughts is no longer guite valid; for he sees that thoughts
come from outside, from the universal Mind, or wniversal
Nature, sometimes formed and distinct, sometimes unformed and
then they are given shape somewhere in us. The principal business
of our mind is either a response of acceptance or a refusal to
these thought waves (as olso vital waves, subtle physical energy
waves) or this giving a personal-mental form to thought-stuff for
pital movements) from the environing Nature-Force, It was my
great debt to Lele thet he showed me this, “Sit in meditation”, he
said, "'but do not think, look only at your mind; you will see thoughts
coming into it ; before they can enter throw these away
from your mind &Il your mind is capable of entire silence.” T had
ntever heard before of thoughts coming visibly into the mind from
outside, but I did not think either of guestioning the truth or the
possibility, 1 simply sat dowon and did it. In a moment my mind
became silent a5 a windless air on a high mountain summit and
then I saw one thought and then another coming in a concrete way
from outside; I flung them away before they could enter and take
hold of the brain and in three days I was free. From that moment,
in principle, the mental being in me became a free Intelligence,
a universal Mind, not limited to the narrow circle of personal
thought as @ labourer in a thought factory, but a receiver of know!-
edge from all the hundred reglms of being and free fo choose what
it willed in this vast sighi-empire and thought-empire.’*
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Having started from a small mental construction wherein he
believed himself quite at ease and very enlightened, the seeker
looks behind him and asks himself how he has managed to live
in such a prison. He is struck above all to see how for years and
years he has lived amidst impossibilities, and how men live behind
barriers: “‘One can't do this, one can't do that, this is against such
and such a law, this against such another, this is Hlogical, this is
not natural, this is impossible . . . .” And he discovers that all is
possible and that the true difficulty is to believe that it is difficult.
After having lived for twenty, thirty years in his mental shell, like
a sort of thinking periwinkle, he begins to breathe freely in the
open air.

And he finds that the eternal inner-outer antinemy is resolved,
that this also was a part of our mental calcifications. In wuth the
“without” is everywhere within! we are everywhere! the error is to
believe that if we could bring together the admirable conditions
of peace, beauty, solitary countryside, it would be much easier,
for there will be ahways something to disturb us, everywhere, and
it is better to resolve to break our constructions and to take in alf
this “without”—-then we shall be at home everywhere. The same
thing holds for the action-meditation antinomy; the seeker has
attained inner silence and his action is a meditation (he will glimpse
even ‘that meditation can be an action); whether he be dressing
or setting his affairs in order, the Force passes, passes in him, he
is tor ever tuned in elsewhere. And he will see at last that his action
becomes more clear-sighted, more effective, more powerful, with-
out in the least encroaching upon his peace: The substance of the
mental being . . is still, so still that nothing diskurbs it. If thoughts
or activities come, they . . . cross the mind as o flight of birds
crosses the sky in a windless afr. It passes, disturbs nothing, leav-
ing no trace. Even if a thousand imnges or the most violent events
poss across it, the calm stillness remains as if the very fexture of
the mind were n subsfance of eternal and indestructible peace.
A mind that has achieved this calmmness can begin to act, even
intensely and powerfully, but it will keep its fundamental still-
ness—originating nothing from itself but receiving from Above
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and giving it a mental form withowt adding anything of its own,
calmly, dispassionately, though with the joy of the Truth and the
happy power and light of its passage.

Must we recall that Sri Aurobindo was then directing a revolu-
tionary movement and preparing guerrilla warfare in India?
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CHAPTER FIVE

CONSCIOUSNESS

| Bl now, he was quite at 2 loss when he was told to
irwYANat take his decision from the “summit of his conscious-
bl e ness”. He was a Westerner and he asked himself
what the dickens this could really mean; whether this summit of
the consciousness was a powerful method of thinking or a sort
of enthusiasm when the brain was well warmed up, or what? be-
cause this is the only way of consciousness we know in the West,
That is, for us the consciousness is always the mind:— think
therefore I am. This is one point of view, our own; we put ourselves
at the centre of the world and we grant the benefit of being con-
scious to those who share our way of living and feeling. However,
if we want to understand and discover what consciousness is and
to manipulate it, we must pass beyond this narrow point of view.
Sri Aurobindo, having attained a certain degree of mental silence,
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observed: Mental consciousness is only the human range which no
more exhausts all the possible ranges of consciousness than human
sight exhausts all the gradations of colour or human hearing
all the gradations of sound—for there is much sbove or below
that is to man invisible and ingudible. S0 there are ranges
of consciousness above and below the human range, with which
the normal human has no contact and they seem fo it unconscious,
—supramental or overmental and submental ranges' . . . What we
call unconsciousness is simply other-consciousness . . . We are
really no more unconscions when we are asleep or stunned or
drugged or “dead” or in any other state, than when we are plunged
in inner thought oblivious of our physical selves and our surround-
ings, For any one who has advanced even n little way in Yoga,
this is a most elementary proposition. And Sri Aurchindo adds:
As we progress and awaken to the soul in us and things, we shall
realise that there is & consciousness also in the plant, in the metal,
i the atom, in electricity, in every thing that belongs to physical
nature; we shall find even that it is not really in all respects a
lower or more [imited mode than the mental; on the contrary, it
is in many “inanimate” forms more intense, rapid, poignant, though
less evolved towards the surface.” The task of the apprentice yogi
will be then to become conscious in every way, at 2l the levels of
his being and all the stages of pniversal existence, not enly men-
tally; to be conscious in himself and in others and in things, in
waking and in sleep; and finally, to learn to become conscious in
what men call “death”, for to the degree that we have been con-
scious in our life, we shall be conscious in our death,

But we need not take Sri Aurcbindo’s word for it; he encourages
us even pressingly to see for ourselves. We must then disentangle
that within us which links all our diverse modes of being—asleep,
awake or ““dead”—and allows us to contact other forms of con-
sciQusness.

The Centres of Consciousness

If we follow our experimental method based on the silent mind,
it will lead us to several discoveries which, step by step, will put
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us on the track. First, we shall see the general confusion in which
we live slowly settling down; the stages of our being will be distin-
guished more and more clearly, as though we were made of a
certain number of fragments each with its individual personality
and a very distinct centre and, what is most remarkable, its own
life independent of the others. This polyphony, if we may call it
so, for it is rather a cacophony, is generally masked from us by
the voice of the mind which covers everything, annexes every-
thing. There is not a single movement of our being, no matter at
what level, not an emation, not a desire, not the twinkling of an
eye, which is not immediately snapped up by the mind and covered
with a coating of thought—that is, we mentalize everything. And
this is the real udlity of the mind ir the course of our evolution: it
helps us to bring to our surface consciousness all the movements

of our being which would otherwise temain in a state of unformed
magma, subconscious or supraconscious. It also helps us to estab-
lish a semblance of order in this anarchy and somehow coordi-
nates all these tiny feudal states under its sovereignty. But by that
very fact it veils from us their true voice and function—from
suzerainty to tyranny is but one step. The overmental mechanisms
are completely choked, or if something of the superconscient
voices manages to come through, it is immediately falsified, diluted,
obscured; the submental mechanisms become atrophied and we
lose the spontaneous senses which were very useful at a former
stage of our evolution and could yet be so; other minorities line
up in the rebellion and others still gather secretly their little power
awaiting the first opportunity to fly in our face. But the seeker
who has silenced his mind will begin to distinguish all these states
in their naked reality, without their mental veneer, and he will feel
at the various levels of his being certain points of concentration,
like knots of force, each with its particular vibratory guality or
special frequency; but we have all experienced at least once in our
lives different vibrations which seem to radiate from diverse levels
of our being; the experience of a great revelatory vibration, for
example, when a veil seems suddenly rent and we are shown an
entire slice of the truth, without words, without even our knowing

{56}



CONSCIOUSNESS

exactly wherein is the revelation—simply, it is something which
vibrates making the world inexplicably more wide, more light,
more pure; or we have had the experience of more heavy vibrations
of anger or fear, vibrations of desire, vibrations of sympathy, and
we know well that all these pulsate at different levels, with
different intensities. Thus there is in us a whole gamut of vibra-
tory nodules or centres of consciousness, each specialised in one
type of vibration which can be distinguished and seized directly
acoording to the degree of our silence and the keenness of our
perceptions, And the mind is only one of these centres, one type
of vibration, only one of the forms of consciousness, though it
wants to arrogate to itself the first place,

The description of these centres as given traditionally need
not detain us—better to see things for oneself—nor their iocal-
isation; the seeker will feel them himself without difficulty as soon
as he becomes a little limpid. It is enough to say that these
centres (called in India chakras) are not situated in our physical
body but in another dimension, though their concentration at
certain moments may become so intense that there is the acute
sensation of a physical localisation. Some of them, in fact, cor-
respond quite closely to the different nervous plexuses we know—
notall.

Roughly, there are seven centres distributed in four zones:
1) The Superconscient, with a centre a little above the top of the
head*, which governs our thinking mind and puts us in communica-
tion with higher mental planes: illumined, intuitive, overmind, etc.
2) The Mind, with two centres: one, between the eyebrows, gow
erning the will and the dynamism ¢f all our mental activities when
we act through thought; this is also the centre of subtle vision
or the “third eye” certain traditions speak of; the other, at the
level of the throat, governing all forms of mental expression.
3} The Vital, with three centres: one, at the level of the heart,

® This centre, ¢alled “the thomsand-petalled lotus™ to express the rich {uminosity
seen when it opeos, 15 situated, according to the Indien tredition, at the top of the
head, According to 5o Aurobinde and the experience of many cothars, whal is seen

&t the top of the bead is not the centre itgelf, but the luminows reflection of & selar
source which i above the bead,
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The Centres of Consciousness
according to the Tantric tradition in India.

The canal at the centre and the two canals which intercross on both sides
correspond $o the medullary canal and, probably, to the sympath=tic
nervous system; they represent the paths of circolation of the nscending
Force (Kandolini) when it awakens at the lowest centre and rises from
centre to centre “like a serpent™ to beorst open at the top inty the Super-
conscient {this seems to be also the signiflcance of the Urasus or Egyptian
booded spake (MNaja) which stands on the crown of the pharaoks with
the solar disc, of the Mexican quetzalcoat! or plumed serpent, perhepa
also of the naga serpents overhanging the head of Buddha, etc.). Tha char-
acteristics of these centres scarcely interest anyone but the scer; we shall
meation. [ater certain details which are of generad interest. A detailed
study of this subject is found in the remarkable book of Sir John Wood-
roffe (Arthur Avalon) The Serpeni Power (Ganesh & Co., Madras, 1513},
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governing our emotive being (love, hatred, etc.); the second, at
the level of the navel, governing our movements of domination,
possession, conquest, our ambitions, etc., and a third, the lower
vital, between the navel and the sex-centre, at the level of the
mesenteric plexus, governing the lowest vibrations: jealousy,
envy, desire, covetousness, anger. 4) The Physical and the Sub-
conscient, with a centre at the base of the vertebral column, gov-
erning our physical being and sex; this centre also opens us, lower
down, to the subconscient regions.

Generally in the “normal’” man these centres are asleep or closed
or only allow the smallest little current necessary for his bare
existence to filter through; he is really walled up in himself and
communicates only indirectly with the outer world, within a very
limited circle; in fact, he does not see other men or things, he
sees himself in others, himself in things and everywhere; he cannot
get out. With yoga the centres open. They can open in two ways,
from bottom to top or from top to bottom, according to the methods
practised; the traditional yogic and spiritual methods or the yoga
of Sri Aurobinde. By the power of concentrations, exercises, one
day we may feel an ascending Force which awakes at the base of
the vertebral column and climbs from level to level right up to the
top of the head with an undulating movement just like a serpent;
at each level this Force pierces (violently enough) through the
corresponding centre which opens and at the same titme opens us
to all universal vibrations or energies which correspond to the
frequency of this particular centre. With the yoga of Sri Aurobindo
the descending Force opens very slowly, gently, these very centres,
from top to bottom. Often enough the lower centres do not open
at all till much later. This process has an advantage if we under-
stand that each centre corresponds to a wniversal mode of con-
sciousness or energy; if, from the very beginning, we open the
Jower vital and subconscient centres, we tisk being now swamped
not by our own small personal affairs but by universal anrents
of mud; we become automatically connected with the Confusior
and the Mud of the world. This is why the traditional yogas defi-
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nitely required the presence of a Master who protects. With the
descending Force this' danger is avoided and we face the lower
centres only after establishing our being solidly in the higher
superconscient light. Once in possession of these centres, the seeker
begins to know beings, things, the world and himself in their reality,
ag they are, for he no longer catches external signs, no longer
doubtful words, gestures, all that immured dumb show, nor the
veiled face of things, but the pure vibration in each thing, each
being, at every stage, which nothing can camouflage.

But our first discovery is ourselves. If we follow a process analo-
gous to that described for the silent mind and if we remain per-
fectly transparent, we shall find that not only do mental vibra-
tions come from ousside before entering our centres but that every-
thing comes from outside: vibrations of desire, vibrations of joy,
vibrations of will, etc . . and that our being is like a receiving
station, from top to bottom: Truly, we do not think, will or act
but thought occurs in us, will occurs in us, impulse and uct occur
in us." If we say “I think therefore I am” or *'I fee] therefore f am”
or “I will therefore T am”, we are somewhat like the child who
imagines that the speaker or the orchestra is hidden in the music-box

and that the radio is 2 thinking organ, For all these “'T"s are not our-
self nor belong to us and their music is universal,

The Frontal Being

We are tempted to protest, for after all it is our feelings, our
pain, our desires, it is our sensibility and it is we, not some tele-
graphic machine or other! And in a sense this is true, it is we; in
this sense that we have acquired the habit of answering certain
vibrations rather than others, of being moved, pained by certain
things rathey than others, and that this mass of habits seems
ultimately to have crystallized into a personality which we call
ourself. But looking closer, it could not even be said that it is
“we" who have acquired 2l] these habits; it is our milieu, our educa-
tion, our atavism, our traditions which have chosen for us and
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which at every moment choose what we shall will, what we
shall desire, what we shall lave or not love. And everything hap-
pens as if life moved on without us. At what moment does a true
“I' burst forth amid all this? . . . Universal Nafure, says Sri
Aurobindo, deposits certain habits of tmovement, personality,
character, faculties, dispositions, tendencies in us, and that is what
we usually call curselves.* Nor can we say that this “ourself” has a
veal fixity: The appearance of stability is given by constant repe-
tition and recurrence of the same vibrations and formations®
because it is always the same wave-lengths we hook in or rather
which hook themselves on to us, acvording to the laws of our
miliev and our education, always the same mental, vital or other
vibrations recurring through our centres, which we appropriate
automaticafly, unconsciously, indefintely; but in reality all is in
a state of constant flux and all comes to us from a mind vaster
than ours, universal; a vital vaster than ours, universal; or from
regions lower still, subconscient; or higher, superconsdent. Thus
this small frontal being® is surrounded, overshadowed, sustained,
traversed and moved by a whole hierarchy of “worlds” as the
ancient wisdom has seen—""Without effort one world moves in the
other,” says the Rig Veda (Il.24-5)—or, as Sri Aurobindo says,
by a gradation of planes of consciousness which range successively
without break from pure Spirit to Matter and have 2 direct rela-
tionship with each of our centres. But we are conscious only of
some bubbling on the surface.’

What is left of ourselves in the midst of all this? Not much, to
tell the truth, or everything, according to the level switched on by
QUT CONSCOUsNEsS.

Individealisation of Consclousness

We begin to catch a glimpse of what consciousness is and to
feel that it is everywhere in the universe, at all stages to wiuch our
owt: centres correspond, but we have not yet found “our” con-
sciousness. Perhaps because it is not something to be “found” ready
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made but something to be kindled like a fire. We have all felt at
certain privileged moments in our lives, like a warmth in our
being, a sort of inner surge or living power which words cannot
describe, which has no reason for being there because it springs up
from nothing, without cause, naked like a need or 2 flame. All
our childhood bears witness to this pure enthusiasm, this inexpli-
cable nostalgia. But very soon we grow out of this adolescence
and the mind lays hold of this force as it does of everything and
covers it up with big idealising words, inserts it into a work,
a profession, a Church; or the vital being seizes upon it and daubs it
with more or less noble sentiments, when it does not use it for
some adventure or for domination, conquest, possession. Some-
times this force is sucked in lower down. And sometimes zll is
sunk; only a tiny shadow is left under a burden. But the secker
who has silenced his mind and can no longer be trapped by ideas,
who hag calmed his vital being and is not swept away at every
moment in the great wastage of feelings and desires, rediscovers in
this clarification of his nature, like 2 new state of youth, a new free
surge. As his concentration grows stronger by “active meditation”,
by his aspiration, his need, he will feel that this surge inside him
begins to live; “She widens bringing out that which lives,” says
the Rig Veda, “awakening someone who was dead” (L.113-8}, —
that it gathers a mote and more precise consistency, an ever denser
strength and, above all, an fndependence, as if it were at once
a force and 2 being within his being. He will notice, first of all in
his passive meditations (that is, when at home, calm, with eyes
closed), that this force in him has movements, a mass, varying
intensities and that it rises and descends within him as if it were
not steady-—much like the shifting of a living substance; these inner
movements can even gather a strength sufficiently great to bend
the body when the force descends or to straighten it up and draw
it back when it rises. In our active meditatons, that is, in the
ordinary external life, this inner force becomes more diluted and
gives the sensation of 2 small muffled vibration in the background,
as we have already seen; besides, we feel it is not only an imper-
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sonal force but a presence, a being in our depths, as though we
had a support there, something that gives us a solidity, almost
a backbone, and a quiet outlook on the world. With this little vibra-
ting thing within, one is invulnerable and no longer alone. 1t is there
everywhere, it is there always. It is warm, close, strong. And
strangely enough, when one has discovered it, it is the same thing
everywhere, in all beings, all things; there can be 2 direct communi-
cation a5 though it were exactly alike, without a wall, We have
touched then something in vs which is not a toy of universal forces,
not the thin and dry 1 think therefore I am’ but the fundamental
reality of our being, ourself, truly curself, the true centre, warmth
and being, consciousness and force*

As this surge or this inner force takes on a distinet individuality,
29 it grows indeed gs a child grows, the seeker wili become aware
that it does not move at random as he had thought at first, but
that it gathers itself at various points of his being according to
the activities of the moment and that really it is this force which is
behind each centre of consciousness: behind the mental centres
when one thinks, wills, expresses himself; behind the vita] centres
when one feels, suffers, desires; or lower, or higher; and that it 15
truly this which knows—all the centres including the mind are only
its openings on the different stages of the universal reality or
its instruments of transcription and expression. Tt is this force which
is the traveller of the worlds," the explorer of the planes of con-
sciousness; this which links our various ways of being, from waking
to sleep and to death, when the small outer mind is no longer there
to inform or guide us; this which climbs and descends all the gamut
of universal existence and communicates everywhere. In other
words, we have discovered the consciousness; we have disengaged
what is in the ordinary man dispersed, mixed, caught in his
thousand and one activities of thought and sense, Instead of locat-
ing ourselves eternally somewhere between the abdomen and the
forehead, we shall be able ta shift our consciousness to procounder

* We shall spenk later of this centre which Sri Aurobindo calls the psychic centrs
ot the psychic being, and which others call soul.
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or higher regions, inaccessible to the mind and to our sense organs;
for conscionsness is riot 4 way of thinking or feeling (in any case
not exclusively that) but a power of entering into contact with
the myriad rungs of existence, visible or invisible. The more our
conscicusness develops, the more its radius of action and the
number of degrees it can encompass grow. And this consciousness,
we shall see, is independent of what is thought, felt, willed by
our small frontal being; it is independent of the mind, the vital
nature, and even of the body, for in certain particular states {which
will be mentioned later) it comes out of the body and goes for 2
stroll elsewhere to get experiences. Our body, our thought, our
desires are only a thin film of our total existence.

Consciousness - Force, Consciousness - Joy

In discovering the consciousness we have discovered that it is
a force. What is more remarkable, a current or an internal force
begins to be felt even before we see that it is a consciousness.
Consciousness is a force; Sri Aurobinde speaks of consciousness-
force, for in reality the two terms are inseparable and convertible,
The ancient wisdom of India knew this well and never spoke
of consciousness, Chif, without adjoining to it the term Agni,
heat, flame, energy, Chit-Agni (sometimes called also Tapas,
which is a synonym of Agni: Chit-Tapas). The Sanskrit word for
the various spiritual or yogic disciplines is fapasya, that is, what
produces heat or energy or more correctly, consciousness-heat or
consciousness-energy. And this Agni or Chit-Agni is the same
everywhere, We speak of the descending Force or the ascending
Force or the internal force or of mental force, vital force, material
force, but there are not so many different forces—there is but one
Force in the world, a single unigue current which passes through
us and through all things and which puts on one substance or
another according te the level of its action. Our electric current may
light up a tabernacle or a tavern, a schoolroom, a refectory, ard it
continues to be the same current though it illomine different objects.
S0 too, this Force or this Heat, Agni, contintes to be the same,
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whether it animates or illumines our inner retreat, our mental
factory, our vital theatre or our material den; from level to level it
wraps itself in a more or less intense light and more or less heavy
vibrations-—supramental, mental, vital, material—but it is this force
which links up everything, animates everything; this, the funda-
mental substance of the universe: Consciousness-Foree, Chit-Agni.
If it be true that consciousness is a force, inversely, force is con-
sciousness and all the forces are conscious.” The universal Force
is a universal Consciousness. This is what the seeker discovers.
When he has contacted this current of consciousness~force in him-
self, he can switch on to any plane whatsoever of the universal
reality, to any point, and perceive, understand the consciousness
there or even act upon it, because everywhere it is the same
current of conscousness with different vibratory modalities, in
the plant and in the reflections of the human mind, in the lumi-
nous superconscient and in the instinct of the beast, in the metal
and in our profoundest meditations. If the log of wood were
inconscient, the yogi would not be able to displace it by his con-
centration, for there wonld be no point of contact between them.
If a single point of the universe were totally inconscient, the whole
universe would be totally inconscient, because there cannot be
two things. Einstein has taught us, and indeed it is a great dis-
covery, that Matter and Energy are convertible: E=mc*, Matter
is condensed Energy. We must now discover in practice that this
Energy or this Force is a Consciousness and that Matter, it too,
is a form of consciousness, as the mind is a form of consciousness,
as the vital and the Superoonscient are other forms of conscious-
ness. When we have found this secret, consciousness in force, we
shall obtain the true mastery of material energies—a direct
mastery. But we are only rediscovering very ancient truths; four
thousand years ago the Upanishade knew that Matter is condensed
Energy or, rather, condensed Consciousness-Energy: “Bv ener-
gism of Consciousness" Brahman is massed; from that Marcer is
bomn and from Matter Life and Mind and the worlds” (Mundaka
Upanishad [.1.8.}. |

 Tapas,
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And all is Consciousness down here, for all is Being or Spirit.
All is Chit, for all is Sat ~— Sat-Chit -— at various levels of Its own
manifestation. The history of our terrestrial evolution is finally
the history of a slow conversion of Force into Consciousness or,
more exactly, a slow recollection of itselt by this Consciousness
engulfed in its own Force. At the first stages of evolution, the
consciousness of the atom, for example, is absorbed in its whirl-
ing, as the consciousness of a craftsman is absorbed in the work
he fashions, forgetful of all the rest, as the plant is absorbed in
its chlorophyllian function, as our own consciousness is absorbed in
a book, a desire, oblivious of all the other levels of its own reality.
All evolutionary progress is finally reckoned by the capacity to
disengage or unhook the element of consciousness from its element
of force—this is what we mean by the individualisation of con-
sciousness. At the spiritual or vogic stage of our evolution, the
consciousness is completely freed, unglued from its mental, vital,
physical turmoils and master of itself, capable of ranging through
the whole scale of vibrations of consciousness, from the atom to
the Spirit; the Force has completely become Consciousness, it
has completely recollected itself. And to remember oneself is to
remember all, because it is the Spirit in us which remembers the
Spirit everywhere,

Simultaneously, as the Force recovers its Consciousress, it re-
covers the mastery of its force and of all forces; for, to be con-
scious is to be capable, The atom which spins or the man who
foliows the biological round and labours in his mental factory is
rot the master of the mental, vital or atomic force; they turn
round and round; whilst at the conscious stage we are free and
masters; then we verfy tangibly that consciousness is a force,
& substance, which can be manipulated as oxides or electric fields
are manipulated: If one becomes aware of the inner consciousness,
says Sri Aurobindo, one can do all sorts of things with if, send i
ouf s @ stream of force, erect a circle or wall of conscionsness
around ongself, direct an idea so that it shall enter somebody's
head in America, etc. efc.’ He explains further; The Invisible
Force producing tangible results both inwsrd and outward is the
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whole meaning of the Yogic consciousness . , . If we had not had
thousands of experiences showing that fhe Power within could
alter the mind, develop its powers, add new ones, bring in new
ranges of knowledge, master the vital movements, change the
character, influence men and things, control the conditions and
functionings of the body, work as a concrete dynamic Torce on
other forces, modify events . . . we would nof speak of it as we do.
Mereover, it is not only in its results but in its movements that
the Force is tangible and concrete. When [ speak of feeling Force
or Power, I do not mean simply having o vague sense of it, but
feeling it concretely and consequently being able to direct it, manip-
ulate it, watch its movements, be conscious of ifs mass and inten-
sity and in the same way as of other opposing forces,”® At a subse-
quent stage Consciousness can act on Matter and transform it. This
ultimate conversion of Matter into Consciousness and perhaps
one day even of Consciousness into Matter is the aim of the
supramental yoga of which we shall speak later. But there are
many degrees of development of the consciousness-force, from the
seeker or asptrant just awakening to the inner urge to the yogi,
and even among yogis there are many grades—it is here that the
teue hierarchy begins.

There is an ultimate equivalence. Not only is consciousness
force, not only is consciousness being, but consciousness is joy,
Ananda—Consciousness-Joy, Chif-Ananda. To be conscious is joy.
When consciousness is released from the thousands of mental,
vital, physical vibrations in which it lies buried, there is joy. The
whole being is as if filled with a mass of living force (“like a well-
shaped pillar,” says the Rig Veda, V.45), crystalline, immobile,
aimless—pure consciousness, pure force, pure joy, for it is the
same thing—a solid joy, a substance of joy, vast, full of peace
which seems to have neither beginning nor end nor cause, which
seems alsa to be everywhere, in things, inbeings, their secret founda-
tion and their secret need to grow — nobody likes to give up life
because this joy is there everywhere. It needs nothing to be, it is,
irefutably, like a rock across all time, all space, like a smile
behind all things and everywhere, The whole Riddle of the
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universe is this. There is no.other. An imperceptible smile, a mere
nothing ‘that is everything. And all is joy because all is the
Spirit which is joy, Sat-Chit-Ananda, Existence-Consciousness-
Joy, eternal triad which is the universe and which we are, the
secret we must discover and live across the long evolutionary
journey: *“From Delight all these things are born, by Delight they
exist and grow, to Delight they retun” (Taittiriya Upanishad
11.8).

(s8]



CHAPTER 5IX

QUIETING THE VITAL

Limits of Ethics

nEss to the level of its own petty m:cupatmns and precceupations
and hindering it from travelling freely towards other regions;
a source of power because it is the outcropping of the great force
of life within us. This is the region located between the heart and
the sex-centre, called by Sri Aurobindo the vital.

This is the place of all the muddles; pleasure is inextricably
mingled there with suffering, pain with joy, evil with good and
make-believe with truth, The varicus spiritual teachings of the
woild have found it so troublesome that they have preferred 1o
trace 4 cross over this dangerous domain and to allow only the so-
called religious emotions, inviting the neophyte to reject all the
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rest. It seems that everybody agrees about it: human nature is
unchangeable. But this moral surgery, as Sri Aurcbindo calls it,
brings a double inconvenience; on the one hand, it does not truly
purify because the higher emotions, however refined they may
be, are as mixed as the lower ones, for the good reason that
they are sentimental and hence partial; on the other hand, it does
not truly Teject—it Tepresses. The vital is a power in itself, quite
independent of our reasonings or moral arguments, and if an
atternpt is made to tyrannise over it or ill-treat it by a radical
askesis or discipline, there arises the danger of seeing it revole
one day at the least fissure—and it knows how to avenge itself with
interest—or, if we have enough strength of will to impose our
mental and moral laws, we conquer perhaps, but at the expense
of drying up the force of life in us, for the vital, discontented,
goes on strike and we wake up purified of the evil, yes, but of
the good in life as well—colourless and odourless. Moreover,
morality functions only within the liritations of mental function-
ing; it has no access to the subconscious or superconscious regions
or to death or to sleep (which after all takes up one day out of
every three of our existence, so that out of a life of sixty years
we are entitled to forty years of waking moral life and twenty years
of immorality; a curicus arithmetic). In other worde, morality does
not exceed the limits of the small frontaf being. It is not then a
moral and radical discipline which must be imposed upon our
persen but a spiritual and integral one which respects every part
of our nature but by liberating it from its mixture; for, in truth,
there is no absolute evil anywhere, there are only mixtures,

Besides, the secker does not think in terms of good and evil
(allowing that he yet “thinks™) but in terms of exactitude and
inexactitude. When a sailor wants to take the bearings he does
not make use of his love for the sea but of a sextant and he sees
to it that the mirror is clear. And if our mireor is not clear, we
see nothing of the reality of things and beings because everywhere
we find the image of our own desires or fears, everywhere the
echo of our own tumult, and rot only in this world but in all the
worlds, in waking and sleep and death. To see, evidently we must
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stop being in the middle of the picaure. The seeker distinguishes
then the things which blur his vision from those which clear it;
this will be the e ence of his “morality”.

The Habit of Response

The first thing he discerns in his exploration of the vital is
a fraction of the mind whose only functior is to give a form
fand a justification) to our impulsions, our sentiments, our
desires; this is what 5ri Aurobindo calls the vital mind. But we
have seen already how necessary mental silence is and we extend
our discipline to this lower layer of the mind. Henceforth we
see things clearly; without all their menta]l embellishments, the
various vibrations of our being show themselves in their true light
and at their true level. And above all we see them coming. In this
zone of silence we have now become, the Jeast displacements of
substance [mental, vital or other) act on us like signals; im-
mediately we know that something has come and touched ouy
atmosphere. We then become aware, spontaneously, of a number
of vibrations men emanate constantly without even knowing it
and we know what is going on or before whom we stand (the
external gloss having mostly nothing to do with this tiny vibrat-
ing reality). Our relatons with the outer world become clear,
we know the why of our sympathies and antipathies or of our
fears, pur uneasiness, and we put things in order, correct our
reactions, accept thase vibrations which are helpful, reject those
which obscure, neutralize those which harm. For we notice a very
interesting phenamenon: our inner silence has a power. If, instead
of responding to a vibration which comes to us, we remain in an
absolute internal immobility, we shall see that this immobility
dissolves the vibration; it is like a field of snow around us whergin
all shocks are caught, nullified. Take the simple example of anger;
instead of beginning to vibrate inside in unison with the person who
is speaking, if we can remain immobile within, we shall see that
the anger of the other gradually dissolves like smoke. The Mother
has remarked that this inner immobility or this power not to respond
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can even stop the uplifred arm of an assassin or the leap of a snake.
Only, one must not just wear an impassive mask and be boiling in-
side; one cannot disguise vibrations [(the animal knows them
well); what is wanted is not the so-called “'self-control” which is
only the mastery of appearances, but the true internal mastery.
And this silence can cancel any vibration whatsoever, for the
simple reason that all vibrations of whatever order are contagious
{the highest even as the lowest; it is thus that a Master can trans-
mit spiritual experiences or a certain power to a disciple) and it
depends on us to accept the contagion or not; if we are afraid it
means that we have already accepted it and thus accepted the
blow of the angty man or of the serpent (a blow may be accepted
through love also; there is the significant story of Sri Ramakrishna
who at the sight of a carter ill-treating a bullock uttered a sudden
cry of pain and found himself whipped, bleeding, with marks of
the lash on his back). The same holds for physical suffering; we
may allow the contagion of a painful vibration to gain on us or
circumscribe the point and eventually, according to the degree
of our mastery, annul the suffering, that is, disconnect the con-
sciousness from the pain. The key of the mastery is always silence,
at all the levels, because in the silence we discern the vibrations
and to discern them is to be able to capture them. There are any
number of practical applications and above all any number of op-
portunities to make progress. The ordinary external life (which
is ordinary only to those who live ordinarily} becomes a vast field
of experience and of the manipulation of vibrations; this is why
5ti Aurobindo always wanted 1o extend his yoga there, It is very
easy when alone w0 live in the perfect illusion of self-mastery,

But this power of silence or inner immobility has much more im-
portant applications,—particularly in our own psychological life.
The vital as we know is the place of many miseries and pertur-
bations but also the source of a great force; the point is then to
extract—somewhat like the swan of the Indian legend which
separates milk from water—the force of life without its compli-
cations and without extracting oneself from life. Need it be said
that the real complications are not in life but in ousselves and that
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all external circumstances are the exact image of what we are?
Now, the main difficulty of the vital is that it identifies itself falsely
with all that seems to come out of itself; it says: “my” rouble, “my’’
depression,.ny’’ temperament, “my” desire, and takes itself for
all sorts of tiny 1”5 which are not it. If we really think that all
these stories are onr story, there is nothing more to do evidently
except put up with the little family until it has finished its hysterics.
But if we can be silent within, we see quite clearly that nothing of
all this belongs to us; everything comes from outside. We always
hook in the same wave-lengths, we let ourselves be infected by all
the contagions. For example, we are in the company of such and
such a person, we are silent and still within {which does not prevent
us from talking and acting as nsual outside}; suddenly in this trans-
parency we feel something which pulls us or tries to enter into us
like a pressure or z vibration {which may translate itself into an
indefinable uneasiness); if we take in the vibration, we find our-
selves five minutes later struggling against a depression or having
a particular desire, a certain restlessness—we have caught the
contagion. And sometimes it s not merely vibrations but veritable
waves which fall upon us. Nor is anyone’s company needed for all
this; one can be alone in the Himalayas and receive just as well
the vibrations of the world. Whereis “our’ restlessness, “our’” desire
in this, if not in a habit of hooking in indefinitely the same impul-
sions? But the seeker who has cultivated sience will not get caught in
this false identification,® he has at last found what Sri Aurobindo
calls the circumconscient, the environmental consciousness,® this
field of snow all around which may be very lumninous and strong,
solid, or which may become darkened, corrupted and may even
disintegrate, depending on our inner condition, It is a sort of indi-
vidual atmosphere or protecting envelope (sufficiently sensi-
tive to disclose to us a person’s approach or to make us avoid a
mishap just at the moment it is going to overtake us} and i is
here that we can feel and catch the psychological vibrations before
they enter. Generally, they have become so accustomed to enter-
ing into us as into their home, through an affinity, that we do not
even feel them coming; the mechanism of appropriation and iden-
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tification is instantaneous; but our practice of silence creates a
trangparency sufficient for us to see them come, then to stop them
on the way and reject them. Sometimes, when we have rejected
themn, they remain circling in-the circumconscient,” waiting for an
opportunity o enter—we can very distinctly feel anger, desire,
depression prowling about around us—but through sheer non-
intervention these vibrations lose their strength and then they leave
us in peace. We have unhooked ourselves. And we are quite sur-
prised to find, one day, that certain vibrations which seemed irre-
sistible touch ws no longer; they are as though emptied of their
power and pass as onh 2 cinema-screen; we can even see beforehand
with curiosity these little rogiies trying once again their wicks, Or
again, we find that certain psychological states break upon us at a
fixed hour or recur accerding to certain cyclic movements [this is
what Sri Aurobindo and the Mother call formations, that is, an
amalgam of vibrations which through habitmal repetition
finally acquires a sort of independent personality) and we
see that these formations when switched on do not stop until
they are reeled off from one end to the other like 2 gramophone
record.* It is for us 1o determine whether we want 10 be taken in
or not. There are thousands of experiences possible, it is a2 world
of observations. But the essential discovery we shall have made
is that there is very little of “us™ in all this, except a habit of
response.” As long as we identify curselves falsely with vital vibra-
tions, through ignorance, it is impossible 1 change anything in
our nature except by amputation, but the day we have seen the
mechanism, all can change, because we can stop all response,
we can dissolve in the silence the perturbing vibrations and switch
on elsewhere, if it 50 pleases us. Human nature can be changed
despite all che dicta. There is nothing in our consciousness or nature
which is ineluctably fixed, al! is only a play of forces or vibrations
which by their regular recurrence gives us the illusion of a
“natural” necessity. And this is why the yoga of Sri Aurobindo

* Unless they sink into the subcomsacient, This will be mentioned again latar
in the wmedy of that region,
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envisages the possibility of an entire reversal of the ordinary rule
of tne reacting consciousness.’

Having discovered the mechanism, we shall have fourd at the
same time, the true method of mastering the vital, a method not
surgical but guieting; the difficulty of the wital is not reduced by
struggling vitally against it, which would only exhaust our energies
without exhausting its universal existence, but by taking another
position, neutralising it through a silent peace: If vou get peace,
wrote Sti Aurobindo to a disciple, then to clean the vital becomes
easy. If you simply clean and clean and do nothing else, you go
very slowly for the vital gets dirty again and has fo be cleaned a
hundred times. The peace is something that is clean in itself, so
to get it+is a positive way of securing your object. To look for dirt
only and clean is the negative way.’

The Adverse Forces

There is another difficulty, for the vibrations which come from
people or from the universal vital are not the only ones to disturb
the seeker (besides, it is scarcely possible to distinguish between
thern, individuals being only ground stations® of the universal
vital—or the universal mind and the vibrations passing from the one
to the other indefinitely, in a closed circuit); but there is one type
of vibrations of a particular nature which can be distinguished by
its suddenness and its violence; the seeker feels these vibrations
literally swooping down upon him like a tempest; within a few
moments he becomes “another man”, having quite forgotten the
purpose of his being, his efforts, his aim, as though everything
had been swept away, bereft of meaning, decomposed. These
are what 5ri Aurobindo and the Mother call the adverse forces.
They are very conscicus forces whose sole aim, apparently, is to
discourage the seeker or turn him from the path he has chosen.
The first sign of their presence is easily perceptible: joy is veiled,
consciousness is veiled and all is enveloped in an atmosphere of
tragedy. As soon as suffering comes one may be sure the enemy i3
there. Drama is their favourite haimt, it is there that they can create
the greatest havoc because they play with a very old partner in
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us who cannot help loving drama even when he weeps much. Their
first care, generally, is to push us inte sudden, extreme, irrevocable
decisions which take us away as far as possible from the chosen
path—it is a vibration which grows ever sharper and more pressing
and wants immediate compliance—or they dismantle the whole
mechanism of our search with a remarkable skill to prove to us
that we are deluding curselves and that our effort will come o
nothing; or more often they bring about a state of depression,
playing with another well-known partner whom Sri Aurcbindo calls
the man of sorrows: a fellow . . . covering himself with a sevenfold
overcoat of tragedy and gloom and he would not feel his existence
justified if he couldn’t be colossally miserable.® All these vibrations
of disorder which we call “our’ sortrows or “otr” troubles have as
their immediate result the weakening or decomposing of our
protecting field of snow and—the door is open to the adverse
forces. They have a thousand ways of attacking us, for indeed it
is an gftack, and the more determined we are, the more relentlessly
they pursue. This may perhaps seem to be an exaggeration, but
only those whe have never tried to progress can doubt; so long
as one goes with the common herd life is relatively easy, with its
spells of good and bad, withour teo much that is low but also
without too much of the high; as soon as we want 10 get out of
it, a thousand forces arise, very interested in seeing that we do
“what everybody does”; then we discover how well organised is
the imprisonment. Yet another discovery we make is that it is
possible for us to descend as low down as it is possible to climb
up and that in tmruth our lowest reaches are exactly in proportion
10 our capacity for the heights—many scales fall from our eyes.
With a little honesty we see clearly that we are capable of anything
and that finally, as Sri Aurcbindo says, our virtue is a pretentious
impurity.’® Only those who have never gone bevond the frontal
being can still cherish any illusions on the subject.

All sorts of demeniacal and “black” names have been reserved
for these adverse forces in the spiritual history of the world, as
though they were there solely to damn the seeker and give gratu-
itous trouble to good people. The reality is somewhat different, for

{76}



QUIETING THE VITAL

where then is the devil if not in God? and if he ig not in God, nothing
much remains in God, for this world is sufficiently wicked and
a good many others also, 50 that not much remains of the pure, save
perhaps 2 mathematical point without any dimension, which makes
no stain. But experience shows us that these perturbing forces
have their place in the universal economy and that they are
troublesome only or the fevel of our small momentary conscious-
ness, and even here they have 2 fixed aim. Now, first they catch
as always through the gaps in our armour; if we are solid and
single-minded, they cannot shake us for a second. Then if, instead
of whining and blaming the devil or the wickedness of the world,
we look into ourselves, we find that each of these attacks has
exposed‘one of our innumerable gentlemanly trickeries or, as the
Mother says, has slightly drawn aside the little cloaks we throw
over things fo avoid seeing. And the small cloaks or
the big ones cover not only our wounds, they are everywhere in
the world, covering its little insufficiencies and its enormous
sufficiencies; and if the perturbing forces pull them off a bit
violently sometimes, it is not just by chance nor through wanten
malice but to make us see things clearly and compel us towards
a perfecticn at which we boggle because we have the unfortunate
tendency, as soon as we have got hald of a sprig of truth
or a straw of an ideal, to treble-lock it in a hermetic and infal-
lible construction and not want to budpe from there. In other
words, for the individual as for the world, these hardly gracious
forces are instruments of progress. By what men fall, by that
they rise,” says the Kulirnava Tantra in its wisdom. We protest
against the apparently useless and arbitrary “catastrophes” which
strike our heart and our flesh and we blame the “Enemy" but is
it not possible that the soul itself—not the outward mind, buf the
spirit within has accepted and chosen these things as part of its
development in order to get through the necessary experience at
¢ rapid rate, to hew through, durchhauen, even at the risk or the
cost of much damage to the outward life and the body? To the
growing soul, to the spirit within us, may not difficulties, obstacles,
attacks be a means of growth, added strength, enlarged experience,
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training for spiritual victary?' We cry out against the evil, but
had it not been there to besiege and defy us, long ago we would
have trapped the eternal Truth and made of her a tidy little well-
established insipidity. Truth moves, she can run, and the princes
of darkness are there to see to it, a little brutally, that she does
not sleep. God's negations are as useful to us as His affirmations,”
says Sri Aurobindo. The adversary will disappear, obsefves the
Mathet, only when he is no longer necessary in the world. And we
know very well that he is necessary, as the touch-stone for gold, to
find out if ore is true.

For after all, God is not perhaps a pure mathematical point
outside this world; perhaps He is all this world and all this impurity
which labours and suffers to become perfect and remember Itself
down here,

The method in face of these adverse forces is the same as for
the other vibrations: silence, inner stillness which lets the wave
pass. We may not succeed perhaps at the first trial in dissolving
their attacks bue they will seem to take place more and more on
the surface of our being; we may be shaken, upset, and yet some-
where deep down we shall feel the “Witness” in us who is not
touched-—who is never touched—, who does not suffer. There are
falls and there are risings and each time ome rises up stronger.
The only sin is to be discouraged. Practically, the secker of the
integral yoga will be much more exposed than others (Sri Aurobindo
often used to say that his yoga was a battle™) because he wants
te embrace everything in his consciousness, without catting off
anything, and because there is not only one passage to break
through towards the beatitude of the heights, not only one guardian
of the treasure to conquer, but many passages, to the right and
left and below and at all the levels of our being, and more than
one treasure to discover.

The True Vital

There is then a passage to cross if we want to find the true
force of life behind the disturbed life of the frontal man, According
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to the maditional spiritual doctrines, this passage is accompanied
by all sorts of mortifications and renunciations (which, by the
way, magnify above all the ascetic’s good opinion of himself},
but we aze-after something else; we do not seek to leave life but
to widen it; we do not seek to give up oxygen for hydrogen, or
vice versa, but to study the constitution of consciousness and
see under what conditions it will give us clear water and 2 better
working. Yoga is @ greater art of life,"” said Sri Aurchindo, The
aititude of the uscetic who says *I want nothing' and the attitude
of the man of the world who says 1 want this thing” are the same,
remarks the Mother. The one may be as atiached to his renuncia-
tiot as the other to his possession. In fact, so long as one needs to
renounce anything at all, one is not ready, one is still up to the
neck in the dualities. Now, we can make without any special
discipline a certain number of observations. To begin with, it is
enough 1o say to the vital, “Rencunce this, abandon that”, for it
to be seized by an immediate hunger; or if it agrees to renounce,
we may be sure it expects to be paid back in another coin and,
as long as it is at it, it prefers a great renunciation to a small one,
because it is always itself working, negatively or positively—for
it the two sides are equally nourishing, the ome as much as the
other. If we have unmasked this simple truth, we shall have
understood the whole working of the viral, from top to bottom,
that is, its total indifference to our human sentimentalisms—
suffering interests it as much as joy, privation as much as abun-
dance, hatred as much as love, torture as much as ecstasy; in every
instanice it feeds itself fat, For it is a Force and it is the same
Force in suffering as in pleasure. Thus is bluntly shown up the
absolute ambivalence of all sentiments without exception which
make the niceties of our frontal being. Each sentiment is the
inverse of another; at any moment it may change into its "opposite”
—the disillusioned philanthropist (or rather the disillusioned
vital of the philanthropist] becomes a pessimist, the zealows
apostle retires to the desert, the indomitable unbeliever becomes
a votary and the pure man is scandalised by all he dare not do.
And we have seized another failing of the surface vital: it is 40
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incorrigible charlatan,” it wins all along the line (we do not kanow if
even the death of one’s mother would escape its pleasure). Each
time we utter a cry of reprobation or pain (any cry), a monkey
within us laughs. But we know all this and yet we are as sentimen-
tal as ever. And to crown its accomplishments the vital excels in
befogging everything—it is fog incarnate—, it takes the force of
its sentiments for the force of the truth and substifutes for the
heights a smoky volcano summit in the abyss."

Another observation which follows from the first strikes us
immediately: it is the complete powerlessness of the vital to help
another or simply to communicate with others except when there
is a conjunction of egoisms. Thare is not a vital vibration emitted
by us or rather relayed by us which cannot immediately change
into its opposite in someone else; it suffices to wish someone well
for the corresponding ill-will to awake automatically, as though it
were nabbed at the same time as the other, or the corresponding
resistance or the opposite will—the mechanism seems as spontane-
ous and unescapable as a chemnical process. But in fact the vital
does not care to help, it cares to take, always, in all sorts of ways.
All our sentiments are tinged with grabbing, The single fact
for example, of pain at betrayal by a friend {or of any pain)
is a sure sign of our ego, for if truly we loved men for them-
selves not for ourselves, we would love them in all possible
ways, even as enemies; in every event we would have the joy
of their existence. In truth our sorrows and our sufferings are always
the sign of a mixture, and so always deceitful. Joy alone is true.
Because the one real thing in us is the ‘I’ which embraces all
existences and all the possible contraries of existence. We suffer
because we put things outside us, When all is within, all is joy,
because there is no hole any more, anywhere.

Still we protest; in the name of our sentiments we say, “But
the Heart?” with a capital H. Precisely the heart, is it not the
most mixed place? Besides, it gets breathless quickly, and this
is our third cbservation. Qur capacity for joy is small, our
capacity for suffering is small, we are soon blunted by the worst
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calamities, what waters have not flowed past over our mighty
troubles? We can contain little of this great Force of Life—we
cannot hold the charge, says the Mother—, just a breath 1o much
and we awwaut with joy or pain, we weep, we dance, we swoon
away. Because it is always the same ambiguous Force which flows
and before long overflows. The Force of Life does not suffer, it
is not troubled, not exalted, not wicked, not good—it just is,
it flows vast and peaceful. All the contrary signs that it puts on in
us are only the vestiges of our past evolution, for we were small,
quite small and separated, and we had to preserve ourselves from
this living enormity too intense for our smallness, and distinguish
“useful” vibrations from “harmful” vibrations, the former having
a positive coefficient of pleasure or sympathy or good, the latter
a negative coefficient of suffering or repulsion or evil; but suffer-
ing is only a too great intensity of the same Force and too intense
a pleasure changes into its painful “opposite”: These are conven-
tions of our senses,'” says Sri Aurcbindo; it is enough just to shift
the needle of the consciousness a little, says the Mother. To cosmic
consciousness in its state of complete knowledge and complete
experience all fouckes come as joy, Ananda.*® Only the narrowness,
the insufficiency of consciousness is the cause of all cur evils,
moral and even physical, and of our impetence and of that
sempiternal tragi-comedy of existence. But the remedy is not to
cripple the vital as the moralists would like to, but to enlarge it;
not to renounce but to accept more, always more, and to widen
one’s consciousness. For that is the very meaning of the evolution,
The only thing in fact which must be renounced is our ignorance
and our pettiness, When we cing frantcally tw our small frontal
being, to its comedies and its sentimental viscosity and its sancti-
fied sorrows, we are not ruly “human”, we are the out-dated
laggards of the Pleistocene, we defend our right to sorrow and
suffering.”

The seeker will no longer be the dupe of the equivexal play
enacted in his surface vital but he will yet keep for quite a long
time the habit of responding to the thousands of small biologico-
sentimental vibrations which circle around him. It is a fairly
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long passage, like passing from the twaddling mind into mental
silence, and this transition may be accompanied by periods of
intense fatigue because the organism loses the habit of renewing
its energies at the common superficial source (which very soon
appears to be gross and heavy when one has tasted of the other
energy) without having vet the capacity to remain constantly
connacted to the true source, whence certain “holes”; but here
too he will be helped by the descending Force which will contri~
bute powerfully in establishing a new rhythm in him—he will
find with an ever.renewed surprise that if he but takes one small
step forward, the Help from above takes ten towards him, as
though he were expected. It would be quite wrong o think that
it is a negative task; the vital of course is pleased to say that it
makes huge efforts to struggle against itself, which is a clever way
of protecting itself on every side, but in reality the seeker does not
obey an austere and negative command, he foliows a positive
urge of his being; for he is really growing and the norms of
yesterday or the pleasures of the day before seem to him as meagre
as the diet of & suckling—he is no longer at ease in all this, he has
to do better, to live better. This is why it is so difficult to
explain the path to one who has not tried; he will see only his point
of view of today or rather the loss of his paint of view. And yet,
if we only knew how each loss of one’s viewpoint is a progress
and how life changes when one passes from the stage of the closed
truth to the stage of the open truth—a truth like life itself, w0
great to be trapped by points of view, because it embraces every
point of view and sees the utility of each thing ar every stage of
an infinite development; a truth great enough to deny itself and
pass endlessly into a higher truth.

Behind this infantile, restless, quickly spent vital, we discover
a vital which is calm and powerful~-what Sti Aurcbindo calls
the frie pital-ma vital which contains the very essence of the Force
of Life without all its sentimental end sorrowhul excrescences,
We enter a state of tranquil, spontaneous concentration, even as
the sea may be under the play of the waves. And this fundamental
immobility is not a nervous numbness, even as mental silence is
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not a cerebral torpor, it is the basis of action, It is a concentrated
strength which can set going all acts, bear all shocks, even the
most violent and the most prolonged, without losing its peace.
All sorts-ebnew capacities can emerge in this vital immobility,
according to the degree of our development, but first of all an
inexhaustible source of energy—as soon as there is fatigue it is a
sure sign of our having relapsed into the superficial agitation,
The capacities of work or even of physical effort become tenfold,
food and slecp are no longer the unique and all-absorbing source
of the renewal of energy (sleep changes its nature, we shall see,
and food may be reduced to a hygienic tninimum aveiding all
the duliness and disease it usually brings). Other powers also, con-
sidered often “‘miraculous”, may manifest, but they are mirncles
with a methed; it is not possible to speak of them here, it would
be better to make the experiment for oneself. We may just say
that if anyone is capable of contralling a single vital vibration in
himself, he is automatically capable of contzolling the same vib-
ration everywhere it is met with in the world. Then, in this immo-
bility another sign will be permanently established: the absence
of suffering and a sort of unalterable joy. As soon as the ordinary
tnan receives a shock, whether physical or moral, his immediate
reaction is to withdraw into himself; he shrinks back, begins
to boil inside and increases tenfold the evil. On the contrary, the
seeker who has established some immobility in himself will find that
this immobility dissolves all the shocks, because it is wide, because
he is no longer a small individual doubled up on himself as on a
stomachache, but a consciousness overflowing the limits of his body
—the calm vital like the silent mind universalises itself spontane-
ously: In yoga experience the consciousness widens in every direc-
tion, around, below, above, in each direction strefching fo in-
finity. When the consciousness of the yogi becomes liberated, it
is not in the body, but in this infinite height, depth and widewss
that he lives ahwoays. Its basis is an infinite void or silence, but in
that all car: manifest—Peace, Freedom, Power, Light, Knowledge,
Ananda®® As soon as there is suffering of any kind, it is the immed-
iate sign of a narrowing of the being ard a loss of consciousness.
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A very important corollary follows upon this widening of the
being which will make us understand the absolute necessity of
this vital immobility, not only for the clarity of communication
or for the power of our action or the joy of living, but simply for
our security. So long as we live as the small frontal fellow, the
vibrations are small, the shocks are small, the joys are small
and we are protected by our very smallness; but when we emerge
into the universal Vital, we find the same vibrations or rather the
forces on a gigantic, universal scale, for it is these which make
the world dance, even as they make us dance, and if we have not
acquired a perfect eguality or inner immobility, we are swept
away. And this is true not only of the universal Vitat but of all
the planes of consciousness, for one can and one must (at least
the integral seeker must) realise the cosmic consciousness at all
the levels, in the Superconscient, the mental, the vital and even
in the body; now, when he will rise into the Superconscient, the
seeker will understand that the intensities of the Spirit also can
be overpowering {in reality, it is always the same Force, the divine
Force, the same Consciousness-Force above and below, in Matter
or Life or Mind or higher up, but the more It descends the more
it is obscured, deformed, broken up by the media through which
It passes) and if the seeker, getting out of his heavy denseness,
wishes t0 rise up o0 rapidly, to force the stages without having
taken care 1o establish an unshakable and clear basis, he may
explode like a boiler. Vital transparency is not then a problem of
morality but a technical problem, if we may say so, or even
organic. In wruth, the great Solicitude is always there to stop us
from premature experiences; perhaps we are narrow and small
only as long as we have need to be narrow and small?

Finally, when we have mastered vital immobility, we find that
we can begin to help others with some efficacy. For, to help others
is not a question of sentiments or chatity but a question of power;
a matter of vision, a matter of joy. In this tranquillity, not only is
there a radiating joy but a vision which dispels all shadows; sponta-
neously we shall perceive all the vibrations, and to be able to
distinguish them is to be able to manipulate, quiet, avert them
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or even to change them, Tranguillity, says the Mother, is a very
positive sfaie; there is a positive peace which is not the confrary
of strife—a peace active, contagious, powerful, which dominates
and calms,-puts everything in order, organises. An example of this
“contagious peace” anticipates a little an event in Sri Aurobindo’s
life: It was in Pondicherry, many years ago, in that season when
the tropical rains, sometimes cyclones, sweep down suddenly and
work havoe. Doors and windows have to be barricaded with stout
bamboo laths. That night a cyclone had burst with torrents of rain
and the Mother had hastily come to 56 Awrcbindo’s room to
help him shut the windows. He was seated at his desk as usual
(Sri Aurobindo spent twelve hours writing, from six in the even-
ing to 5iX next mormning, for vears together; then for eight hours
he used to walk up and down ““for yoga”), the windows were wide
open, not a drop of rain had entered. The peace which reigned in
that room, relates the Mother, was so solid, so compact, that the
cyclene could not enter,
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CHAPTER SEVEN

THE PSYCHIC CENTRE

Bl e ARE ¥OT the mind, for all our thoughts come from
A AE Mind vaster than ours, universal; we are not the
g _,:J vital nor our sentiments nor our acts because all
‘ w {impulsions come from a Vital wider than ouss,
et universal; and we are not this body either, for

its campnnents come from a Matter and obey laws greater than
purs, universal. What then is this thing in us which is not cur
milien, our family, our traditions, our marriage, our profession,
which is not the plaything of universal Nature or of circumstances
and which is the reason why each of us would be “F, even if every-
thing else crumbled down/ and above all, which is “I” when every-
thing else crumbles, because it is the hour of our truth,

In the course of our reconnoitring, we have observed various
centres and levels of consciousness and seen that behind these

centres there is a consciousness-force which moves and links our
diverse states of being (one of the first results of mental silence
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and of the calming of the vital has even been to separate this
consciousness-force from mental and vital activities wherein it
is usually embedded} and we have felt that this current of force
or of consetomsness is the fundamental reality of our being behind
all our states. But this consciousness-force is the consciousness
of someone. Who then is conscious in us? What is the centre, who
the master? or are we simply the marionnettes of some universal
Being who would be our true centre because all these mental, vital,
physical activities are in fact universal activities? The truth is
twofold and under no condition are we marionettes except when
we persist in taking the frontal being for ourselves, for that is the
real marionette. We have an individual centre which Sri Aurobin-
do calls the psychic being and a cosmic centre or central being.
Stage by stage we must find the one and the other and become
Masters of all our states, For the moment, we are only in search
of our individual centre, the psychic, which others call soul.

This is at once the simplest thing in the world and the most
difficult. The simplest, because a child understands it, or rather
lives it, spontaneously—he is lord, he Jaughs! he lives in his psy-
chic being." The most difficult, because this spontaneity is very
soon covered over by all sorts of ideas and sentiments, Then we
begin to speak of “soul” which means that we no longer under-
stand anything about it. All the suffering of adolescence is just
the story of a slow imprisonment of the psychic (we speak of a
“erisis of growth but it is perhaps a crisis of suffocation, maturity
being attained when the suffocation has become a natural state}
and all the difficulties of the seeker are the inverse story of a slow
extirpation of all mental and vital mixtures, However, it is not
only a backward journey, first because one never poes back, then
becanse the psychic child found at the end of the journey (an
end which is always the beginning) is not a momentary caprice
but a conscious royalty. For the psychic is a being, it grows--<t
is the miracle of an eternal childhood in an ever-vaster kingdom.
It is “‘within as a child 1o be born,” says the Rig Veda {IX.83.3).

"muren.rnuc.cpﬂonsmddnsreﬁ.bmﬂuymn]mmtvisihletuth:naknd:ye.
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The Psychic Birth

The first manifestations of the psychic are lave and joy—-a joy
which may be extremely intense and powerful but without exal-
tation, calm, deep like the sea, and without an object. Psychic
joy has no need of anything to be, it #s, even in the depths of a
prison it cannot help being, it is 2 state not a sentiment, like the
river which flows and sparkles wherever it passes, over mud or
rocks, through the plains or the mountains, A love which is not
the contrary of hatred and which also needs nothing 1o be, it is;
it burns calm in all it meets with, all it sees, all it touches, because
it cannot help loving, that is its state; nothing is low for it nor
high, nor pure nor impure; its flame cannot be tarnished nor its
joy. Other signs also reveal it: it is light, nothing is 2 burden to it,
as though the world were its play; it is invulnerable, nothing touches
it, as though it were for ever beyond all tragedies, already safe
from all accidents; it is the magus, it sees; it is tranquil, tranquil
25 3 tiny breeze in the depths of the being; vast as though it were
the sea through millions of years. For it is eternal. And it is free,
nothing can catch it; neither life, nor man, nor ideas, nor doc-
trines, nor countries—it is beyond, always beyond, and yet innum-
erably at the heart of each being, 29 if it were one with all. For it
is God in us.

To the eye which sees, this is how the psychic appears:When
one looks af somebody who is conscious of his soul and lives in
his soul, says the Mother, there is the impression of descending,
of entering deep, deep into the person, far, far, very far within;
whilst generally, when one looks into the eyes of people {there
are eyes ane cannof enter, closed like a door; but still there are
eyes which are open), one enters; then, guite close behind, cne
meets something which oibrates, which sometimes shines, which
sparkles. And if deceived, one says, “Oh, he has a living soul”~—it
is not that. it is his vital. To find the soul one must step back from
the surface, withdraw deep within, and enter, enter, go Yown,
far datwn into a very deep hole, silent, still; and then down there,
is something warm, tranquil, rich in contents and very still, and
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very full, like 9 sweetness— this is the soul. And if one persists
and is conscious in oneself, a sort of plenitude comes which gives
the impression of something complete holding unfathomable pro-
fundities~-#And one feels that if one entered there many secrets
wounld be revealed, like the reflection in colm, peaceful waters of
something which is eternal. And the limits of fime are no more.
One has the impression of hoving always been and of being for
eternify,

But these are only signs, an outward translation of something
which is self-existent and which we want to experience directly.
How open the doors of the psychict for it is well hidden. And
before all, it is hidden by our ideas, our sentiments, which plunder
it and mimic it mercilessly; we have so many ideas about what
is high and low, pure and impure, divine and undivine, so many
small sentimental bolts and bars against what is lovable and
unlovable, that this poor psychic has not much of a chance to show
itself, the place is already taken up by all this clutter; as spon as it
shows its face, it is immediately pounced upon by the vital which
uses it for its own brilliant exaltations, its “/divine” and palpitat-
ing emotions, its selfish loves, its grasping generosities, its gaudy
aesthetics; it is shut up in a cage by the mind which uses it for
its exclusive ideals, its infallible philanthropies, its padlocked
moralities; and Churches, innumerable Churches put it into art-
icle and dogma. Where is the psychic within all that? It is there,
yet, divine, patient, striving o pierce through alt the crusts and
making use of everything, in truth, everything that is given to
it or imposed upon it—"it does with what it gets,” as we say. And
this precisely is the big danger-rock; when it comes out of its
hiding place, for a second, it throws such a glory upoen all it rouches,
that we naturally confuse its luminots truth with the circumstances
of the revelation. One who has had the revelation of his psychic,
listening scmetime to Beethoven, will say: music, nothing Sut
music is true and divine down here; another whe has felt his sonl
in the immensity of the ocean will make a religion of the great
open sea; and another still will say: my prophet, my chapel,
my gospel. And each builds his construction around a core of
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experience. But the psychic is free, marvellously free of all things;
it needs nothing for its existence, it is the very essence of Liberty
and uses all our small or great music, our Scriptures sublime or
less sublime, to make just a hole in this human cuirass through
which it may escape; it lends its strength and its love, its joy, its
light, its irresistible open Truth to all our ideas, our sentiments,
our doctrines, because this is the only chance it is given to see the
light, the only means it has to express itself; but in this very act,
these emotions, these ideas, these doctrines draw from it all their
assurance; they appropriate it and wrap it up, they imbibe from
this element of pure Truth their indisputable certitudes, their exclu-
sive profundity, their one-way universality, and the very strength
of the element of truth increases the strength of the element of
grror,” The burial of the psychic is so complete, finally, the mixture
so perfect, that one is quite at sea and cannot extirpate the coun-
terfeit without destroying the very fact of the tnzth—and the world
goes thus, weighed down with half-truths which are more heavy
than lies. The true difficulty, perhaps, is not in liberating oneself
from the evil, for we know well what kind of a thing it is—it
cannot resist the least little sincerity—but in Liberating cneself
from that good which is only the reverse of evil and which has for
ever shut its doors on even a particle of truth.

If we want to have the direct experience of the psychic in its
crystalline purity, so marvellously fresh, as it exists irresistibly
autside 2ll the traps we set for it, outside all we think of it, feel
about it, say about it, we must create a transparency within—
Beethoven, the sea, the chapel were only instruments of that trans-
parency—for it is ever the same: as soon as one is clear the Truth
emerges spontaneously and the vision, the joy,—all is there without
one's needing to do anything, because Truth is the most natural
thing in the world; it is 2ll the rest which jam everything—the
mirg and the vital with their disordered vibrations and their wise
complications. All spiritusl disciplines worth the name, all tapasyas
must finally tend only towards this completely natural peint where
there is no need of effort—effort is yet another jamming, another
thickening of the being. The sseker will rot try then to enter the
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jamming of the moral mind or the impossible task of sorting
out the good from the evil in order to release the psychic, for, after
all, the utlity of the good and the evil is intimately linked with
their mund] harmfulness (my lover fook away my robe of sin and
I let it fall, rejoicing; then he plucked at my robe of virtue, but
I was ashamed and alarmed and prevented him. It was not il
he wrested it from me by force that I saw how my soul had been
hidden from me®); he will simply try his best to pour everything
oat into the silence, for silence is in itself clean, it is lustral water.
Do not try to wash off ene by one the stains on the robe,” says a
very ancient Chaldean tradition, “change it altogether”, This is
what Sri Aurobindo calls a change of consciousness. In this trans-
parency, in fact, the old creases of the being are quietly smoothed
out and we feel another statien of the consciousness—not inteliec-
tual but a centre of gravity. At the level of the heart but deeper
than the vital centre of the heart (which only covers up and copies
the psychic), we feel 2 zone of concentration intenser than the
others which seems to be their peint of convergence—-this is the
psychic centre. Already we had felt a current of consciousness-
force taking shape within us, individualising itself, circulating in
the body and becoming more and more intense as it slowly dis-
engaged itself from its mental and vital activities, but at the same
time something was kindled at the centre like a fire—Agni. This
is the true ‘I’ in us, We say that we have /2 need to know,” */a need
to love”, but who is it within us that has the need? not the little
ego, surely, so satisfied with itself, not the mental chap who turns
round and round, nor the vita! fellow who tries to take and ever
take more, but behind there is this fire which does not slacken,
it is this which has the need, for it remembers something else. One
speaks of “the presence’” but it is rather a poignant absence, like
a living hole one carries within, which warms, burns, pushes vp
more and more and finally becomes real and the only reality ia a
world where one wonders if men truly live or only pretend to. This
is the self of fire, the only true self in the world, the only thing which
does not crumble: A conscious being is the centre of the self, who
rules past and future; he is like a fire withour smoke . . . That,

{91]



ERI AUROBINDD OR TEE ADVENTIDRE OF CONSCIOUSNESS

one must disengage with patience from one's own body,”” says the
Upanishad." This is “the boy suppressed in the secret cavern” of
which the Rig Veda speaks (V.2.1), “the son of heaven by the
body of the earth” {IIl.25.1), “he that is awake in those who sleep”
(Katha Upanishad V.8}. “He is there in the middle of his house”
(Rig Veda 1.70.2}, “He is as if life and the breath of our existence,
he is ag if our eternal child" (I.66.1), he is “the shining King who
was hidden from us’” {I.23.14). This is the Centre, the Master,
the place where all things communicate:

The sunlit space wheve all is for ever known.’?

If we have felt this Sun within, this flame, this living life—there
are 30 many dead lives—even for a second in one existence, every-
thing is changed; it is a remembrance before which all the others
look pale. It is the Remembrance. And if we are faithful to this
Agni which burns, it will grow ever stronger like a living being
in our flesh, like an inexhaustible need. And it will be concen-
trated more and more within, enclosed, poignant like something
that cannot burst out: A ferrible sensation of something which
prevents sight and entry; one tries to pass through and finds one-
self before a wall. And then one knocks and knocks and knocks
and yet cannof pass, says the Mother. Then by force of need, by
force of will and all choked up in this imprisonment, the psychic
tension one day reaches its reversal-point and we have the exper-
ience: The pressure becomes so great, the intensity of the problem
so strong that something tps over in the consciousness. Instead
of being outside and trying to see within, one is within; and the
moment one is within, absclutely everything changes, completely.
All that appeared true, natural, normal, real, tangible, all this
immediately appears very grofesque, very droll, quite unreal, quite
absurd, But one has touched something supremely true and eter-
nally beautiful; and this, one never loses this again. O Fire, when
thou art well borne by us thou becomest the supreme growth and
expansion of our being, all glory and beauty are in thy desirable

* Katha Upanishad 1V. 12, 13; ¥1, 1.
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hue and thy pexfect vision. O Vastness, thou art the plenitude that
carries us to the end of our way; thou art a multitude of riches
spread out on every side” {Rig Veda II1.1.12). The true life opens
as though one had never before seen daylight: Place the prism
in one position, says the Mother, the [ight is white; turn it over,
and the light is broken up. Well, this is exactly what happens; you
restore the white, In the ordinary consciousness there is the de-
composition and you restore the white. And the Mother once
again explained the experience thus: One is seated ns it were before
a closed door, @ heavy door of bronze, and one remains there with
the will that if open, to pass through fo the other side. Then all
the concentration, all the aspiration gathers into a single beam
and starts pushing, pushing against this deor, pushing harder and
harder, with an ever-increasing energy, unfil suddenly the door
gives way. And one enters, as if precipitated into the light.
Then one is truly born.

Psychic Growth

Of all the experiences when the door of the psychic opens, the
most immediate and most irresistible is that of having always been
and of being for ever. One emerges into another dimension where
one sees oneself old as the world and eternally young and that this
life is one experience, one link, in an uninterrupted succession of
experiences which stretch out behind us and are lost in the future.
All widens to the dimensions of the earth; what man have we not
been? what faunlt have we not borne? All the values are reversed;
what is not ours in all these pettinesses and these grandeurs, where
is the stranger, where the traitor, where the enemy? O divine com-
prehension, compassion absclute. And everything breathes anew,
as though one had passed from a life of the caverns to a life of the
high plateaus; all is linked and gathers together as though the old
riddle were ripped up in the winds of light-—death is no more, the
ignorant alone can die, how should that which is conscious suffer
death? Whether 1 live or die, I am ahoays! “Qld and cutworn
he grows young again and again,” says the Rig Veda (I1.4.5.),
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“It is not born nor dies,” says the Gita; “‘nor is it that having been
it will not be again. it is unborn, ancient, everlasting; it is not slain
with the slaying of the body. As a man casts from him his worn-
out garments and takes others that are new, so the embodied being
casts off its bodies and joins itself to others that are new. Certain
is the death of that which is born and certain is the birth of that
which dies.™

What is commonly called reincarnation is not particular ic the
teaching of Sri Aurobindo; all the ancient wisdoms have spoken
of it, from the Far East to Egypt and the Neo-Platonists” but Sri
Aurobindo gives it a new meaning. For the minute one gets
out of the little mpmentary vision of a single life cut short by death,
two attitudes are possible: either one may think, with the exclu-
sive spiritualists, that all these lives are a painful and futile chain
from which it is essential to liberate oneself at the earliest to rest
in God, in Brahman or some Nirvana; or one may believe with
Sri Aurobindo—a belief founded on experience—that the apgre-
gate of these lives represents a growth of consciousness which
culminates in a ferrestrial fulfilment or, to put it otherwise, that
there is an evelution, an evolution of the consciousness behind
the evolution of the species and that this spiritual evolution must
end in a realisation, individual and collective, on the earth. One
may ask how the traditional spiritualists, being enlightened sages,
did not see this terrestrial realisation. To begin with, the question
refers to the relatively modemn spiritualists, for the Veda {whose
secret Sri Aurobindo has found) and perhaps other traditions so
far badly deciphered attest the contrary; it would seem that here
the spirituality of our historic epoch is marked by an obscuration
of the consciousness paralle]l to its mental development. Then, it
would be quite surprising if the spiritualists could arrive at con-
clusions different from their premises; having started with the idea
that the terrestrial world is an illusion or an intermediate realm
more or less given up to the flesh and the devil, they could not

» Gita 10. 18, 20, 22, 27,
* It is interesting to note that the Fathers of the Church at the Alexandrian
Coungil also discumsed whether reincarnation should te admitted in their do¢trines.
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but cotme to where their premises led them: it was outside the
warld they naturally sought liberation or salvation, Instead of
exploring patiently all human resources, mental, vital, physical
and psychic, to free them from their gangue and enlarge them, in
a word, tg divinise them, as the Vedic sages had done and perheps
thase of all the ancient Mysteries, not to speak of Sri Aurobindo,
they have rejected everything and wanted to shoot at once from
pure mind to pure spirit,' and so naturally they could not see what
they refused to see. The materialists have skipped over things
from the other end; they have explored a tiny bit of physical reality
and rejected all the rest; starting from the idea that matter alone
is real and al! the rest a haflucination, they could not but end up
where their premises led them. But if we start quite simply, with-
put preeonceptions, as S Aurcbindo did, armed with an open
truth and a total confidence in the integral possibilities of man,
we shall perhaps have a chance to arrive at an integral knowledge
and so at an integral life,

Seen from the point of view of an evolution of the consciousness,
reincarnation ceascs to be the futile round some have seen in it or
the imaginative extravagance others have made of it. With a clarity
typical of the West, 5ri Aurobindo rids us of this spiritual romane-
ing, as the Mother calls it, into which s0 many serious learnings
have degenerated since the end of the Age of the Mysteries, and
he invites us to an experimentation, not extralucid but just lucid,
It is not & question of “believing” in reincarnation but of experi-
encing it and, first of all, of knowing under what conditions the
experience is possible. Here is a practical question concerning our
integral development through all time. Now, it is not the small
frontal being which reincarnates, though this may disappoint those
who picture themselves immortally as Mr. Smith, in Elizabethan
gaskins, then in satin breeches, then in synthetic trousers—it would
be tedious besides. The meaning of reincarnation is at once deeper
and more vast. The whole facade disintegrates at the time of death;
the aggregate of mental vibrations which were amalgamated around
us due to their habitual repetition and formed our mental ego or
mental body, disintegrates and returns to the universal Mind; in the
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same way the vital vibrations which form our vital ego or vital
body disintegrate into the uriversal Vital, even as the physical body
disintegrates into its natural constituents in universal Matter. Only
the psychic stays; it is etemal, as we have seen. Our experience
of reincarnation depends then on the discovery of the Centre
and psychic Master who carries his memories from one life to
another and on the degree of our psychic development. And if our
psychic has remained buried all our life under our mental, vital
and physical activities, it has no memories to take with it—it re-
turns again and again precisely to emerge on the surface of our
being and berome openly conscious. To remember, first it is neces-
sary to stop being amnesic, that is evident. It is hardly possible,
then, to speak of reincarnation below a certain stage of development,
for what is the good of saying that the psychic reincarnates, if it
is not conscious? This becoming conscious is the very sense of the
evelution.

From life to life the psychic grows silently behind the frontal
being, it grows through the thousand sensations of our body, the
thousand shocks of our sentiments, the innumerable thoughts
which stir in us; it surges up throngh our scarings and our falls,
our sufferings and our joys, vur good and our evil—these are its
antennae for feeling the world; and when this exterior amalgam
dissolves, it carries away only the essence of all its experiences,
certain general tendencies which have stood out more strongly
and become the first embryo of the psychic personality behind
the frontal being;" it brings certain results from the past life, for
all our acts have a dynamism which tends to perpetuate itself
(what is called karma in India); certain imprints which are trans-
lated in another life into special predispositions, particular difficul-
ties, innate tastes, inexplicable hauntings, irresistibie attractions,

* The psychic or rae persomalily expresses the unique destiny of each being
(pecheps we should say the unigue angle) behind its cuitiral, social or religious
clothings. Thus & particular individual could siccessively be a navigator, 2 musician
or a revojutionary, Christian, Muosulman or atheist, but each time ha will axpreas
the same angle of Jove, for example, or of conguering power or of joy, of puzity,
which wilt give a spzcial colouring to all bhe undertakes, and each time this angle
will become onore precise, purited, wider.
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and somedmes certain circumstances which repeat themselves
almost mechanically as if to put us before the same problem to
be resolved. Each life represents then one type of experience (we
believe we have many experiences but it is always the same) and
it is by an.accurmulation of innumerable types of experience that
slowly the psychic acquires an individuality, stronger and stronger,
more and more conscious and more vast, as if it had not really
begun to exist befare it had run through the whole gamut of human
experiences. And the more it grows, the more the consciousness-
force individualises itself in us, the more the psychic tension in-
creases, pushes through, till ene day it needs ne longer its frontal
chrysalis and springs up into full daylight. Then it can become
directly aware of the world arcund; it becomes the master of the
nature instead of being its sleeping prisoner; consciousness becomes
the master of its force instead of being glued down in the force.
Yoga is precisely that point of our development at which we pass
from the interminable meanderngs of natural evolution to an
evolution that is conscious and self-directed: it is @ process of
concentrated evolition,

There are then all the degrees from the ordinary man in whom
the psychic is just a latent possibility to the awakened being. With-
out reincarnation it is difficult to explain the immense difference
of degree between souls, between that of the pander, for example,
and that of a Dante or a Francis of Assissi or even simply that of
a man who seeks and of an economic philistine, as Sri Aurobindo
calls him, unless spiritual development is considered as a question
of education, milien and heredity, which manifestly s not true;
or must we believe that only the sons of respectable families
have a soul and that three-fourths of inconscient humanity is
doomed to an eternal damnation? The very nature of our humanity,
says Sri Aurobinde, supposes & varying constituent past for the
soul as well as a resultant [terrestrial] future.” And if one wants
to think, despite everything, that man has but one life at his dis-
posal, one runs inte an absurdity: Plate and the Hottentot, the
fortunate child of saints or Rishis® and the born and trained

® Sagea of the Vadic Age, at ohice seers and poets, who composed the Vedas.
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criminal plunged from beginning to end in the lowest fetid cor-
ruption of a great modern city have equally fo create by the action
or belief of this one unequal life all their eternal future, This is
a paradox which offends both the soul and the reason, the ethical
sense and the spiritual intuition.” But even among the awakened
ones, there are enormous differences of degree; there are souls, con-
sciousness-forces, just born, and others who have an individuality
already well-formed; souls who are in the first radiant blaze of
their discovery but who do not know much outside their own
radiating joy, who have not even precise memories of their past,
not even any consciousness of the worlds they carry within, and
others, rare ones, who seem charged with a consciousness as’vast
as the earth. For one may be a luminous yogi or a saint who lives
in his soul, and vet have & crude mind, a suppressed vital, a bady
which s despised and treated like an ass, and a completely Blank
superconscient. “Salvation” has perhaps been realised but not the
plenitude of an integral life.

Upon the discovery of the psychic must then follow what we
could call metaphorically ““the psychic colonisation” or more
soberly the psychic integration. Contemporary psychology also
speaks of integration, but it may be asked around what it wants
to integrate; for integration a centre is necessary. Integrate around
the convulsions of the mental and vital ego? as well moor 2 boat
to the tail of an eel. Patiently, slowly, after having discovered the
inner psychic kingdom, it is necessary to colonise and adjoin to
it the outer realm; all our mental and vital activities and even,
we shall see, all our physical nature if we want a terrestrial real-
isation, must be integrated around this new centre. It is on this
condition alone that they will survive: only those activities which
are "psychicised” participate in the immortality of the psychic,
All that goes on outside the psychic goes on really outside us and
has not a Jonger duration than the body. There are lives where
no ene is found. The psychic must be present in our exterior activi-
ties to be able to remember exterior things, otherwise it is like
& blind king. Then and then alone can we begin to speak of rein-
camation and the remembrances of things past—remembrances
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not necessarily of the doughty deeds more or less showy and
glorious (how many Napoleons, how many Caesars, if cne may
believe the romancers of reincarnation!) but memories of soul-
moments,” because for the psychic notking is glorious or non-
glorious, nothing high or low, and the conquest of Everest is not
greater than the daily walking down to the tube when this is
consciolsly done. It is in iteelf all glory,

These “soul-moments” may retain the impress of the physical
circumstances which accompanied them; we may remember a
setting, a place, a costurne which we wore then, a banal detail
which is as it were stamped with eternity at the same time as the
inner revelation; but we have all known, in this very life, these
moments of pure transparency or of a sudden flowering and,
twenty,. forty years later we find intact this snapshot with the
faintest colour of the sky which clung to it, even the pebble which
lay there on the road or the absurd daily reund, as if all this was
there for eternity—and it is not “as if”, it is for eternity, truly;
these are the only moments we have lived, in which a true “1”
has emerged in us from all those hundreds of hours of inexistence,
In tragic circumstances also the psychic can emerge, when the
whole being gathers together at one go in a great poignant inten-
sity and something is torn apart; then may be felt a kind of presence
behind which makes us do things we would normally be quite
incapable of doing. And this is the other face of the psychic, not
only of joy and sweetness but of calm strength, as though it were
for ever above all possible tragedies, an invulnerable master.
Here too the details of the scene can be indelibly imprinted, But
what passes on into the next [ife is not so much the details as the
essence of the scene; we meet certain junctures of circumstances,
certain deadlocks which strike us suddenly with their look of *a
play already acted”and appear enveloped in a halo of fatality:
what we have not conquered in the past returns again and again,
each time with slightly different faces but fundamentally always
the same, until we have confronted the andent knot and untied
it. This ig the law of inner progress. |

But generally the precise memory of physical crcumstances
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does not tend to perpetuate itself, for these are of little tmportance
after a]l, although our little surface consciousness makes much of
thern. There is even a sponfaneous mechanism which effaces the
crowd of useless memories of the past, just as in this present life
their crowd dissclves. If we look behind us in a single snatching
glance, without thinking, what actually is left over of our present
life? A greyish mass with two or three images afloat; all the rest
is blotted out. 1t is the same with the soul and its past lives. There
is an immense sorting. And this mechanism of forgetfulness works
very wisely for a long time, for if we were o recall prematurely
our former lives we would risk being constantly hampered;
already, in our present lives there are so many useless memories
which stand like 4 wall in the way of our progress because they
freeze us in the same inner attitude, the same contraction, the same
denial, the same revole, the same bias. To grow we need to forget.
And in our outer consciousness, irremediably childish as it is, if
we happened to remember for instance having been onre a certain
virtuous banker and if we found ourselves suddenly in the skin
of a needy scamp, we would make nothing of it! for we are yet
too young, perhaps, to anderstand that our soul had need to Imow
the contrary of virtue or rather that it has allowed the abscess
hidder by its virtue to be pierced. Evolution does not lie in becom-
ing more and more saintly or more and more intelligent but more
and more conscious. Many ages must pass before the capadity to
bear the truth of past lives comes.

All depends then on the degree of our development and the
extent to which our psychic being has participated in our ourer
Jife; the more we have “colonised” the exterior, the more memories
we carry away. Unhappily, most frequently we are content with
an “inner life”, they say, and outside we live no matter how, by
habit. This i3 the contrary of an integral yoga. But if from the
beginning, instead of rejecting all worldly activities in order to
plunge into the exclusive quest of the soul, we have embraced
everything in our search, all the levels of our being, all life, we
would have an integral and integrated life where we would be the
same outside as within; whilst if one has excluded everything 1o
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arrive at so-called “spiritual” goals, it is very difficult afterwards
to retrace one's steps and descend from these fragile heights to set
free the mind and universalise it, release the vital and universalise
it, clean the subconscient and work finally in the physical dirt
to divinise it; one is too well-established up there to stir all
this bog and, to tell the truth, one can no longer do it, In fact, one
does not think about it, for how could one have the idea of under-
taking this enormous task if, to begin with, one considers the mind
perishable, the vital perishable, the body perishable, and the sole
aim of life to get out of it and find one’s salvation?

The psychic realisation or discovery of the soul is not then the
end for the seeker, it is only the very small beginning of another
voyage which is made in consdousness instead of in ignorance—in
an ever vaster consciousness, for the more the psychic being grows
and enters into our worldly activities, the more its mental, vital,
physical memories become clear, precise, continuous from one
life to another—then we begin to understand what immortality
means—,the more its births also become concerted, willed, effi-
cacious. We are free, we are awake for ever, Death is no longer
that grinning mask which reminds us that we have not found our-
selves but a calm passage from one mode of experience to another;
we have caught once for all the thread of consciousness and we
pass hither and thither as from one country te another and back
again to the old earth unti! the day when, perhaps, as Sri Awo-
bindo declares, we are sufficiently grown up not only to assure
the continuity of our mental and vital existence but to infuse
enough consciousness into the body so that it also participates in
the psychic immortality. For everything, always, is a question of
consciousness, for our mental, vital and physical life as for our
sleep and our death and our immortality. Conscigusness is the
means, consciousness is the key, consciousness is the end,
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CHAPTER EIGHT

INDEPENDENCE FROM THE PHYSICAL

WY FTER THE MIND and the vital, the physical, the
J third instrument of the Spmt in us, plays a partic-

AT shall take up now n:mlyr SOmMe preparatory pmnts of
experience, the very ones discovered by Sri Aurobindo at the com-
mencement of his yoga; the yoga of the body, in fact, necessitates
a much greater development of consciousness than that envisaged
sa far—the more one descends towards Matter, the more one ngeds
high powers of consciousness, for the resistance also increases.
Matter is the place of the greatest spiritual difficulty—but also
the place of the Victory. The yoga of the body lies outside the
scope of our vital or mental power and comes under a supramental

yoga of which we shall speak later.
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Independence from the Senses

Matter is the starting point of our evolution; enclosed in it
consciousness has gradually evolved; so the more the consciousness
emerges, the more it must recover its soveteignty and affirm its
independence, This is the first step (not the end, Jet us note).
Now, we are in an almost total subjection to the needs of the
body in order to live and to the organs of the body to perceive the
world; we are very proud, and rightly, of our machines, but it is
enough that our own is a little out of order in the head for every-
thing to get jammed, and if we do not have at our disposal the
complicated arsenal of our wireless, telephones, television, etc.,
we are ineapable of knowing what goes en around or even of seeing
further than the end of our street. We are the hyper~ivilised who
have not physically gone beyond the stage of the savage. Possibly
our machinery is not the symbol so much of a mastery as of a
terrible powerlessness. The blame lies equally with the materialists
who have not believed in the power of the inner Spirit and the
spiritualists who have not believed in the reality of Matter. This
impotence, however, is not beyond remedy, it is due above all to
the fact that we believe ourselves impotent; we are somewhat in
the position of one who having inherited from his ancestors a pair
of crutches has no longer any faith in his legs. In shert, it is a
guestion of believing in our own consciousness—it has not only
legs but millions of eyes and arms, and even wings.

In the very history of our evolution, the consciousness, sub-
merged in Matter, has grown accustomed to depend on a certain
number of outer organs to perceive the world and because we
have seen the antennae appear before the master of the antennae,
we have concluded, puerilely, that it is the antennae which have
created the master and that without the antennae there is no master,
ne perception of the world. But this is an illusion. Our depend-
enice on the senses is only a habit, millennial it is true, but not
more ineluctable than the chipped flint implements of the Chellean
man: It is possible for the mind—and it would be natural for i, if
it could be persuaded to liberate itself from its consent to the
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domination of matter—to take direct cognisance of the objects of
sense without the aid of the sense-organs.' We can see, we can feel
acToss the continents as though distances did not exist, bacause
distance hampers only the body and its organs not the conscious-
ness which can be everywhere it wishes in a second if it has learnt
to widen itself—there is another space, more airy, where all is
gathered in a lightning-point. Perhaps we expect here some sort
of a “recipe” of clairvoyance and ubiquity, but recipes are yet
another machinery of a second order. That is why, besides, we
like them. Certainly hatha-yoga has its efficacy like all the methods,
more or less yogic, which consist in staring at a lighted candle
{tratak}, working out infallible dietetics, doing respiratory ex-
ercises and stifling oneself scientifically {pranayamaj . . . Every-
thing is useful, everything can be useful. But these methods have
the disadvantage of being long and limited in compass; besides,
they are always uncertain and sometimes dangerous when handled
by those insuffidently prepared or purified—it is not enough to
want power, the machine must not crack when it receives the
power; it is not enough to “see”’, we must also be ready 10 under-
stand what is seen. Practically our task would be much sim-
plified if only we could understand that it is the consciousness
which makes use of all these methods and acts through all the
methods and that if we go directly to the consciousness we get
hold of the central lever. With this advanrage that the conscions-
ness does not deceive. Even if it were given as a method 2 piece
of wood, the consciousness wonld end up by making it into a
magic wand-—but this would not be the merit of the piece of wood
or the method. Even if it were shut up in the depths of a cavern,
it would finish by finding a means to look outside——this is, besides,
the whole history of the evolution of consciousness in Matter.

For the integral seeker, the work on the body naturally comes
to accompany hie work on the mind and the vital; for conveni-
ence we have described one afrer another the various stages of
being but all march abreast and each victory, each discovery on
any plane whatever, has its repercussions on all the other planes.
When working on the silence of the mind, we have observed
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successively several mental layers which we have reduced to
silence: @ thinking mind which constitutes our normal ratiocina-
tion, a vital mind which justifies our desires, our sentiments, our
impulsions; there is also a physical mind which will give us a lot
of trouble,.but its conquest is as important for physical mastery
as is the conquest of the thinking mind or of the vital mind for
vital or mental mastery. It seems, decidedly, that this mind is the
scapegoat of the integral yoga, we hunt it down everywhere;
actually it was a very precious help in the course of our evolution
and continues still 1o be the indispensable agent for many, but
ali our helps, no matter which, no matter how high, how divine,
change one day into obstacles because their value is only for one
step and we have many steps to take and more than a truth to
conquer. If we accept this simple proposition throughout our
Jadder of values, without forgetting to include in it the ideal to
which we are attached at present, we go very fast on the path of
evolution, This physical mind is the most stupid thing, it is the
vestige in us of the first appearance of the Mind in Matter; a
mictoscopic mind, stubbom, fearful, limited, conservative (this
was its evolutive utility) which makes us verify ten times if nec-
essary that we have locked a door properly which we certainly
know we have closed, which becomes panicky at the least scratch
and sees itself consigned to the most frightful diseases as soon as
something goes wrong, which is imperturbably sceptical abour
all that is new and raises mountains of difficulties when it must
change ever so little its routine—it repeats and repeats in us like
a muttering old spinster. We have all at one time or another
made its acquaintance and it is such a matter of shame for us
that we send it packing, but it is still there, down below, mutter-
ing all alone; the full sonority of our habital household is nee-
essary to shut out its voice. When the thinking mind and the vital
mind have been silenced, we find it is there all right and that it
is frightfully sticky. It is not even possible to reason with it, it is
too stupid. It must, however, yield, for if the thinking mind is a
screen against the widening of our mental consciousness, the vital
mind an obstacle to the universalisation of our vital consciousness,
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the physical mind puts up & solid wall against the expansion of
our physical conscicusness which is the basis of all physical mas-
tery. Not only that, but it fams all the communications and calls
in all the misfortunes; it is enough-~and this point is of enormeus
importance—te think of something or someone for us to be in-
stantaneously in communication {most often unconsciously) with
all the vibrations which represent this thing or this person and
all the consequences of these vibrations. Now, the physical mind,
precisely by its gnomish fears, puts us in constant contact with
the most annoying possibilities. It always imagines the worst. This
craze has only a relative importance in man’s ordinary life where
the activities of the physical mind are lost in the general hubbub
and where we are protected by our very lack of receptivity, but
when we have worked systematically to create a transparency
within us and to increase our receptivity, the jammings of the
physical mind become a serious obstacle and even dangerous.

This mental, vital and physical transparency is the key of a
twofold independence, Independence from the sensations, for
the consciousness-force, disengaged from its innumerable disper-
sions at the various levels of our being and gathered up in a dirigible
beam, can at will be disconnected from any point whatever, from
cold, from hunger, from pain, etc. Independence from the senses,
for liberated from its immediate absorption in our mental, vital
and physical activities, this same consciousness-force can extend
beyond the bodily frame and by a sort of inner projection contact
things, beings and events at a distance. Generally a state of sleep
or hypnosis is necessary to see a little farther in space or in time
and to disengage oneself from immediate sensations, but these
primitive and cumbrous means are not at all needed if the mental
tumult is hushed and we are masters of our consciousness. Con-~
sciousness is in truth the only organ.® It is this which feels, sees,
hears. Sieep and hypnosis are simply very rudimentary means of
lifting the curtain of the surface mind. And it is but normal!
If we are full of the noise of our desires and our fears, what else
indeed can we see but the innumerably repeated image of our
desires and fears? As the calm mind and the quieted vital univer-
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salise themselves, so the clarified physical universalises itself spon-
taneously. We ate our own prisoners; the world is waiting all
wide at our doors, if only we would consent to pull aside the
screen of our small constructions. To this capacity of widening
of the conggiousness must naturally be joined 2 capacity of con-
centration, so that the widened consciousness may settle, immobile
and silent, on the object contemplated and in some way become
this object. But concentration or widening are spontanecus cor-
ollaries of the inner silence. In the inner silence, the consciousness
sees,

Independence from Illness

When we are freed from the tension of the thinking mind and
its buzzing, from the tyranny of the vital mind and its restlessness,
its insatiable exigencies, from the denseness and the fears of the
physical mind, we begin to understand what the bedy is without
all these tiring overloads and we discover that it is a marvellous
instrument—docile, enduring, full of an inexhaustible good will.
It is of all the most misunderstood instrument and the most ill-
treated. In this general clarification of our being, we observe first
that the body is never ill, simply it gets worn out, but even this
wearing out is not pethaps irremediable as we shall see with the
supramental yoga. It is not the body which is ill, it is the con-
scicusness which is wanting; as one advances in yoga, one sees
in fact that each time iliness comes or even each time there is an
outer “accident”, it is always the result of inconscience or of a
wrong attitude, of a psychological disorder. This study is all
the more interesting because the moment we set foot on the path
of yoga something in us is immediately alerted which, every min-
ute, makes us see, even touch palpably, our errors and the cause
of all that happens to us, as # “someone” was in truth taking
seriously our seeking—nothing is left in the darkness; and we dis-
cover more and more, sometimes with stupefacdon, a rigorous
correlation between our inner state and the outer circumstances
(illnesses, for example, ar “accidents”), as though the course of
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life did not unwind from outside inwards but from inside out-
wards, the within fashioning the outer, even the most banal outer
citcumstances—in fact, nothing is banal any more and the daily
life seems a network crowded with signs awaiting our exploration.
Everything holds together, the world is a miracle. We commit
z childish mistake, perhaps, in imagining that the spiritual life
means seeing visions, apparitions, and contemplating “super-
natural” phenomena—the Divine is nearer us than we think, the
“miracle” less flagrant and more profound than all this coloured
pasteboard imagery. When we have deciphered a single one
among these small signs which cross us, guessed but once the
imperceptible link which binds ail things, we are nearer the great
Miracle than if we had touched the heavenly manna. For the
miracle perhaps is that the Divine is also natural. But we do not
pay heed.

The seeléer then becomes aware of this reversal of the current
of life, from inside outwards (and for a good reason: the psy-
chic Master has come out of his imprisonment), he deciphers
these daily signs and sees that the inner attitude has the power of
shaping outer circumstances In two ways, good and bad; when
we are in a state of harmony and our action corresponds to the
deep truth of our being, it seems that nothing can offer resistance;
even the “impossibilities” dissolve, as though another law had
been superimposed wpon the “natural” law (in reality it is the
true naturalness which emerges from its mental and vital com-
plications) and we begin to taste a royal freedom; but when there
is an inner disorder, mental or vital, we find thar this disorder
irresistibly calls in annoying outer circumstances, the intrusion of
an iliness or an accident. The reason for this is simple: when we
are in 2 bad inner state, we emit 3 certain type of vibration which,
automatically, calls up and contacts all the other vibrations of
the same type, at all levels of our being; it is a general jamming
which disturbs all the outer circumstances and makes everything
go wrong. And not only does the bad inner state canse a jamming
but it weakens the circumconscient protecting envelope we have
mentioned; that is, instead of being guarded by a certain vibratory
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intensity, we are left open, vulnerable—there is nothing better
than a vibration of disorder to make holes in cur protecting
envelope or rather to decompose it—and anything may enter,
Besides, this bad inner state is contagious: there are people who
always draw accidents or troubles. When we have undergone ten
times, 2 hundred times, the same experience, which may range
from the common cold or a commonplace fall to a serious accident,
according to the inner state, we come to know well that neither
our body nor the so-called “luck” have anything to do with all this,
and that the remedy too is not in any outer drug but in the
recovering of the right atritude, in the inner order, in the con-
sciousness. If the seeker is conscious, he can pass through the
midst of any epidemic, drink all the dirt of the Ganges if it so
please him, nothing will touch him, for what conld touch the
awakened Master! Bacteria and viruses have been isolated but
we have not understood that they are only the agents and that
the illness is not the germ but the force which makes use of it and,
if we are clear, all the viruses of the world can do nothing to us
because our inner force is greater than this force or, better, because
our being vibrates at an intensity too high for that low intensity.
Only the similar can enter the similar. And this is also why cancer
may be eliminated, for instance, after other medieval maladies
have been eliminated, but the forces of illness will not be elim-
inated and they will make use of something else, of another agent,
another virus, ence their present medium has been tracked down.
Qur medicine touches only the surface of things, not the source,
There is but one illness, inconscience. At a more advanced stage,
when we have established sufficiently well the inner silence and
are capable of perceiving mental and vital vibrations as they enter
into our circnmconscient, we shall be able to perceive similarly
the vibrations of illness and to throw them cut before they enter:
If you can become conscious of this environmental self of yours,
wrote Sri Aurobinde to a disciple, then you can catch the thought,
passion, suggestion or force of illness and prevent it from entering
into you.®

Two other categories of illness need yet to be noted, illnesses
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which are not related directly to our errors: those which come
from a subconscious resistance [we shall speak of this later with
the purification of the subronscient} and those which may be
called “yopic illnesses”, which come from a rift between the
development of the higher stages of onr consciousness and the
development of our physical consciousness, It may happen that
our mental or vital consciousness widens considerably and receives
new intensities whilst our physical consciousness still lags behind
in the old vibratory movement and cannot bear this increased in-
tensity. This leads to an upserting of equilibrivm which may bring
an illness, not through the intrusion of an cuter agent, a microbe
or some virus, but through a rupture in the normal relations between
the inner elements: allergies, colloidal disorders of the blood, etc.
or nervous and mental troubles. Here we border on the problem
of the receptivity of matter to the higher forces of consciousness,
one of the big problems of the supramental yoga. In any case,
this is one of the reasons why Sri Aurcbindo and the Mother insist
so much on the development of our physical basis; without this, we
may go into an ecstasy and shoot up straight into the Absolute, per-
haps, but not bring down the intensities and the amplitude of the
Spirit into our “Jower” kingdom, mental, vital and material, to
create there a divine life,

Independence from the Body

The consciousness can then be independent of the sense-organs,
independent of illness, independent to a larpe extent of focd and
sleep, when it has discovered the inexhaustible reservoir of the
great Force of Life. And it can be independent even of the body,
When the current of consciousness-foree in us is sufficiently indi-
vidualised, we find that not only can we detach it from the senses
and the objects of the senses but also from the body, In our
meditations first of all, for this is the first field of training before
the natural mastery comes, we cbserve that this consciousness-
force becomes particularly homogeneous, compact, and that after
disengaging itself from the mind and vital, it withdraws itself
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slowly from all the rustlings of the body which becomes perfectly
still like a transparent block or like something that occupies no
place, has no weight, something almost inexistent; the respiration
becomes more and more imperceptible, the beatings of the heart
more and.moze delicate; then, suddenly, there is an abrupt break-
ing free and we find ourselves “elsewhere,” outside the body.
This is what s called ir technical language “exteriorisation’”.

There are all kinds of “elsewheres”, as many as the planes of
consciousness (already we know the universal Mind and the uni-
versal Vital), but the most proximate elsewhere which borders
our physical world and resembles it with a greater intensity is
what Sri Aurobindo calls the subtle physical. This knowledge is
as old as the world and is not peculiar in any way to the yoga
of Sri Aurobindo; it simply is a part of our integral development
and prepares us for the day when we shall leave our body for
a longer period in what men ignorantly call “death”. This may
be made more clear by the following experience of the subile
physical as it was recounted by a young boy of the Ashram at
Pondicherry when he had pone out for the first time from his
body: “I was stretched out on my easy-chair, in concentration,
when all at once I found myself at my friend’s house; he was
playing music with several others. I could see very clearly, even
more clearly than in the physical, and I moved about very quickly,
without hindrance. I remained there a good while, watching; 1
even tried to draw their attention but they were not conscious,
Then, suddenly, there was something that pulled me, like an in-
stinet: I must go back. T had the sensation of a pain in the throat.
I remember that to come out of their room which was all closed
except for a small opening in the ceiling, my form seemed to
vaporise [because 1 still had a form but it was not as of matter,
it was more luminous, less opaque) and I went out like a smoke
by the open window. Then I found myself back again in my room
near my body and I saw that my kead was lying askew, rigid
against the cushion, and that 1 was breathing with difficulty; I
wanted to re-enter my body,—impossible. This time I was sefzed
with fear. I entered by the legs and then, having come as far as
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the knees, it was as if | was slipping out; twice, thrice, thus; the
consciousness climbed up, then slipped out like a spring. I told
myself: If only [ could turn over this stool (there was a small
stool under my feet), it would make a noise and [ would wake
up! Nothing doing. And I breathed more and more heavily. [
was terribly afraid. Suddenly [ remembered Mother and 1 called:
Mother! Mother! and I found myself back in my body, awake,
with & stiff neck.” Thus, after many cycles of burial and awaken-
ing and innumerable shocks which compel it to remember itself
and get hold of itself and close itself in to grow up sheltered,
the consciousness, having become a formed individuality, breaks
its shell and affirms its independence. This independence, writes
Sri Aurobindo, will come to be so much the normal attitude of
the whole being to the physical frame that the latter will feel to us
as if something external and detachable fike the dress we wear or an
instrument we happen to be carrying in our hand. We may even
come o feel that the body is in a certain sense non-existent except
as a sort of partial expression of our vital force and of our mentality.
These experiences are signs that the mind is coming to a right poise
regarding the body, that it is exchanging the false viewpoint of the

* Three obeervations may be made, First, that it was by quite en amusing inex-
perience that this boy tried to re-enter his body “by the legy™ — it iy not sur-
prising that he had so much trooble. It §8 generalty through the heart-centre thaet
obe goes it and returms. One mey elso go out through the top of the head, but
this is scarcely recommended. When the vogis wish to Ieeve their bodies defini-
tivels {what is called in India iccha-mrityy, or death at will), they go out through
tke top of the herd. Then we cbserve that when one i exteriorised, the body grows
cold, the cirenlation it redoced 1o & munimum; this chiliing may go as far as a com-
plete crtalepsy with all the outer signs of death, according to the “distance™ of the
conscipusness in reletion to the physical Jevel, This is an opportunity to verify very
concretely that if the consciovsness withdraws, the force withdraws, because it is
the satne thing, When wa swoon the comsciousness withdraws also, because we can-
tot beat certain intensities, bt as we have oot learnt 10 bujld 2 covscious bridge
between our verious states of being, our involuntary redreat is translated by a blank.
The lest observation is that the single fact of remembering his Master, thet is, bere,
the Molher, was suificient to restore otder in the disorder of fear and to help the
disciple to make the corract movement for re-entering the body: by thinking of
the Mother, he instantanecusly switched on the true vibration, which put every-
thing straight. Here is, roughty, one of the mechenisms of the protection ot help
of the Master to the disciple.
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mentality obsessed and captured by physical sensation for the view-
point of the true truth of things.* For the true viewpoint, always,
is that of the Master, the psychic, the Spirit in us—each time
we feel an impossibility or a limitation, a barrier, we may be
sure it is_gur victory of tomorrow, for if we did not feel the
obstacle we would not be on our way to conquer it, and we are
made to conquer all and live all our dreams, for it is the Spirit
that dreams in us. And the first of these dreams, perhaps, in a
world where bans close down more and more upon us like an
iron cage, is to sail at large, unlimited by the body and the fron-
tiers, Then we no longer need passports, we are the stateless, heirs
of all the nations of the world, without a rubber-stamp; we know
a delightful freedom and wideness of life: O Vastness” . . ., says
the Rig Veda.
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SLEEP AND DEATH

The Planes of Consciousness
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B his body or of consciously widening his mind or
veeos IVW| vital but many do it unconsciously in their sleep,

o (YR NN that s, precisely when the little “1”s of the fron-
I Cepwementyld| ral being are less of a hindrance and less nar-
rowly absorbed in their superficial preoccupations, These var-
ious “I"’s express a fraction of the reality, that seen by the naked
eye, but immense domains stretch far behind; already we have
heard of a universal Mind, a universal Vital, a subtle Physical
behind this physical film; it is a question then of recovering the
integrality of our universal reality. There are three methods or
three stages of doing it; the first, which is at everybody’s disposal,
is sleep; the second, rarer, is conscious exteriorisation or profound
meditation; the third represents an already advanced degree of
development in which everything is simple: it is possible to do
without sleep and meditation and to see in any way, even with
eyes wide open in the very midst of other activities, as though all
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the stages of universal existence were present before our eyes and
aceessible by mere shiftings of the conscousness, somewhat as
when one adjusts his sight from an object that is near-by to a
far off object. Sleep, then, is a first instrument of work; it can
become comscious, more and more consclous, until the moment
we are sufficiently developed to be continuously conscious, here
or there, and when sleep as also death is no Jonger a return to
the vegetative state or a dispersion into our natural components,
but simply a passage from one mode of consciousness to another.
Because, in truth, the line of separation we have traced between
gleep and waking, life and death, answers perhaps to an observa-
tion of external appearances but has no essential reality any more
than the reality of our national frontiers for physical geography
or the-reality of the coloured, fixed, external object for nuclear
physics. In fact, there is no separation except for our inconscience,
and the two worlds {or rather this one and innumerable others)
coexist constantly, are constantly intermingled, and it is only a
certain way of perceiving the same thing which makes us say in
one case ‘] Jive” and in the other “I sleep” or “T am dead" [if we
are conscious enough to notice this) as it is possible in a way to
have different experiences of the same cbject according to the
particular level from which it is seen, sub-atomic, atomic, mole-
cular or external—the “elsewhere” is everywhere here. We have
attached a unique and exclusive value to the various symbols
which form our outer physical life because they are found just
here under our nose, but they are not more nor less valid than
the other symbols which censtitute our extra-physical life—the
atomic reality of an object does not nullify and is not separated
from its external reality, and vice versa. And not only are the
other symbols as valid as our physical symbols but we understand
nothing, truly, of our own symbols if we do not understand alf
other symbols. Without the knowledge of the other degrees of
reality, our knowledge of the ordinary human world remains as
incomplete and as false as would be a study of the physical world
without a knowledge of molecules, atoms and particles. Nothing
is understood until all is understood.
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There is thus ar infinite gradation of coexistent, simultaneous
realities, upon which sleep opens for us a natural skylight. For
after all, if we get out of the superficial life-death-sleep classifica-
tion to follow an essential classification of the universe, we see
that from top to bottom (if there is such a thing as top and
bottom) this universe is nothing else but a continuum of
consciousness-force or, as Sri Aurcbinde says, a gradation of
vlanes of consciousness which range uninterruptedly from pure
Matter to pure Spirit—subtle Physical, Vital, Mental, Supra-
mental (we may use other words if we like, another terminology,
but the fact remains the same)—and that everything takes place
in the midst of these planes, our life and our sleep and our death;
there is nowhere to go outside this; and not only is everything
located there but everything coexists there, without separation.
Life, death, sleep are simply different stations of the conscicusness
amnidst this same gradation. When we are awake, we receive men-
tal or vital vibrations which are translated into certain symbols,
certain ways of seeing, of understanding or of living; when we are
asleep or “dead”, we receive the same mental, vital and other
vibrations which will be translated by other symbols, other ways
of seeing, understanding or living the same reality. In all these
instances, the key of our existence, here or elsewhere, is always
our capacity of consciousness; if we are unconscious in our life,
we shall be unconscious in every way; death will be truly a death
and sleep truly a torpor. To become aware of these various degrees
of reality is then our fundamental task; and when we have done
this work integrally, the lines of artificial demarcation which sepa-
rate our diverse modes of living will crumble and we shall pass
without break or without a gap in the consciousness from life to
sleep and to death; or, more precisely, there will no longer be death
or sleep as we understand it but various ways of perceiving conti-
nﬂslf the total Reality, and perhaps finally an integral con-
sciousness which will perceive everything simultaneously. QOur
evolution is not over. Death is not a denial of Life but a process

thfe - T

This physical life in a physical body assumes consequently a
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special importance ameng all our modes of living because it is in
this that we become conscious—this is the place of the work, says
the Mother, the point where all the planes meet in 2 body, The
place of the work because this is the zero point, or almest, of the
evolution.and because it is starting from the body, slowly, across
innumerable lives, that a “we”, undifferentiated at first, individu-
alises itself by contacting planes of consciousness more and more
elevated and, on each plane, ever vaster reaches of consciousness,
There are then as many different deaths or sleeps as there are
different lives because it is the same thing: all depends on the
degree of our evolutonary development; and all the degrees are
possible, as in life, from total nullity to the perfectly awakened
and individualised consciousness. No general laws, then, can be
made for sleep and death because all things are possible, At the
most seme lines of development may be indicated.

We are constituted, we have said, of a certain number of
centres of consciousness which range from the top of the head
right down, and that each of these centres, somewhat like a receiv-
ing station corresponding to various wave-lengths, is linked to
different planes of conscicusness from which we receive con-
stantly, unknown to vs most often, all sorts of vibrations, subtle
physical, vital, mental, or higher or lower, which determine our
manner of thinking, feeling, living, the individual conscicusness
being like a filter and selecting certain vibrations rather than
others in conformity with its milieu, its traditions, its education,
etc. The general principle is that we go at the moment of sleep
or death, by affinity, to the places or planes with which we have
already established a link. But at this elementary stage the con-
sciousness is not truly individualised, though it may be very refined
and cultured mentally; it thinks more or less what everybody
thinks, feels what everybody feels and lives as everybody lives; it
is simply a temporary aggregate which has no other continuity
than that of the body around which it is centred. When this
corporal centre dies, everything gets scartered into small vital,
mental and other fragments which go and rejoin their respective
environments beczuse they have no longer a centre. And when
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this centre is asleep, all is more or less asleep because the non-
cotporal and mental elements do not exist truly except in relation
to the corporal life and for it. In this embryonic state, then, the
consciousness falls back into the subconscient when it is asleep
(using the word as Sri Aurobindo uses it, in the erymological
sense, that is, that which is historically sub-conscient, not below
the level of our waking consciousness, but below the conscious
stage of the evolution, as in animal or plant®), in other words the
consciousness returns to its evolutive past which may send it ali
sorts of chaotic images fabricated by the fanciful combination of
innumerable fragments of memories and impressions unless it
continues in a more or less unregulated way its habitual waking
activities; from there the consciousness sinks into a more distant
past, vegetative or larval, which is, truly speaking, its sleep, as that
of plants and animals. Many stages will be necessary before the
true centre, the psychic, and its consciousness-force are formed
and give some coherence and continuity to this volatile amalgam.
Bur from the moment the body stops being the principal centre
and cne begins to have an inner life independent of physical «ir-
cumstances and of the physicat life and, above 2ll, when one does
Yoga which is a process of accelerated evolution, life truly changes,
death also and sleep also—one begins to exist. This is even the
first thing noticed, as if external visible changes were preceded
by inner mutations of a more subtle order which are translated
notably into dreams of a particular kind. We pass from animal
sleep to a conscious sleep or sleep of experience and from a rotting
death to a death which lives. The partiions which broke up cur
integral life crumble. Instead of being thrown into a complete
dispersion for want of a centre, we have found the Master and
caught the thread of the consciousness-force which links all the

stages of the universal reality.

Sleep of Experience

There are many degrees in this new sleep, according to the
development of our consciousness, from the rare spasmodic
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flashes on one plane or another to a continuous vision, master of
itself, which can move at will from bottom to top or from top to
vottom," wherever it deems best. All depends here 100 on ow
waking consciousness, Normally, through an affinity we go to
the planeg with which we- have established a link: the wvital,
mental or other vibrations we have accepted and which are trans-
lated ir us into ideas, aspirations, desires, baseness or nobiliry,
constitute this link and, when out of the body, we go to the source—
an extracrdinarily living and striking source; our mental and vital
translations in the physical world seem poor and almost abstract
beside this original there. Then we begin to become aware of
immense, inmumerable worlds which penetrate and envelop and
overshadow our little terrestrial planet and which determine its
destiny and ours. It is evidently not possible to describe these worlds
in a few pages nor even in several volumes; one may as well wish
te describe the earth by a glimpse of Normandy. Besides, we do
not intend to describe them but to give only some indications to
help the seeker to check up with his own experience. The essential
quality for this exploration, as Sri Aurobindo often insisted, is a
clear austerity and the absence of desire, the silence of the mind,
otherwise we become the toy of all sorts of illusions. Patently,
throngh repeated experiences, we learn first to recognise on
what plane our experience takes place, then, on what level of
each plane. This localisation is as important for cur inguiry as to
distinguish on the earth the nature of the milieu where we find
ourselves and the country through which we travel, Then we learn
to understand the meaning of our experiences; this is a foreign
language and even several languages together which we must
assimilate without mixing up with them our own mental rongue;
one of the big difficulties, actually, comes from the fact that the
mental is the only terrestrial language we know and its transcrip-
tions when we awske tend unconsciously to jam or deform the

» We yse here o tri-dimensional language which has no drue sense, for there is
neither within nor without, por top nor bottom; cur mental language s flat, phote-
graphic, 2nd does not express much of the reality of the world, but what i§ 10 be
done?
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purity of the experience, If no enlightened guide is there who can
unravel this complicated skein, it is necessary to learn to remain
as silent as possible mentally when waking and to feel intuitively
the meaning of these other languapes; this is acquired quite
quickly as the consciousness develops and the experiences multi-
ply. It is at the beginning like a virgin forest or a Chinese market-
place, everything seems the same; then, after some menths, some
years, one ends up by recognising roads and faces, places, signs,
and 2 more crowded diversity than on earth,

But how to remember one’s sleep? For most people it is an
absolute blank—a joint is missing. In fact, there are a number of
joints or bridges, as the Mother says—as though we were made
of a series of countries linked each to each by a bridge. It is pas-
sible then that we may easily keep the memory of certain parts of
our being and their travels whilst others are left in oblivion for
want of a bridge with the rest of our consciousness. When one
passes across this void or this ili-trained part of the consciousness
one forgets (this is what generally happens to those wha fall into
an “ecstasy’”’; we shall come back to it). In principle, a suffi-
ciently developed being travels through the whole gamut of the
planes of consciousness in his sleep and poes right up o the
supreme Light of the Spirit, Sat-Chit-Anands, most often uncon-
sciously, and those few minutes there are his real sleep, the true
repose in the absolute relaxation of Joy and Light. 5ti Aurobindo
used to say that the real justification of sleep is the spontaneous
rejoining with the Source and being reinvigorated there. From
there we come down slowly through all the planes, Mental, Vital,
subtle Physical and Subconscient {the last we remember most
easily) and each part of our being has there its corresponding
experiences. In the midst of each plane there are also many zones,
each with a bridge. The chief difficulty is in establishing the very
first bridge, that with the external waking congciousness—and
there is but one way: a tatal immebility and a complete silence
at the moment of awakening. If one turns over or stirs ever so
little, all vanishes or rather everything is covered up by little rip-
ples on the great lake of sleep and nothing is seen any more; and
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if one begins to think, not little ripples but muddy swirls veil
everything; thought has nothing to do in this affair, it is not with
the mind one ought to try to remember, One must remain leaning
over this vast tranquil lake as in an objectless but very sustained
contemnplagion, as though this dark blue thickness had to be
pierced through sheer gazing at jt. And suddenly, if we persevere
sufficiently long, we see an image float up under our eyes or per-
haps just a trace, a breath as of a far land loaded with fragrance,
very familiar, but uncapturable. Then we have not to precipitate
ourselves upon this trace, for it will immediately vanish, bur let
it lirtle by little, of its own accord, grow clear, take shape, and
finally we shall get back a scene. When we have canght the
thread well, it is sufficient in principle to pull slowly, without trying
to think about it, without seeking to understand {understanding
will come afterwards; if we start interpreting on the way, we cut
all the communications) and the thread leads ns from country
to country, from memory to memory. Sometimes we remain stuck
for years on the same peint of the route, as if there were a hole in
the memory a few yards away. To construct the missing bridge,
there is scarcely anything to do except be patient and want it
again and again; if one persists, the road will at last be traced, as
in a virgin forest. But the recall on waking is not the only method;
it is possible alsc to concentrate in the evening before going to
sleep, with the will to remember and to wake up at fixed intervals,
once ar twice in the night, to catch the thread ar different levels.
This method is particularly efficacious. We all know it is enough to
want to wake up at a certain hour for the machinery to function
perfectly, almost to the minute; this is what is called “making a
formation”. These formations are like little vibratory nodules
emanated by the will which acquire an independent existence of
their own and do their work very accurately." We may make

« We all make formations, inyoluntarily, with our desires, our thoughts {guad or
bad) and we forget them, burt these formations do not forget, and they come back
two o ten years later, with their work dope, the realisation of the desire, of the
thought, the organisation of circumstances, when we no Jonger think of this; we do
npi even recopnise the result of gur thought and our desires. We are thuy besicged
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formations more or less powerful, more or less durable (which
may be recharged from time to time) for all sorts of purposes and
specially for remembering and for waking up at regular intervals.
And if we persist for months, for years if necessary, we end up by
being automaticaliy alerted each time an important event takes
place on some plane of our sleep. Then, in the sleep itself, we stop,
repeat twice or thrice the memory to register it well, then set out
again, :

In this enormous field of experience it is possible to stress only
some practical points of a peneral order which may strike the
seeker at the beginning of his quest. First of all, ordinary dreams
from the subconscient must be clearly distingnished from experi-
ences. Experiences are not dreams, though we have the habit of
mixing up everything; they are real events in which we have
shared on a particular plane; they are distinguished from ordinary
dreams by their special intensity. All the events of the outer physi-
cal world, no matter how exceptional, seem pale by the side of
these events; these leave 2 profound impression and a more vivid
memory than any of our terrestrial memories, as though we had
suddenly touched a richer mode of living—not necessarily richer
in external representation or in colour, which however may be
of an unbelievable brilliance (specially in the Vital), but in con-
tents. When the seeker on waking has this overbrimming impres-
sion, as of having bathed in a world charged with signs which
want to say more than one thing at a time {our events of the physi-
cal world want to say only one thing at a time, rarely more) and
before which it is possible to remain a long while without exhanst-
ing their meaning, so much do they seem to be charged with
invisible ramifications and terraced depths; or when he has been
present at or shared in certain scenes which seem infinitely more
real than our physical scenes, always so flat, as though they
came up immediately against a hard and slightly photographic
background, he will know he has had a veritable experience and
not a dream.

by elt sorts of smal] living epiities which continues to want to realise themselves
whilst we po longer want them,
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Unreal-seeming yet more real than life,

... truer than things true
If dreams these were or captured images,
Dream’s truth made false earth’s vain realities.?

There is another remarkable thing: the more one rises in the
scale of consciousness, the more the quality of the light changes—
the differences of luminosity are a very sure indication of the
place where one finds oneself and even of the meaning of things
——and there is the whole gamut, from the dirty tones of the sub-
conscient, grey, maroon and black, the vibrating tints of the subtle
Physical, the brilliant colours of the Vital which have always a
shight tinge of hard artifice and tinsel (this is the mast deceptive
region ‘possible), to the lights of the Mind which become more
and more powerful and pure as one rises towards the Origin; from
the Overmind upwards there is a radical difference of vision: the
objects, beings or things seen seem no longer lit up From outside,
flatly, as we are by the sun; they are luminous in themsefves; and
finally it is not so much an “exteriorisation” a3 an ecstasy in a
Light immobile, resplendent, cleared of all the din and the sensa-
tional incidents of the lower planes. When one can enter inte con-
tact with this Light, one reposes as well within a few minuntes as
in eight kours of sleep; it is thus that yogis can do without sleep; it
is also thus that a few minutes of concentration in the day can give
as much rest as a walk in the open air. The body has an unbeliev-
able endurance; it is psychological agitation which tires.

Besides the events of a universal order with which we may be
intermingled, we find that sleep is 2 mine of information about
our own individual state; all the stages of our being are lit up
with an exact light, as if cutside during the waking hours we had
lived like the deaf and dumb or like men of plaster and as if sud-
denly everything awakes to a life more true than life. These
various inner levels can be seen as rooms or as houses of wkich
the least details are revelatory: When one sels out to explore the
inner being, says the Mother, and the different paris which con-
stitute it, one has very often the impression of entering a hall or a
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room end, according to the colour, the atmosphere, the things
there, one has u very clear perception of the part of being that is
visited. Then one may go into deeper and deeper rooms each of
of which has its special character. Or sometimes, instead of rooms
we may find beings of all kinds—an entire little family, indeed a
menagerie—which are the expression of the various forces or
vibrations we have made it a habit to welcome into us and which
constitute ‘our’ nature. And these are not “dream-beings”, these
are real beings whom we shelter: the forces are conscious, the
vibrations are conscious—beings or forces, consciousness or
force, are two simultaneous faces of the same reality. We see thus
in a singularly vivid way what we want or no longer want to
allow in us.

Another observation will strike the secker by its almost daily
recurrence. He will find, too late, that he had during the night the
exact premonition of all the impartant psychological events which
took place in the day. First he will think it pure ¢oincidence or he
will not see much of a link, then, after this has been repeated
hundreds of times, he will begin to be on his guard and at last
when he is quite awake, he will be able to see what is coming and
take protective measures beforehand. For example, we have under-
gone a crisis of depression in the day or have been seized by a
violent fit of anger, have had & movement of revolt, a sexual
obsession, etc. or, to take an example of an apparently different
order, we have just missed falling down twice or thrice and break-
ing a limb or have caught a fine fever—and we find that each of
these little incidents, quite banal, corresponds exactly to other
incidents, most often symbolic (symbolic because it is net the
exact fact but a menta! transcription on waking) of which we
have had the experience the preceding night, whether we were
attacked in “dream” by an enemy, mixed up in untoward events,
or saw at times exactly all the details which surrounded the psy-
chological scene the next day. It would seem decidedly that “some-
one” was altogether awake in us and very careful to make us
finger tangibly all the whys and all the hidden wheels of ow
psychological life, all the reasons of our falls or our progress. For

[124]



SLEEF AND DEATH

inversely, we can have a premonition of all the happy psycholo-
gical movements which are translated the next day into some
progress, an opening of the consciousness, a lightness, an inner
widening, and we see that the night before there was a certain
light, a certain ascension, the crumbling of a wall or house {(sym-
bolic of our resistances and the mental constructions which
enclosed us). And we shall the more be struck that these pre-
monitions usually are not related to events considered important
on our physical plane, like the death of a parent or a worldly
success [though these premonitions may also come), but to de-
tails without any external importance, quite trivial, but always
very useful for our inner progress. This is the sign that our con-
sciousness is developing; instead of receiving unconscicusly the
mental, vital or other vibrations which go to shape our life without
our knowing anything about them, and which we ingenuously
take for ours {we say this is our anger, our depression, our sexual
obsession or our fever), we shall begin to see them coming; this
will be the visible proof, supported by hundreds of experiences
night after night, that all the play of our frontal nature comes
from outside, from a universal Mind, a universal Vital or from
higher regions if we are capable of switching on to these. And
this will be the beginning of the mastery, fer once we have seen,
and even foreseen, we can change the course of circumstances, The
terrestrial life is the place, simultaneously, of the most rigorous,
the most blind determinism and of conquered liberty-—all depends
on our consciousness. A disciple had written to Sti Aurobindo
relating his “dreams” and this sort of bizarre coincidence between
the noctural and diumnal incidents, Here is the answer: Understand
that these experiences are not mere imaginations or dreams but
actual happenings . . It is o mistake to think that we live physi-
cally only, with the outer mind and life. We are all the time living
and acting on other planes of consciousness, meeting others there
and acting upon them, and what we do and feel and think there,
the forces we gather, the results we prepare have an incalculable
importance and effect, unknown to us upon our outer life. Not
all of it comes through, and what comes through takes another
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form in the physical—though sometimes there is an exact corres-
pondence; but this little is at the basis of our cutward existence.
All that we become and do and bear in the physical life is pre-
pared bekind the veil within us, It is therefore of immense impor-
tance for a yoga which aims gt the transformation of life to grow
conscious of what goes on within these domains, to be master
there and be able to feel, know and deal with the secret forces that
determine our destiny and our internal and external growth or
decline *

Sleep of Action

From animal sleep we have passed to conscious sleep or the
sleep of experience, thence we pass on to the sleep of action; this
is the third stage. For a long time, in fact, however conscious it
may be, our sleep remains a passive state; we are only the wit-
nesses of events, the impotent spectators of what happens in such
and such a part of our being—for always it is just one part of our
being, though we could have the impression, at the moment of
experience, that it is our entire being which suffers, fights, travels,
etc.; even as we may have the impression, when discussing politics
or philosophy with 2 friend, that it is the whole of ourselves
which discusses, whilst really it is only a mental or vital fraction.
As our sleep becomes more conscious, we pass from impressions
to striking realities (where is the “concrete”, on which side the
“objective’’? one wonders) and we see that we are constituted of
an incongruous mass of mental, vital and other fragments which
have an independent existence, with their independent experi-
ences, each on its particular plane. In the night, when the link of
the body is no longer there or the tyranny of the mental mentor,
this independence bursts out in a very remarkable fashion; the
little vibrations agglutinated by us, constituting “‘our” nature,
disperse into small beings of our being which run hither and
thither, and we discover all kinds of unknown folk in us whose
existence we never suspected. I other words, these fragments
ate not integrated around the true centre, the psychic, and not
being integrated, we are powerless to intervene and modify the
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course of circumstances. We are passive, for the real “we’ is the
psychic and the majority of these fragments have no link with the
psychic.

The necessity of integration is seen very quickly if we want to
become the masters, not only here, but there and in every way.
For instance, when we come out of our body and go into certain
regions of the lewer Vital, {(which corresponds to the low zones
of the navel and sex centres}, the part of our being which is
exteriorised in this domain encounters there most often very dis-
agreeable experiences; it is attacked by all sorts of voracious
forces and we have what is conventionally called a “niphtmare”
from which we escape by re-precipitating ourselves as quickly as
possible into our body where we are sheltered. If this very part of
our being censented to integrate itself around the psychic centre, it
could without peril go out into these very regicns, infernal
enough, for it would be armed with a psychic light—the psychic
is a light, it is a fragment of the great original Light; it is enough
that it remembers this light {or the Master, which comes to the
same thing} at the moment it is attacked, for all the adverse
forces to disperse. In remembering, it calls the true vibration
which has the power to dissolve or scatter ail vibrations of a les-
ser intensity, There is even a stage of transition, very instructive,
when helpless we take part in terrible pursuits, for instance; then,
all of a sudden, in its distress this fragment of ourselves remembers
the light {or the Master) and the situation is reversed. In the same
way we can meet on these planes all sorts of people, known or
unknown, near to us or far, living or dead,—the ever-living whom
we name as dead"—who are as if on the same wave-length, and be
the witness or the helpless partner of their misadventures (which
as we know, can be translated into terrestrial events troublesome
for the living—all the blows down there are blows to be received
here; all that happens there prepares what happens here), but if
at the moment of the experience, this {ragment of ourselves which
is with the corresponding fragment of these friends, these unknown
ar “"dead” ones, remembers the Light, that is, if it is integrated
around the psychic, it can reverse the course of the circumstances,
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help a friend or a stranger in distress, a disembodied being to cross
a difficult passage or to come out of a bad place and liberate
himself from certain unhealthy associations (there ate so many
places where we are really prisoners). Here is a single example,
chosen deliberately as a negative one, as banal as possible: X
*dreams’ that she is walking with a friend along the banks of a
pond with {apparently) marvellously clear watets, when suddenly
a snake springs vp from the bottom of the pond and bites her
friend in the throat. She makes several attempts to protect her
friend but then feels afraid and, pursued in her turn by the ser-
pent, flies “back home” (into the body). The next day she learns
that her friend is ill, completely speechless, and she herself is
pursued the whole day by a series of small abortive accidents,
inner and outer. If she had been actively conscious, centred, noth-
ing would have happened, the adverse force would have fled;
indeed there are many instances in which accidents have been
“miraculously’”” avoided because they have been conquered the
night before by a conscientious friend if not by oneself. We can
thus participate usefully in all kinds of activities which prepare
our personal tomorrows or vaster tomorrows according to our
capacities: “A conscious being, no larger than a man's thumb,
stands it the centre of our self; he is Master of the past and the
present . . . he is today and he is tomorrow”, says the Katha
Upanishad (IV. 12, 13}, Numerous experiments must be made,
with verifications whenever possible, to understand to what extent
these dreams are not dreams. There are imprisonments here which
cannot be broken through vntil we have broken the imprisonments
down there. The problem of action is then linked with a problem
of integration.

This integration is all the more indispensable because when
we have no longer a body, that is, when we are supposedly dead,
these fragments have no moare the recourse of re-precipitating
themselves into out body for protection. If they are not integrated,
they suffer much unpleasantness. Here lies, no doubt, the origin
of our stories of hell, which corcern—it cannot be repeated
etiough—only some lower fragntents of our nature, For the lower
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planes (notably the lower Vital, which corresponds to the navel
and sex regions, the most difficult to integrate naturally) are
peopled with famished forces; as it was put by a young disciple
of Pondicherry who, prematurely dead, had come to relate to his
friend in-sleep what had happened on the journey: “Just behind
your world there is no law and order”—a proper British laconism
for hell And he added: I had with me Mother's light (the
Master's) and I crossed over,” As the experience is typical of
many deaths, perhaps it should be made clear that the meeting
of the two friends took place in the higher Vital regions (which
cotrespond to the heart-centre), in the midst of those beautiful
coloured gardens which are often met with there and which con-
stitute one of the innumerable so-called ““paradises” of the other
world-—they are paradises which hang low. Generally, the disem-
bodied one remains there as long as he wishes, then he gets
tired and poes to the place of true rest, into the original Light,
with his soul awaiting the hour of return. To say that an individual
goes to “eternal hell” is a cruel absurdity; how could the sou), that
Light, ever be a prisoner of those low vibrations? As well say
that the infra-red is master of the ultra-violet. The similar goes
with the similar, always and everywhere, down here ot clsewhere,
And what could be “eternal,” truly, except the soul, except joy?
If there were an unending Hell, it could only be a seat of unending
rapture, says Sri Aurcbindo, for God is joy, Ananda and than
the efernity of His bliss there is no other eternity.”

Thus, as our being gets integrated around the psychic, it passes
from a passive to an active sleep, if one may yet speak of “sleep”,
and from a difficult death to an interesting journey or to another
form of work. But here too there are all the degrees according to
the amplitude of our consciousness, from the small acton limited
to a close circle of people, living or dead, whom we know, or the
worlds which are familiar to us, to the universal action of some
great beings whose psychic has in a sense colonised vast stretches
of consciousness, and who by their silent light protect the world.

To end these brief generalities which are, however, mere trials
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for the seeker, a last observation may be made. This is abomut
premonitions. Perhaps it has not been sufficiently pointed out that
the single fact of having a premonition is a fair sign that the
events exist already somewhere before taking place here-—they
de not exist in the air, We who are so scrupulous about material
realities, we grant to the phenoinena of less material worlds the
quite gratuitous benefir of an incoherence or a4 vaguengss which
is the result entirely of our own mind. Now, it is found in experi-
ence that everything is perfectly rational, if not reasonable: not
only is the luminosity more intense as one climbs the steps of
consciousness, but time becomes more and more fast, it covers a
wider and wider space, if we may put it thus, or farther and
farther events (in the future or in the past) and finally one emer-
ges into this still Light in which all is there already. Simultane-
ously, or as a corollary, one observes that according to the plane
of conscicusness where our premoritary vision is located, the
terrestrial fulfilment is more or less near or far. When one sees,
for instance, an event in the subtle Physical which borders our
world, the terrestrial transcription is almost immediate—a few
hours or a day later; one sees an accident and the next day one is
caught in an accident; and the vision is very precise to the least
details. The more one rises in the scale of consciousness, the
farther is the date of the vision and the more aniversal its scope,
but the details of working are less visible, as though the fact
seen was certainly ineluctable (on condition that our vision be
sufficiently free from all egoism), but with 2 margin of incertitude
for the modalities of realisation-—this margin of incertitude repre-
sents in a way the peripeteia or deformations of the truth from
above when it descends from plane to plane to find a terrestrial
realisation. All kinds of interesting conclusions can be drawn
from this observation but specially the fact that the more one is
conscious on the earth, that is, capable of climbing high in the
scale of consciousness and drawing close to the Origin, the nearer
to the earth one brings also the land of the Origin, annulling the
deforming determinisms of the intermediary planes. This may
have rot only considerable individual consequences for the mas-

f130]



SLEEP AND DEATH

tery and transformation of our own life but general resulis for the
transformation of the world. The problem of freedom and deter-
minism has been much discussed, but it is a problem wrongly
viewed. There is not freedom or determinism, there is freedom
and a mamber of determinisms. We are subject to a series of
superimposed determinisms, physical, vital, menral and higher,
says Sri Aurobindn, and the determinism of each plane can modi-
fy or annul the determinism of the immediately lower degree. For
instance, in the microcosm good health and a given longeviry can
be modified by the vital determinism of “our” passions and “our”
disorders, which again can in its turn be modified by the mental
determinism of our will and our ideal, which can be modified
by the greater law of the psychic, and so on. The freedom is to
move bn to a higher plane. Ard similatly for the destiny of the
earth: it is the same forces which move the microcosm and the
macrocosm. And if we, who are decidedly the peint of insertion
of all these determinisms into Matter, are capable of Lifting our-
selves to a higher plane, we contribute automatically to the modi-
tication of all the lower determinisms and to the accession of the
earth to a greater freedom—till the day when through the instru-
mentality of the pioneers of evolution we can lift ourselves to a
supramental plane, which will modify the present destiny of the
world as the Mind modified its destiny somewhere about the
tertiary age. And perhaps, finally—if there is anything final—the
earth will touch the supreme Determinism which is the supreme
Freedom and the perfect accomplishmen:. We are each ane of us,
by cur work of consciousness, agents of resistance to the fatalities
which weigh upon the world and a ferment of the earth’s freedom
or divinisation. For the evolution of consciousness has o meaning

for the earth.
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CHAPTER TEN

THE REVOLUTIONARY YOGI

in aﬂ citcumstances where usualljr it is not, in the midst of his
lectures in French and English at the State College of Baroda,
during his work at the Court of the Maharaja, and more and more
in the very heart of his secret and revolutionary activities. The
hours of the night which were not devoted to the study of his
mother-tongue and Sanskrit or to political work were spent in
writing poetry: “Aurobindo had the habit of writing postry
till one o’clock in the night,” notes kis Bengali teacher, “and con-
sequently he did not get up very early in the morning . . . He would
concentrate for 2 minute before starting, then. poetry would flow
from his pen like a stream.” From poetry Sri Aurobindo went on
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to his experimental sleep. He had married Mrinalini Devi in 1go1
at the age of twenty-nine and wanted her to share his spiritual
lite: I am experiencing all the signs and symptoms, he writes in
a letter found in the archives of the British police. I should like
to take you with me along this path. Mrinalini did not understand;
Sri Aurobindo remained alone. We would search in vain in the
life of Sri Aurchindo for those touching and miraculous stories
which adorn the lives of the great sages or mystics, in vain also for
sensational yogic methods; everything there is apparently so ordi-
nary that one sees nothing there, as in life itself. Perhaps he had
found more miracles in ordinary than in extraordinary things:
With me all is different, all is uncommon, he wrote in a letter 1o
Mrinalini—all is deep and strange to the eyes that see, he was
to say 'in “Savitri” later. And perhaps it is this that he wants us to
discover, through his life, his work, his yoga, all these unknown
riches under the ordinary crust: Our lives fare] & deeper mystery
than we have dreamed.” If we only knew how hollew our “mira-
cles” are, how meaningless, a sort of jugglery for adults!—as soon
as one has a twopence and a half worth of knowledge one sees
easily how they are devised—and how the Truth is so much more
simple than this supernatural technicolour. As he progressed in
his yoga, Sri Aurobindo left all this imagery for what he called a
spiritual realism,® not through any distrust of beautiful images—
he, the poet!—but because he saw that these images would be
more beautiful still if they incarnated on the earth and the supra-
physical became cur normal physical, with the eyes wide open.
This naturalisation of the beyond and the tranguil mastery of life
which Sri Aurcbindo attained were possible only because he
never separated the two worlds: My ewn life and my yoga have
always been since my coming to India both this-worldly and other-
worldly without any exclusiveness on either side, he says in a
letter to a disciple. All human interests are, I suppose, this-
worldly and most of them have entered into my mental field and
some, like politics, inta my life, but at the same time, since [ set
foot on the Apollo Bunder in Bombay, I began to have spiritual
experiences, but these were not divorced from this world but had
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an inner and infinite bearing on it, such as a feeling of the Infinite
pervading tnaterial space and the Immanent inhabiting material
objects and bodies. At the same time 1 found myself entering
supraphysical worlds and planes with influences and an effect
from them upon the material plane, s0 1 could make no sharp
divorce or irveconcilable opposition between what 1 have called
the fwo ends of existence and all that lies befween them. For me
all is Braluman and I find the Divine everywhere*

Problem of Action

It is in his revolutionary activities that we find at first the
spiritual realism of Sti Aurcbindo. A programme was quickly
drawn up in four stages: to awaken India to the concept of
independence, for which journalism and political speeches
were sufficient; to keep men’s minds in a state of constant revolt
—-and he, with another great hero of India, Tilak, was undonbtedly
one of the first at the opening of the century to speak of complete
liberation, passive resistance and non-cooperation (Gandhi did
not come on the Indian political scene till fifteen years later); to
transform the Indian Congress and its timid demands into an
extremist movement parading vrambiguously the ideal of com-
plete independence; and finally to prepare secretly an armed insur-
rectior.. With his younger brother Barin, he began then to organise
guerilla bands in Bengal under the cover of sport and cultural
groups; he even sent a representative to Europe at his own expense
to study the manufacture of bombs. When S$ri Aurobindo said,
I am neither an impotent moralist nor & ‘weak pacifisi” these
words made sense, He had studied sufficiently well the history
of France and of the Ttalian and American revolutions to know
that armed revolt can be right; neither Joan of Arc nor Mazzini
nor Washington were apostles of “non-violence.” When Gandhi's
son came 1o Pondicherry in 120 1o pay him a visit and discussed
non-violence, Sri Aurcbindo answered with this simple, very
matter-of-fact question: “What would you do if tomorrow the
nerthern frontiers of India were invaded?” Twenty years later, in
1940, S5ri Auropindo and the Mother publicly taok the side of the
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Allies whilst Gandhi, in an undoubtedly praiseworthy outburst of
feeling sent an open letter to the English people, adjuring them
not to take up arms against Hitler and to use only “spiritual force”.
It would therefore be well to clarify the spiritual position of Sri
Aurobindawith regard to violent action.

War and destruction, he writes, are not only a untversal prin-
ciple of onr life here in its purely material aspects, but also of our
mental and moral existence. It is self-evident that in the actual
life of man intellectual, social, political, moral, we can make no
real siep forward without a struggle, a battle berween what exists
and lives and what secks fo exist and live and befween oll that
stands behind either. It is impossible, at least as men and things
are, to advance, to grow, fo fulfil and stll fo observe really and
utferly #hat principle of harmlessness which is yet placed before
us as the highest and best law of conduct. We will use only soul-
force and never destroy by war or any even defensive employment
of physical violence? Good, Hhough until soul-force is effective,
the Asuric force in men and nations tramples down, breaks,
slaughters, burns, pollutes, {as we see it doing foday} but then
at its enze and unhindered,; and you have perhaps caused as much
destruction of life by your abstinence as others by resort to wio-
lence . . . It is nof enough that our own hands should remain
clean and our souls unstained for the law of strife and desfruction
fa die out of the world; that which is its root must first disappear
out of humanity.* Much less will mere immobility and inertia
unwilling to use or incapable of using any kind of resistance to
evil, abrogate the lmw; inertia, (tamas), indeed, injures much
more than can the dynamic (rajasic) principle of strife which at
least creates more than if destroys. Therefore, so far as the pro-
blem of the individual's action goes, his abstention from strife and
its inepitable concomitant destruction in their more gross and
physical form may help his own moral being, but it lpaves the
Slayer of creatures unabolished !

The whole evolution of Sri Aurobinde’s thought and of his
practical attitude towards war, from his secret activities in Bengal

* Emphasis ours.
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to his retreat to Pondicherry in 1910, turns around the problem of
means: How to assail mpst surely this “Slayer of creatures”, “the
Eater,” as the Vedic rishis called him? And from the independence
of India, Sri Aurobindo passed on to the independence of the
world. Indeed, as he advanced in his yoga, he found more and
more by experience that the hidden forces are not only at the
base of our own psychological diserders but of the disorders of
the world-—all comes from elsewhere, 23 we have seen—and that
if our sbstention leaves unabolished the Slayer of creatures, our
wars do not conguer him either, though it be necessary in practice
t6 501l one’s hands in these. In the very midst of the war of 1914,
Sri Aurobindo noted down with a prophetic force: The defeat of
Germany . . . could not of itself kill the spirit then incarnate in
Germany; it may well lead to a new incarnation of it, perhaps in
some other vace or empire, and the whole battle would then have
to be fought over again. So long as the old gods are alive, the
breaking or depression of the body which they animate is a small
matier, for they know well how to transmigrate. Germany over-
threw the Napoleonic spirit in France in 1813 and broke the
remnants of her Evropean leadership in 1870; the same Germany
became the incarnation of that which it had overthrown. The
phenomenon is easily capable of renewal on a more formidable
scale.” We have found today that the old gods know how ta trans-
migrate. Gandhi himself, seeing all those years of non-violence
ending in the terrible violence which marked the partition of
India in 1647, observed with grief a little before his death: “The
attitude of violence which we have secretly harboured now recoils
on us and makes us fly at each other’s throats when the question
of distribution of power arises . . . Now that the burden of sub-
jection is lifted, all the forces of evil have come to the surface.”
For neither violence nor non-violence poes to the root of the Evil.
And in the midst of the war of 1940, even while Si Aurcbindo
publicly stcod on the side of the Allies,' because, tn practice, it

= At the risk of jncurring the censurs of his compatriots (it must be remembersd
that India had suffered snough under the deminztion of the Hritish not to be dis-
intzrested in their fste in Europe under the Germian attack.)
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was there that action was necessary, he wrote to a disciple: You
write as if what is going on in Europe were g war befween the
powers of the Light and the powers of Darkness—but that is no
mare so thaw during the Great Wor. It s a fight between two
kinds of Ignorance . . . The eye of the yogin sces not only the out-
ward events and persons and causes, but the enormous forces
which precipitate them into action. If the men who fought were
instruments in the hands of rulers and financiers, etc., these in
turn were mere puppets in the cluich of these forces, When one is
habituated to see the things behind, one is no longer prone fo be
touched by the outward aspects—or to expect any remedy from
pelitical, institutional or social changes.® Sri Aurobindo had become
aware of these “enormous forces” behind and of the constant
infiltration of the supraphysical into the physical; his energies no
Ionger turned around a moral problem, finally so superficial—
violence er non-violence—but around a problem of efficacy; and
he saw clearly, always through experience, that to cure the world’s
evil it is necessary to cure first “what is at its roots in man” and
that ane can cure nothing outside if one does not first cure within,
for it is the same thing; one rannot master the without if one does
not master the within, for it is the same thing; one cannot trans-
form outer matter without transforming our inner matter, for it
is again and always the same thing——there is but one Nature, but
one world, one matter and so long as we go at it the wrong
way, we shall arrive at nothing. And if we find the remedy
difficulr, then there is no hope for man nor for the world, for
all our outer panaceas and our rose-water moralities are ultimately
doomed to nothingness and to destruction by these hidden powers:
The only way out, says Sri Aurobindo, is through the descent of a
consciousness which is not the puppet of these forces buf is greaker
than they are and can force them either to change or disappear.®
It was towards this new consciousness, the supramental, that Sri
Aurobindo was on his way in the very midst of his revoluti:+.ary
work.
... We may find when oll the rest has foiled
Hid in ourselves the key of perfect chatige.?

[137]



SK]1 AUEQBINDOQ CE THE ADVENTURE OF CONSCIQUSNESS

Nirvana

In 1906 Sri Aurobindo left Baroda State to plunge into the
heart aof the political agitation in Calcutta. The mistakes of Lord
Curzon, governor of Bengal, had precipitated the wrath of the
students; it was the moment of action. With another great nation-
alist, Bepin Pal, Sri Aurobindo Jaunched an English daily, Bandé
Mataram ("1 bow to Mother India”), which was the first news-
paper to proclaim publicly the goal of complete independence and
to contribute powerfully to the awakening of the whole of India;
he founded an extremist party, established a programme of national
action: boycatt of British goods, boycott of British law-courts,
boycott of British schools and universities. He became the princi-
pal of the first National College in Caleutta and agitated so much
that less than a year later he was under arrest. Unhappily for the
British, the articles and speeches of Sri Aurobindo were legally
unassailable; he did not preach racial hatred, did not even attack
the government of His Majesty, simply he proclaimed the right of
nations to independence. The prosecution fell through for lack
of evidence; only the printer, who did not know a single word of
English, was sentenced to six months' jail. This narrow escape
made Sri Awrcbindo famous: he was henceforth the recognised
leader of the nationalist party and came torward from behind the
scene where, however, he would have preferred to remain: I do
not care a button about having my name in any blessed place, he
was to say later; I was neoer ardent abowt fame even in my
political days; I preferred to remain behind the curtain, push
people without their knowing it and get things done.’ But it would
be wrong to imagine a fanatical Sri Aurobindo; all his contem-
poraries were struck by this “calm young man who with a single
word silenced a tumultuous meeting””. It was in the midst of this
external bubbling, in between political meetings and the news-
paper to bring out every moming, and under the constant threat
of the secret police, that on the 30th December, 1907, Sri Auro-
bindo met a yogi by the name of Vishnu Bhaskar Lele, who was
to bring him a paradoxical experience in his already paradoxical
life,
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This was the first time 511 Aurobindo was meeting a yogi, at
least voluntarily, after thirteen years in India! It would be enough
to say that he distrusted asceticism and spiritualists. His first
requisition is, besides, typical: I want fo do Yoga but for work,
for action; not for sannyasa (rencuncing the world} and Nir-
vana." Lele's reply is strange and deserves to be remembered:
“It would be easy for you as you are a poet” The two men
retired to a solitary room for three days. Thenceforth the yoga
of Sri Aurcbinde was to follow an unforeseen curve which
seemed to take him further away frem action, but only to Jead
him to the secret of action and of changing the world. The first
result, writes Sri Aurobindo, was a series of tremendously power-
ful experiences and radical changes of comsciousness which he
had never inkended. . . and which were quite contrary fo my own
ideas, for they made me see with a stupendous intensity the world
as a cinematographic play of vacant forms in the impersonal
universality of the Absolute Erahman.™

In the enormous spaces of the self
The body now seemed only o wandering shell ..

In a moment, the whole integral yoga of Sri Aurobindo crumbled
down, all his efforts ar mental, vital and physical transformation
and his faith in a perfect terrestrial life were annulled in an
enormous [lusion—nothing remained now except empty forms.
It threw me suddenly into a condition above and without thought,
unstained by any mental or vital movement; there was no ego, no
real world—only when one looked through the immobile senses,
something perceived or bore upon its sheer silence a world of
empty forms, materinlised shadows without true substance. There
was 1o One or many even, only just absolutely That, featureless,
relationless, sheer, indescribable, unthinkable, absolute, yet supre-
mely real and solely real. This was no mental realisatior nor
something glimpsed somewhere above——no abstraction—it was
positive, the only positive reality—although not a spatial physical
world, pervading, occupying or rather flooding and drowning this
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semblunce of a physical world, leaving no room or space for any
reality but ifself, allowing nothing else to seem at all actual, posi-
tive or substantial . . . What it {this experience) brought was an
inexpressible Peace, a stupendous silence, an infinity of release and
freedom.™ At the first shat, Sri Aurcbindo had entered into what
the Buddhists call Mirvana or the Hindus the Silent Brahman,
That; the Tao of the Chinese, the Transcendent, Absolute, Imper-
sonal of the Westerners. He had reached that famous “liberation”
(mukti) which is considered the “summit” of the spiritual life-—
what could be there then beyond the Transcendent? And Sri
Aurobindo verified the words of the great Indian mystic, Sri
Ramakrishna: “If we live in God, the world disappears; if we live
in the world, God exists no longer’’; the gulf batween Matter and
Spirit he had tried to bridge had opened again under his unsealed
sight; the spiritualists were right, in the West as in Asia, for assign-
ing as the sole destination of man’s effort a life beyond—paradise,
Nirvana or liberation—elsewhere, not in this vale of illusion or
of tears. The experience of Sri Aurobinde was there, irrefutable
under his eyes. |

But this experience which is considered final was to be for
Sri Aurobindo the starting point of new experiences, much higher,
which reintegrated in a total Reality, continuous and divine, the
truth of the world and the truth of the beyond. We are here before
a central experience the understanding of which is of importance
to the very meaning of our existence, for there are two alterna-
tives: either the supreme Truth is not down here, as all the reli-
gions of the world seem to say, and we are wasting our time with
futilities, or there is something other than all we have been tokl.
And the question s all the more important becanse it Is not a
marter of theory but of experience. Here is what 5ri Aurobindo
records: I lived int that Niroana day and night before it began to
admit pther things into itself or modify itself at oll. . . in the end it
began to disappear into a greater Super-consciousness from above
... The aspect of an illusionary world gave place to one in which
Musion is only a small surface phenomenon with an immense
Divine Reality behind it and a supreme Divine Reality above it
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and an intense Divine Reality in the heart of everything that had
seemed at first only a cinematic shape or shadow. And this was no
reimprisonment in the senses, no diminution or fall from supreme
experience, it came rather as a constant heightening and widening
of the Trubh. . . Nirvana in my liberated consciousness turned out
to be the beginning of my realisation, a first step towards the
complete thing, not the sole true aitainment possible or ecven a
culminating finale.®

What then is this Transcendent which seems to be situated not
at the summit but at a very average height? We may say, to usc a
rather plain but true analogy, that sleep represents a transcendent
state when compared with waking but that it is not either higher
or more true than waking, or less true. Simply, it 15 another
state of consciousness. If we withdraw from mental and vital
movements, naturally everything vanishes; when one takes an
anaesthetic, one can feel nothing, as a simpleton would say. We
are inclined naturally to conclude that this immeobile and imper-
sonal Peace is superior to our tumult but, after all, this rumalt
also is entirely of our own making. The superior or inferior does
not depend on the change of state but on the quality or altitude
of our conscicusness in the given state, Now the passage into
Nirvana is not at the summit of the ladder any more than are
sleep and death at the top of the scale; it can occur at any level
whatsoever of our consciousness; it can come about through a
concentration in the mind, a concentration in the vital and even
through a concentration in the physical consciousness; the hatha-
yogi bent over his navel or the Basuto dancing around his totem
can all of a sudden pass elsewhere, if that is their destiny, into
another transcendental dimension where all this world is reduced
to nothingness; so too the mystic absorbed in his heart; so too the
yogi concentrated in his mind, Because in reality one does nof rise
up when one passes into Nirvana—one pierces a hole and goes out.
Sri Aurcbindo had not gone beyond the mental plane whe.s he
had the experience of Nirvana: I myself had my experience of
Nirvana and silence in the Brahman long before there was uny
knowledge of the overhead spiritual planes.” And it was pre-
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cisely after having risen to other superconscious planes that he
had higher experiences than of Nirvana, wherein this illusionist, im-
mobile and impersonal aspect melted into a new Reality embrac-
ing simultaneously the world and the beyond. Such was the first
discovery of 5ri Aurobindo. Nirvana cannot be at once the ending
of the Path with nothing bayond to explore . . . it is the end af the
lower Path through the lower Nature and the beginning of the
Higher Frolution.V

From another point of view we may also ask ourselves if the
goal of evolution is really to get out of it, as the adepts of Nirvana
would believe and all those religions which have fixed a beyond
as the end of our cfforts; for if we go above the sentimental reasons
on which our belief or unbelief is founded and look only at the
evolutionary process, we are obliged 1o note that Nature would have
easily been able to operate this “exit” when we were at an elemen-
tary mental stage and lived yet like instinctively intuitive, open,
malleable beings. The humanity of Vedic times or of the Mys-
teries of ancient Greece or even that of the Middle Ages was
closer to the “exit” than we are and, if this was truly the goal of
evolutionary Nature, granting that evolution does not uncoil itself
haphazardly but according to a Plan, it is this type of man it ought
t0 have cherished; one could easily outleap the intellect,™ as Sri
Aurobindo observes in his Human Cycle, and pass from this
instinctively intuitional stage to an ultra-mundane spiritualism.
The intellect is a perfectly useless excrescence if the goal of evolu-
tion is to get out of it. Now, on the contrary, it seems that Nature
has discountenanced this primitive intuition, has covered it over as
on purpose with a mental layer, thicker and thicker, more and
more complex and universal and more and more useless from
the point of view of the exir; we all know how the marvellous
intnitive efflorescence of Upanishadic India at the beginning of
history or of Neo-Platonic Greece at the beginning of our era
was levelled down in favour of a human mentalisation less high,
certainly, and quite thick, but more general. We can just put the
question without trying to solve it. We ask ourselves if the mean-
ing of evolution is simply to indulge in the luxury of the mind only
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to demolish it later and go back to a sub-mental or non-mental
religious stage or, on the contrary, to develop the mind to the
extreme,” as evolution pushes us to do, until it exhausts its small-
ness and its superfical tumult to emerge into its higher, super-
conscient vegions, at a spiritual and supramental stage where the
Matter-Spirit contradiction will vanish like a mirage and we shall
no longer need to “go out” of it because we shall be everywhere
Within?

It would however be wrong to think that the experience of
Nirvana is a false experience, a sort of illusion of an illusion;
first, because there are no false experiences, there are only incom-
plete experiences, then because Mirvana divests us rather of an
illusion. Our habitual way of seeing the world is warped, it is a
sort of very efficacious optical illusion, as efficacious as the broken
stick in water but as erroneous. We must “cleanse the doors of
perception”’, said William Blake, and Nirvana helps us in the
cleanaing, a little radically, it is true. We see a flat world in three
dimenstons with a multitude of objects and beings separaied one
from another as are the parts of the stick in water, but the reality
is quite different when we climb to a higher rung, into the Super-
conscient, as it is alse different when we descend to a lower rung,
to the nuclear stage. The only difference between the broken
stick and our habitual vision of the world is that in ore instance
it is an optical illusion and in the other a serious llusion. We per-
sist in seeing as broken a stick which is whole. That this serious
illusion is adapted to our present practical living and to the super-
ficial level on which our existence unrolls itself is perhaps a justi-
fication of the illusion but it is also the reason why we are powerless
to master life, because to see falsely is to live falsely. The scientist
who is not troubled by the vision of appearances sees better and
masters better but his vision also is incomplete and his mastery
urtcertain; he has not mastered life, not even the physical forces,

» Wa must note that the yoga of Sri Aurcbindo, which seeks to go beywul the
Mind, is supposed to begin at the end of the curve of the intellect and would be
impossible, es we shall see, if al) the intermediate degrees have not been traversed.
To speak of "menta] sience” to an eborigioal of the Fiji lslands or to 1 Breton
peasant would evidently not have much sense.
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he has only made use of certzin effects of these forces, the most
immediately visible effects. This problem of vision is then not only
a problem of agreement; it is not a question of seeing better
so as to have beautiful visions in pink and blue which, besides, are
not so very high, but of having a true mastery of the world and of
circumstances and of curselves, which is of course the same thing,
for nothing is separate. So far, those who have had some access
to this higher mode of vision (there are many rungs) have
scarcely usad it except for themselves or have not known how to
incarnate what they saw because all their effort aimed precisely
2t going out of this incarnation; but this nebulous attitude is not
inevitable. Sri Aurobindo will show us this; he had not prepared
i vain all this basis, material, vital, mental and psychic.

Nirvana represents thus an intermediate stage, useful but not
indispensable, in this passage from the ordinary vision to the
other vision; it divests us of the complete iflusion in which we
live: “As if by an enchantment they see the false 2s the true,”
says the Maitri Upanishad (V1L 10}, Sti Aurobindo does not use
the word illusion, he simply says that we live in Ignorance. Nir-
vana rids us of our Ignorance but to fall into another Ignorance,
because the eternal difficulty with men is that they run from one
pole to the other; they believe themselves always obliged to deny
one thing in order to affirm another; hence an intermediary stage
is taken for the end, as so many other great spiritual experiences
have been also taken for an end. Whilst really there is no end but
a constant heightening and widening of the Truth." We could say
that the nirvanic or in general the religious stage, to the extent to
which it is fixed on the beyond, represents a first stage of evolu-
tion, which turns us away from a certain false way of seeing the
world, and that its utility is essentially pedagogic. The awakened
man, truly born, must prepare himself for the next evolutionary
stage and pass from the religious centred on the other world to
the spiritual centred on the Totality. Then nothing is excluded,
all is widened. So the integral seeker must be on his guard, for
inner experiences, touching the intimate substance of our being,
are always irrefutable and final when they occur; they are daz-
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zling at any level—remember Vivekananda speaking of Nirvana;
“An ocean of infinite peace, without a ripple, witheut a breath’’—
and the temptation to anchor there is great, as in an ultimate
haven, We only put down here this advice of the Mother to all
seekers: Whatever be the nature, the power and the marvel of the
experience, you must not be dominated by it to the point of its
governing your entire being . . . When you enter in some way into
coniact with a force or a conscipusness which is beyond yours,
instead of being entirely subjugated by this consciousuess or force,
you must always remember that this is but one EXperience among
thousands and thousands of others and that, consequently, it is
not in any way absolute. No matter how beautiful it be, you can
and you must have better ones; na matter how exceptional it be,
there ure others which are yet more marvellous; and however high
it be, you can always climb higher in the future,

Sri Aurcbindo lived for months in this Nirvana before emerging
elsewhere. The strange thing is that he could continue in this state
editing a daily, running secret meetings and even making poli-
tical speeches. The first time he was to speak in public in Bombay,
he expressed his difficulty to Lele: He asked me to pray, but 1
was so absorbed in the Silent Brahman consciousness that I could
not pray. He replied that it did not matter; he and some others
would pray and I had simply to go to the meeting and make
Namaskar {bow) to the awdience as Narayan® and wait and
speech would come to me from some other source than the mind.”™
Sri Aurcbindo did exactly as he was told and the speech came as
thaugh it were dictated. And ever since all speech, writing, thought
and outward activity have so come fo me from the same source
above the braim-mind® Sri Aurobindo had made a first contact
with the Superconscient. This speech given at Bombay is, besides,
worth remembering: Try to realise the sirength within you, said
he to the militant nationalists, try to bring if forward; so that ~rery-
thing you do may be not your own doing but the doing of that
Truth within you . . . Because it is nof yow, if is something

 Que of the names of the Supreme,
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within you. What can all these tribunals, what can all the powers
of the world do ta That which is within you, that Immortal, that
Unborn and Lindying One, whom the sword cannot pierce, whom
the fre cannot burn? . . . Him the jail cannot confine and the
gatlows cannoi end, What is there that you can fear when you
are conscious of Him who is within you?™

On the 4tk May 1908, at dawn, the British police came, revol-
ver in hand, co pull him our of his bed. Sri Aurobinda was thirty-
six. An attempt on the life of a British magistrate of Calcutta had
just failed; the bomb had been manufactured in the garden where
Barin, his brother, was training “disciples”.
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ONENESS

Seeme 1 AURDBINDO HAD to pass a year in the jail at
£ ,)-ﬁ Alipore awaiting the verdict, He had had no hand
fy. i in that unsuccessful attempt; the organisation of

g, the rebellion had nothing to do with individual

Ried /bl ot of terrorism. When 1 was arresied and hur-

ried to the Lal Bazar police station | was shaken in faith for a

while, for I could not look inte the heart of His intention. There-

fore 1 faltered for a moment and cried ouf in my heart to Him,

“What is this that kas happened to me? I believed thet I had a

mission to work for the people of my country and until that work

was done, I should have Thy protection. Why then am I here

and on such a charge?” A day passed and a second day and a

third, when a voice came to me from within, “Wait and see”’. Then

I grew calm and <waited, ! was taken from Lal Bazar to Alipore

and was placed for one month in a solitary cell apart from men,

There I waited day and night for the voice of God within me, to
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know what He had to say to me, to learn what T had to do .. . ]
remembered then that a month or more before my arrest, a call
had come to me to put aside alf activity, to go inte seclusion and
to look into myself, so that 1 might enter into closer communion
with Him. I was weak and could not accept the call. My work®
was very dear fo me and in the pride of my heart [ thought that
unless I was there it would suffer or even fail and cease; therefore
I would not leave if. It seemed fo me that He spoke to me again
and said, “The bonds you had not the strength to break, I have
broken for vou, because it is not my will nor was it ever my inten-
tion that that should continue. | have had another thing for you
te do and it is for that I have brought you here, to teach you what
you could nof learn for yourself and to train you for my work”.}
This “wark’’ was to be the realisation of the cosmic consciousness
or Oneness and the exploration of planes of consciousness above
the ordinary mind, or the Superconscient, which was to put Sri
Aurobindo on the trail of the Great Secret. What happened to me
during thet period I am not impelled to say, but only this that
day after day, He showed me His wonders . . . That knowledge
He gave ioc me day after day during my fwelve months of
imprisonment.”

Cosmic Consciousness

Sri Aurobindo had lived for months in 2 sort of phantasmageric
and empty dream standing out against the one static Reality of the
Transcendent; however, strangely enough, it was in che midst of
this Void and as if coming out of it that the world once again
burst forth with a new face, as though it were necessary
each time to lose all in order to rediscover all in a
higher integer: Overpowered and subjugated, stilled, liberated
from itself, the mind accepts the Silence itself as the Supreme, But
afterwards the seeker discovers that all is there for him contained
or new-made . . . then the void begins to fill, there emerges out of
it or there rushes into it all the manifold Truth of the Divine, gl

s For the liberation of India.
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the aspects and manifestations and many levels of o dynamic
Infinite.” Having seen only a static Infinite, we have seen but one
face of God, and we have excluded Him from the world (and
perhaps it is better to have a world empty of God as we say than
a world full of a solemn and judge-like God), but when the
Silence has washed away our solemnities, both small and great,
leaving us for a time caught in a pure whiteness, the world and
God are there once again at every step and at every point as
though they had never been separated except by an excess of
materialism or spiritualism, It was in the courtyard of Alipore
that this new change of consciousness set in, during the hour of
walking: [ looked at the jail that secluded me from men and it
was no longer by its high walls that T was imprisoned; no, it was
Vasudeva' who surrounded me. | walked under the branches of
the tree in front of tmy cell but it was not the tree, I knew it was
Vasndeva, 1t was Sri Krishna* whom I saw standing there and
holding over me his shade. I looked at the bars of my cell, the
very grating that did duty for a door and again | se Vasudeva,
It was Narayana* who was guarding and standing sentry over me.
Or I lay on the coarse blankets that were given me for o courh
and felt the arms of Sri Krishna around me, the arme of my Friend
and Lover . .. I looked at the prisoners in the jail, the thieves, the
murderers, the swindlers, and as I looked at them I smw Vasudeva,
it was Narayana whom 1 found in these darkened souls and
misused bodies ¥ This experience was never to leave Sri Aurobindo.
During the six months the trial lasted, with its two hundred odd
witnesses and its four thousand filed docunents, 5ri Aurcbindo
was every day shut up in an iron cage in the middle of the court,
but it was no longer a hostile crowd that he saw nor the judges:
When the case opened . . . 1 was followed by the same insight.
He said fo me, “When you were cast info jail, did not your heart
fail and did you not cry out to me, where is Thy protection? Look
now af the Magistrate, look now at the Prosecuting Counsel”’. [
looked and it was not the Magistrate whom | saw, it was Vasudeva,

* One of the names of the Divime.
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it was Narayana who was sitting there on the bench. 1 locked at
the Prosecuting Counsel and it was not the Counsel for the prose-
cution that I saw; it was Sti Krishna who sat there and smiled.
“Now do you fear?” he said, I am in all men and I overrule their
actions and their words” " For, in truth, God s not outside His
world, He has not “created” the world-—He has become the world,
says the Upanishad: “He became knowledge and ignorance, He
became the truth and the falseheod . . . He became all this what-
soever that is” (Taittirtva Upanishad T1. ). “This whole world is
filied with beings who ate His members,” says the Swetaswarara
Upanishad (TV. 10). All fo the eye that sees is One, fo a divine
experience all is one block of the Divine."

We are inclined to believe that here is an altogether mystical
vision of the universe without anything in common with the hard
reality of things; at every step we come up against ugliness, against
evil; this world is full of suffering, it brims over with obscure cries;
where then is the Divine in all this?-—the Divine, this barbarity
ever ready to open its camps of torture? the Divine this sordid
egoism, this villainy which hides or spreads itselff God is pure of
all these crimes, He is perfect, He cannot be all this——neti neti—
God is so pure that He is not of this world, there is no place for
Him in all this squalor where already we are stifling! We must look
existence in the face if our aim is fo grrive at a right sclution,
whatever that solution may be. And to look existence in the face
is to look God in the face; for the two cannot be separated . , . This
world of our battle and labour is a fierce dangerous destructive
devouring world in whick life exists precariously and the soul and
body of man move among enormous perils, g world in which by
every step forward, whether we will it or no, something is crushed
and broken, in which every breath of lifc is a breath too of death.
To put away the responsibility for all that seems to us evil or
tertible on the shoulders of a semi-omnipotent Devil, or to pui it
aside as a part of Nature, making an unbridgeable opposition
between world-nature and God-nature, as if Nature were inde-
pendent of God, or to throw the responsibility on man and his
sins, as if he had a preponderant voice in the making of this
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world or could create anything against the will of God, are
clumsily comfortable devices . . . We erect a God of Love and
Merey, 0 God of good, a God just, righteous and virtuous accord-
ing ta our own moral conceptions of justice, virtue and righteous-
ness, and il the rest, we say, is not He or is not His, but was made
by some diabolical Power which He suffered for some reason to
work out its wicked will or by some dark Ahriman counterbalanc-
ing our gracious Ormuzd, or was coen the feult of selfish and
sinful man who has spoiled what was made originally perfect by
God . . . We have to Iook couragecusly in the face of the reality
and see that it is God and none else who has made this world in
His being and that so He has made it. We have to see that Nature
devouring her children, Time eating up the lives of creatures,
Death universal and ineluctable and the violence of the Rudra*
forces in man and Nature are also the supreme Godhead in one
of his cosmic figures, We have to see that God the bountiful and
prodigal creator, God the helpful, strong and benignant preserver
is also God the devourer and destroyer. The torment of the couch
of pain and evil on which we are racked is his touch as much as
happiness and sweetness and pleasure. It is only when we see with
the eye of the complete union and feel this truth in the depths of
our being that we can entirely discover behind that mask too the
calm and beautiful face of the all-blissful Godhead and in this
touch that tests our imperfection the touch of the friend and
builder of the spirit in man. The discords of the world are God's
discords and it is only by accepting and proceeding through them
that we can arrive at the greater concords of his supreme harmony,
the summits and thrilled vasinesses of his transcendent and his
cosmic Ananda® . . . For truth is the fountdation of real spirituality
and courage is its soul.”

The wound is then healed which seemed to cut the world for
ever into two between Satan and the heavens as though there
were nothing else but Good and Evil, and yet again the Evil und
the Good, and we in between like an infant coddled and whipped

" Ope of the forms of the Divine.
* Divine joy.
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into virtuous ways." All duality is a seeing in the Ignorance;
everywhere, there is but the innumerable One®—and the “dis-
cords of God” to unfold the godhead within us. Even so, an abyss
yet remains between this imperfection, perhaps divine, and the
ultimate Perfection; this cosmic Divine, is he not a rather thinned-
out Divinef is it not elsewhere that one must strain, towards an
untainted Divine, transcendent and perfect? If there is an opposi-
tion between the spiritual life and that of the world, it is that gulf
which he (the integral seeker) is here to bridge, that opposition
which he is here to change into g harmony. {f the world is ruled
by the flesh and the deoil, oll the more reason that the children of
Immortality should be here to conguer it for God and the Spirit,
If life is an insanity, then there are so many million souls to whom
there must be brought the light of divine reason; if o dream, yet
it is real within itself to so many dreamers who must be brought
either to dream nobler dreams or to awaken; or if a lie, then the
truth has ko be given to the deluded

But our spitit is not at rest; perhaps we accept to see God in
all this evil and suffering, to understand that the obscure Enemy
who torments us is truly the builder of our force, the secret smith
of our consciousness; perhaps we accept to be the "warriors of
the Light” in this darkered world, like the rishis of old, but
precisely why this obscurity? why has He whom we conceive
of as eternally pure and perfect, become this world apparently
so faintly divine; what need had He of Death and Falsehood snd
Suffering? if this is a mask, why the mask, and if an illusion,
why this cruet game? Perkaps it is a benediction after all that the
Lord has not made the world in accordance with our idea of
perfection, for we have s0 many ideas about what is “perfect”,
about what God ought to be and, above all, about what He ought
not to be, that nothing would finaily remain behind in our world
after clipping all the extra fringes, except an enormous Zero which
would not even tolerate the impurity of our existence—or a regi-
mented barrack. Virtue, observes the Mother, has shoays passed
its time in suppressing many elements in life, and if all the virtues
of the different countries of the world were put together, there
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would remain very few things in existence, Because so far we know
only one kind of perfection, that which eliminates, not that which
comprehends 2ll; but perfection is a fotality. Because we see only
one second of Eternity and this second dees net contain all that
we would wish to see and have, we complain and say that this
wortld is ill-made, but if we come out of our second and enter into
the Totality everything changes and we see Perfection in the
making. This world is not finished, it is becoming, it is a progres-
sive conquest of the Divine by the Divine for the Divine, in order
ta become the endless more that we must be.” Our world is in
evolution and evolution has a spiritual meaning:

Earth’s million roads sirugeled towards deity M

What do we know truly of the great terrestrial journey? it appears
to us tortuous, cruel, impure, but we have just been bomn! we have
hardly come out of Matter, muddy, small, suffering, like 3 god
in a tomb who knows no longer and who seeks, who knocks
against everything—Dbut what other birth, what recollected memory,
what rediscovered power does not await us farther down our
road? This world is on its way, we do not yet know the whole
wonder-tale.

Seek Him upon the earth . .

For thou art He, O King. Only the night
Is on thy soul

By thy oun will, Remove it and recover

The serene whole
Thou art indeed . .. '

The Central Being. The Universal Person

“Thou art He”, this is the eternal truth—Taf toam asi, thou art
That. This is the Truth which the ancient Mysteries taught and
the later religions forgot. Having lost the central secret, they fell
into all the aberrant dualisms, substituting obscure mysteries for
the great all-simple Mystery. “I and my Father are one,” said
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Christ, (John 10, 30), “1 am He,”” say the sages of India—so’
hant-—, because this is the truth all liberated men discover, whether
they be of Asia or of the West, of the past or the present. Because
this is the eternal Fact which we all have to discover. And this
“me", this I which declares its identity with God is not that of
any privileged individual—as though there were yet room for a
small personal and exclusive “I” in this triumphant opening, as
though the sages of the Upanishads, the Vedic rishis or the Christ
had annexed for themselves alone the divine parentage-—, it is
the voice of all men fused into one cosmic consciousness and we
are all sons of God.

There are two ways of making this Discovery or two stages.
The first is to discover the soul, the psychic being, eternally one
with the Divine, the little light from that great Light: “The Spirit
who is here in man and the Spirit who is there in the Sun, lo, it i5
One Spirit and there is no other,” says the Upanishad;* “whoever
thinks ‘Other is he and I am other,’ he knows not.™ 1t is this
discovery of the Spirit within that the Vedas, some six or seven
thousand years ago, calied *the birth of the Son”: “The red-
glowing mass of him is seen: a great god has been delivered out
of the darkness” (Rig Veda V. 1.2) and in a language of daz-
zling power the Vedic rishis affirmed the eternal Identity of the Son
and the Father, and the divine transmutation of man: “Rescue
thy father, in thy knowledge keep him safe, thy father wha becomes
thy son and bears thee” (Rig Veda V. 3.5.).

And the moment we are born, we see that this soul in us is the
same in all human beings, and not only in beings but in things,
latent, unrevealed: “He is the child of the waters, the child of the
forests, the child of things stable and the child of things thay
move. Even in the stone he is there” [Rig Veda 1. 70.2). All is
one because all is the One. Did not Christ say, “This is my body,
this js my blood,” choosing these two most material, most earthy

and matter-of-fact symbols of the bread and wine to convey that
this Matter also is the body of the One, this Matter the blood of

% Taittiriva Upamishad X.
b Brihadaranyaka Upanishad 1.4.10.
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God?* And if He had not been already there in the stwone, how
would He have come to be in man, by what mitaculous fail from
the skies? We are the result of an evolution, not of a succession
of arbitrary miracles: All the earth-past is there in (our human
nature) ... the very nature of the human being presupposes a
material and a vital stage which prepared his emergence into
mind and an animal past which moulded a first element of his
complex humanity, And let us not say that this is because material
Nature developed by evolution his life and his body and his animal
mind, and only afterwards did « soul descend into the form so
created . . . for thai supposes a gulf between sou! and body,
between soul and Iife, between soul and mind, which does not
exist; there {3 no body without soul, no body that is not itself a
form of soul; Matter itself is substance and power of spirit and
could not exist if if were anything else, for nothing can exist
which is not substance and power of the Eternal* . . . The dumb
and blind and brute is That and not only the finely, mentally
conscious human or the animal existence. All this infinite becom-
ing is a birih of the Spirit into form ™

When we have opened the doors of the psychic, a first stage of
cosmic consciousness is unveiled. But the growing psychic, the
consciousness-force individualising itself and becoming more and
more compact and dense within, is not for long satisfied with this
narrow individual form; fecling itself one with That, it wants to be
vast like Thar, universal like That, and rediscover its inner Total-
ity. To be and fo be fully is Nature's aim in us . . . and to be fully
is to be all that i5."* We need totality because we are the Totality;
the ideal which beckons us, the goal which guides our steps, is
not really in front; it does not draw us, it pushes us, it is behind—
and before and within. Evolution is the eternal blossoming of a
flower which was a flower from all eternity. Without this seed in
the depths, nothing would stir, for nothing would have need of
nothing—this is the Need of the world. This is our certral being.
This is the brother of light who emerges semetimes when afl seems
lost, the sunlit memory which turns and re-turns us and will give

"+ Sec Sri Aurobindo, Eight Upanishadr, X, X1.
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us no peace until we have rediscovered all our Sun. This is our
cosmic centre as the psychic was our individual centre. But this
central being is not located somewhere at a point; it is at all points;
it is inconceivably at the heart of each thing and embraces all
things at the same time; it is supremely within and supremely
above, and below and everywhere—it is a giant point.”" And when
we have found it, all is found, all is there; the adult soul regains
its origin, the Sen becomes once again the Father or more truly
the Father, who had become the Son, becomes Himself ence more:
There is @ pushing back and rending or a rushing down of the
walls that imprisoned our conscious being; there is a loss of all
sense of individuality and personality, of oll placement in Space
or Time or action or law of Nature; there is no longer an ego, a
person definite and definable, but only consciousness, only exist-
ence, only peace and Bliss; one becomes immortality, becomes
eternity, becomes infinity. All that is left of the personal soul is a
hymn of peace and freedom and bliss vibrating somewhere in the
Eternal 1

We had believed ourselves small and separated from one
arother, a man and a man in the midst of separate things, and
we needed this separation to grow under our shell, else we would
have remained an undifferentiated mass in the universal plasma,
membets of the flock without our own life, Through this separation
we have become conscious; theough this separation we are incom-
pletely conscious; and we suffer, for our suffering is in being
separated—separated from others, separated from ourselves,
separated from things and from all, because outside that single
point where alt things unite.

The only way of pufting everything right is to become conscious
once more; and this is very simple.

There is but one origin.

This arigin is the perfection of the Truth,

for that is the only thing which truly exists.

And by exteriorising, projecting, scattering itself,
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that has produced what we see

and g crowd of little heads, very gentle, very brilliant,
in search of that they have not yet found

but which they can find,

becausezohat they seek is within them.

The remedy is af the centre of the evil."

When we have suffered enough, lives after lives of this long
evolution, grown up enough to recognise that everything comes
to us from outside, from a Life greater than ours, a Mind, a Matter
vaster than ours, universal, the hour comes to find again con-
sciously what we unconsciously were always—a universal Per-
son: Why shouldst thou limit thyself? Feel thyself also in the
sword that strikes thee and the arms that embrace, in the blazing
of the sun and the dance of the earth . . . in all that is past and
all that is now and all that is pressing forward to become. For
thou art infinife and all this joy is possible fo thee.”

Knowledge by ldentity

We may think perhaps that this cosmic consciousness is a sort
of poetic and mystical super-imagination, a pure subjectivity with-
out any practical bearing. But first, we could ask ourselves what
“objective’” and “subjective”’ signify, for if we take the so-called
objective as the scle criterion of the truth, this entire world is in
danger of slipping through our fingers as cur art, our painting
and even our science for the last fifty years do not cease pro-
¢laiming, leaving us only a few crumbs of sure victuals. Certainly
roast beef is more universally verifiable and hence more objective
than the joy of Beethoven's Last Quartets; but we have denuded
the world, not enriched it. Really this is a false opposition; the
subjective is an advanced or preparatory stage of the objective;
when everyone will have verified the cosmic consciousness or even
simply the joy of Beethoven, we shall have perhaps the objective
phenomenon of a less barbarous universe.

& The Mother, in a conversation with the children of the Ashram.
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But Sri Aurobindo was not the man to be satisfied with cosmic
reveries. The authenticity of the experience and its practical effi-
cacy can immediately be verified by a very simple test, the ap-
pearance of a new mode of knowledge, by identity—one knows 2
thing because one is that thing. The consciousness can shift to any
point whatsoever of ifs universal reality, can repair to any being,
any event whatscever and know it there and then, intimately, as
are knows the beating of one’s own heart, because all takes place
within, nothing is outside or separate any longer. But the Upani-
shad has already said: “When That is known, all is known"*
The first symptoms of this new consciousness are quite tangible:
One begins to feel others too as part of oneself or varied repeti-
tions of oneself, the same self modified by Nature in other bodirs,
Or, at the least, ns living in the larger universal self which is
kenceforth one's own greater reality. All things in fact begin to
change their nature and appearance; one’s whole experience of
the world is radically different from that of those who are shuf up
in their personal selpes, One begins to know things by a different
kind of experience, more direct, not depending on the external
mind and the senses, It is not that the possibility of ervor disappears,
for that cannot be so long as mind of any kind is one’s instrument
for transcribing knowledge, but there is a new, vast and deep
way of experiencing, seeing, knowing, contacting things; and the
confines of knowledge can be rolled back to an almost unmeasur-
able degree.™

This new mode of knowledge is not truly different from ours;
indeed, secretly, all experience, all knowledge, of whatever order
it be, from the most material level to the metaphysical heights,
i5 a knowledge by identity—we know because we are what we
know, True knowledge, says Sri Aurcbindo again, is not attained
by thinking. It is what you are; it is what you become.® Without
this secret identity, this underlying absolute oneness, we would
be able to know nothing of the world and of beings; Ramakrishna
crying out with pain and bleeding from the cut of the whip which
lashed the bullock beside him, or the seer who knows that a parti-

* Shandilys Upanishad, I1.2
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cular object is hidden in a particular place, the yogi who cures his
sick disciple hundreds of miles away or Sri Aurcbindo stopping
the cyclone from entering his room, are only striking illustrations
of a natural phenomenon—the natural thing is not separation,
not differgnuiation, it is the indivisible oneness of all things. If
beings and objects were different from us, separated from us, if
we were not in essence this cyclone or this bullock, this hidden
treasure, this sick disciple, not only would we be unable to act
upon them, to fee] them, but they would be quite simply invisible
and inexistent for us. Only the similar can know the similar, only
the similar can act upon the similar. We can know only what we
are: Nothing can be taught to the mind which is not already con-
cealed as potential knowledge in the unfolding soul of the crenture,
So also all perfection of which the outer man is capable, is only o
realising of the elernal perfection of the Spirit within him. We
know the Divine and become the Divine, because we are That
already in our secret nature. All teaching is a revenling, all be-
coming is an unfolding. Self-attainment is the secrel; self-
knowledge and aon increasing comsciousness are the means and
the process,”

We have separated from the world and beings across the mil-
lenniums of our evolution, we have egotized, hardened some
atoms of this great Body, and asserted “we-me-1'" against all the
athers similarly hardened under an egoistic crust; and having
separated ourselves, we could no longer see anything of what was
ourself, formerly, in the great Mother-Unity. Then we invented
eyes, hands, senses, 2 mind to rejoin what we had excluded from
our great Being, and we belicved that without those eyes, those
fingers, that head, we could know nothing; but this is our separa-
tist illusion; our indirect knowledge covers up and hides from us
the immediate knowledge without which our eyes, our fingers,
our head and even our microscopes would be able to perceive
nothing, understand nothing and de nothing. Our eyes are not
organs of vision, they are organs of division, and when the Eye
of Truth opens in us there is no longer any need of these glasses
or these crutches. Our evolutionary journey, finally, is a slow
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reconquest of what we had exiled, a revival of Memory; our pro-
gress is not measured by the sum of our inventions, which are so
many means of artificially bringing back what we have estranged,
but by the reintegrated sum of the world whick we recognise as
ourselves. _

And this is joy—Ananda—for to be all that is, is to have the
joy of all that is.

The bliss of @ myriad myraids who are one®

“Whence shali he have grief, how shall he be deluded, who sees
everywhere the Oneness!"™

* Isha Upanjishad 7.
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CHAPTER TWELVE

THE SUPERCONSCIENT

The Riddle

SEAETARY TRILE CHANGE OF consciousness marks then our
!i::: J voyage on the earth: the discovery of the psychic
—"- '.}5 being or immanent Spirit, the discovery of Nirvana
A& or the transcendent Spirit and the discovery of the
- A S| central being or cosmic Spirit. Here is probably the
true meamng o of the Father-Son-Holy Ghost trinity of which Chris-
tian tradition speaks. We have not to compare the exceilence of one
or other of these experiences but to verify them for ourselves:
Philosophies and religions dispute about the prierity of different
aspects of God and different Yogins, Rishis and Saints have pre-
ferred this or that philosophy or religion. Qur business is not fo
dispute about any of them, but to realise and become all of therm,
not to follow after any aspect to the exclusion of ihe rest, bt to
embrace God in all His aspects and beyond aspect'—this is the
very meaning of the integral yoga. But we may ask ourselves if

there is nothing beyond this triple discovery, for however great
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each may seem to experience, none gives us the integral plenitude
to which we aspire, at least if we consider that the earth also
and the individual ought to form a part of this plenitude, Indeed,
if we diecover the psychic being, it is a great realisation, we become
aware of our divinity, but it is limited to the individual, it does
not break the personal walls wherein we are shut up; if we
discover the central being, this is a very vast realisation, the world
becomes our being, but we Jose at the same time the individual,
for it would be quite erroneous to think that it is Mr, Smith who
is seated in the midst of his cosmic consciousness and who enjoys
the view—there is no longer a Mr. Smith; and if we discover the
Transcendent, this is a very high realisation but we lose both the
individual and the world—there is nothing else but That for ever
beyond this play. We may say theoretically that Father-Son-Haoly
Ghost are one—thecretically one may say anything one likes—
but practically, in experience, each of these changes of conscious-
ness seems to be cut off from the other by a gulf. And so long as
we have not found the path of experience permitting us ro recon-
cile this triple hiatus between the pantheist, the individualist and
the monist, there will not be any plenitude, either for the individual
or for the world. It is not enough for us to find our individual
centre without the totality of the world, or the totality of the
world without the individual, and yet less to find the supreme
Peace if it dissolves the world and the individual-—""1 do not wish
to be sugar,” exclaimed the great Ramakrishna, “1 want to eat
sugar!” In this chaotic, tormenting world, where we must become,
act, bear, we need to be also. Without this being, our becoming
is scattered in the throng. But without this becoming our being
vanishes into a blissful Zero.® And without the individual what
meaning would ali the marvellous realisations have for us, for
we are no longer there. It is this contradicdon that has to be
resolved, not in philosophical terms but in terms of life and power
of action. Till today this reconciliatory path seems inexistent or
unknown; this is why all religions and all spiritualities have put
the transcendent Father at the summit of the hierarchy, outside
this unfortunate affair, and invite us to seek elsewhere the totality
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to which we aspire. However, intuition tells us that if we, beings
in a body, aspite to the totality, it means thar the totality is there,
that it is possible in a body, otherwise we would not aspire to it;
what we call “imagination” does not exist—there is no such
thing as imagination, there are only deferred realities or truths
which await their hour. Jules Verne, in his owr way, wimesses
this, Is there not then another discovery to be made, a fourth
change of consciousness which will change everything?

In his iron cage in the middle of the court-room, Sri Aurobindo
had reached the end of the road; by turns he had realised the
Immanent, the Transcendent, the Universal-—that cage scarcely
enclosed anything more than a body: he was everywhere he wished
to be in his consciousness. But perhaps he remembered an indi-
vidual - Aurobinde who, since Cambridge and the years in the
West, had not stopped gathering consciousness into this body,
and now here was the infinite Consciousness, but this body re-
mained a body among a million others, subject to the same [aws
of Nature, continuing to be hungry and thirsty, perhaps, and ill
at times, like all other bodies, and to advance slowly but surely
towards disintegration. The consciousness js vast, luminous,
immortal, but underneath everything continues, And because he
saw clearly, because he was no longer the dupe of all the masks
superimposed by morality and decency, he saw perhaps also in
the subconscient the animal grimace under the infinite Conscious-
ness and the material grossness intact under the beautiful aurecle
—undemneath everything continues, nothing is changed. Perhaps
he saw still all those other himselfs, behind the cage, which con-
tinued to judge and hate and suffer, Who is saved? Nothing is
saved if all is not saved! And what did this infinite Consciousness
do for all this world, its world? It sees, it knows, but what can it
do? Had he not started on his way, one day in Baroda, for action,
for power? And he looked everywhere in his infinite consciousness,
he experienced the vast joy above, felt joy laugh nude on the rraks
of the Absolute, but what can this joy do if the above 15 not
everywhere below? Below all continues, ali suffers, all dies. He
did not even listen to the judges, he did not reply to the questions
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on which however his life depended, he heard only the Voice
which repeated: I am guiding, therefore fear not. Turn to your
own Work for which I have brought you to jail, and 5ri Auro-
bindo kept his eyes closed in that cage. He was seeking, Was there
not a totality above which could be the totality down below also?
Had the road then come to an end with this golden impotencel’
What was the meaning of all this journey?

The soul, which for some inexplicable reason had descended
into this Matter or rather become this Matter, evolves slowly in
the course of ages; it grows, individualises itselt through its senses,
its mind, its experiences, it remembers more and more its lost or
submerged divinity, its consciousness amidst its force, then dis-
covers itself and finally rerurns to its Origin, transcendent and
nirvanic, or cosmic, according to its destiny and its taste, [s all this
story then only a long and laborious transit of the Divine to the
Divine across the obscure purgatory of Matter? But why this purga-
tory, why this Matter? why did He ever enter into it if it was only
to get out again? We may be told that the cosmic or nirvanic
beatitudes of the end are well worth all the trouble we have raken;
perhaps. but meanwhile the earth suffers; we shine up above in
our sublime beatinude, but the tortures, the iflnesses, death pro-
liferate and batten—our cosmic consciousness does not make an
atom of difference to the destiny of the earth, and still less our
Nirvana. We may be told that others have only to do the same and
awaken also from their error—very well, but yet once again why
this earth, if it is simply to awaken from the error of the earth?
We speak of “the fall”, of Adam and Eve or some absurd sin
which has spoilt what God had created so perfect in the beginning
—but all is God! the serpent of paradise, if there was one, was
God, and Satar and his Pomps and his Works; there is nothing
but He! Would He then be so clumsy thar He falls without know-
ing it or so impotent that He suffers without willing it or so
sadistic that He plays at error to have the bliss of getting out of
His error? is the earth then only an error? For if this earth has no
meaning for the earth, if the suffering of the world has no
meaning for the world, if it is only a feld of transit to purge
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oneself of some absurd fault, then nothing and no one, no ultimate
bliss, no final ecstasy could ever excuse this useless interlude—
God had no need to enter into Matter if it was to get out of it,
God had na need of Death or of Suffering or of Ignorance, if this
Suffering, this Death and this Ignorance did not carry in themselves
their meaning, if this earth and this body finally are not the place
of a Secret which changes everything but the instrument of a
purgation and a flight,

I cltmb not to thy everlasting Day,
Even as | have shunned thy eternal Night . ..
Thy servitudes on carth are greater, king,
Than all the glorious liberties of heaven . ..

» Too far thy heavens for me from suffering men,
Imperfeci is the joy nof shared by all®

But if we yet lock at this enigma, this soul-centre around which
turns all the mystery, we are obliged to see that it does not need
to be “saved” as it is said, it is for ever free, pure, all saved tn its
radiance—the moment one enters within, with the eyes wide
open, one can well see that it is marvellously divine and light,
untouched by all the mud thrown upon it! It is the earth that must
be saved, because it hangs heavy; it is life that must be saved,
because it dics. Where then is the seed of this Deliverance? where
the Power which will deliver? where the true salvation of the
world? The spiritualists are right in wanting to make us taste the
supreme lightness of the soul; but so too the materialists who dig
into Matter and would draw out marvels from that thickness. But
they do not have the Secret, nobody has the Secret. The marvels of
these have no soul and those of the others no body.

The body, yes, which at first seemed only an obscure instrument
for the liberation of the Spirit, is perhaps precisely, paradoxicafly,
the place of an unknown wholeness of the Spirit: These serring
Instrumentals are the key to a secret without which the Funda-
mentals themselves would not wnveil all their mystery.® *Turn to
your own work,” said the Voice, and this Work was not ac all w0
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swim in the cosmic beatitudes but to find down here, in this body
and for the earth, a new path which would bring together in one
and the same consciousness the liberty of the Transcendent, the
living immensity of the Cosmic and the joy of an individual soul
on a perfected earth and in & truer life. For the true change of
consciousness, says the Mother, is that which will transform
the physical conditions of the world and make of it a new creation,

Conditions of the Discovery

If we want "'to transform the physical conditions of the world”,
that ig, the so-called natural “laws” which govern the world’s
existence and ours, and if we want to work out this trapnsforma-
tion by the power of consciousness, two conditions must be ful-
filled: on one side, to work in one’s own individual body without
escaping into the beyond, since this body is the point of insertion
of the consciousness into Matter and, on the other, to discover
that principle of consciousness which will have the power to trans-
form Matter. Now, none of the consciousnesses or levels of con-
sciousness known so far to humanity have had the power to operate
this change, neither mental consciousness nor vital consciousness
nor physical consciousness, as we well know. It is true that by
sheer force of discipline certain individuals have been able to defy
natural laws, o triumph over weight, over cold, hunger, illness,
etc. but first it was a question of individual changes which at
no moment have been transmissible; then these are not truly trans-
formations of Matter: the laws which govern the body remain
essentially what they are; only certain particular effects, apparently
supernatural, are superposed more or less temporarily on the
natural. We may give the example of thar other revolutionary
vogi, companion of Sri Aurcbindo, who was once bitten by a
mad dog; using the force of his consciousness, he checked im-
mediately the effects of the virus and lived on without bethering
about it (let us nate in passing that if this yogi had been in a
perfect state of consciousness he could not have been bitten}.
Then one day, in the course of a particularly stormy political
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meeting, he lost patience and became violently angry with one
of the speakers. A few hours later he died in the terrible pains of
rabies. His power depended only on the contro! of his conscious-
ness and the moment this consciousness gave way everything
rerurned as before because the laws of the body had not been
changed, they had been merely muzzled. Consequently, for the
transformation envisaged by Sri Aurobindo and the Mother, it is
net a question of acquiring “‘supernatural” powers more or less
momentary which plaster the natural, but of changing the very
nature of man and his physical conditioning; it is not a ques-
tion of control, but truly of a transformation. Besides, if we want
a realisation for the entire earth, this new principle of existence
which Sri Aurobindo calls supramental must establish itself defini-
tively among us, in a few of us first, then through radiation in all
those who are ready, even as the mind-principle and the life-
principle have definitively established themselves on the earth. In
other words, the need is to reate a divine supermanhood on the
earth which will no longer be subject to the laws of ignorance,
suffering and decomposition.

The undertaking may seem to us grandiose or fantastic, but
only because we see in the perspective of a few decades; it is
completely in conformity with the eveclutionary line. If we con-
sider, in fact, that all this terrestrial becoming of the Spirit into
forms, all these human births are a growth of the soul or the
Spirit in man, we may doubt whether the Spirit would always be
satisfied with human narrowness, as we may doubt, the joumney
being over, whether It would wish simply te return into its supra-
terrestrial Glory and Joy, whence after all It had no need to come
out—the Light is there, eternal, it is already there, it is always
there, immutable; this is not a conquest for [t—but Matter, here is
a heaven to build! Perhaps, It wants to know this very Glory and
Joy precisely in conditions apparently opposed to its own, in a life
besieged by death, ignorance, obscurity, and in the innumeszble
diversity of the world instead of in a blank unity? Henceforth
this life and this Matter would have a meaning; it would no jonger
be a purgatory or a vain transit towazds the beyond, but a labora-
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tory in which, step by step, through Matter, plant, animal, then
more and more conscious man, the Spirit works out the
superman or god: The soul has not finished what i has to do
by merely developing into humanity; it kas still to develop that
humanity into its higher possibilities. Obviously, the soul that
lodges in a Caribbee or an untaught primitive or an Apache of
Paris or an American gangster, has not yet exhausted the neces-
sity of human birth, has not developed all its possibilifies or the
whole meaning of humanity, has not worked out all the sense
of Sachchidananda in the universal Man; neither has the soul
lodged in a vitalistic European occupied with dynamic produc-
tion and vital pleasure or in an Asigtic peasant engrossed in the
ignerant round of the domestic and economic life. We may reason-
ably doubt whether even a Plato or @ Shankara marks the crown
and therefore the end of the outflowering of the spirit in man. We
are apt to suppose that these may be the limit, because these and
others like them seem to us the highest point which the mind
of man can reach, but thai may be the illusion of our present
possibifity .. . The soul had o prehuman post, if has a superhuman
future.!

Sri Aurobindo is not a theoretician of evolution but a practi-
tioner of evolution. All that he has been able ro say or write on
evolution, has come affer his experience, we have only forestalled
him to explain more clearly his tentative seekings in the Alipore
jail. Now, he saw guite well that this cosmic, beatific im-
mensity was not in truth the place of the work, and thar it was
necessary to go down towards the body, humbly, and search there.
However, we may ask: if it is by the power of consciousness that
“the transformation’ has to be worked out and not by some exter-
nal mechanism, what higher consciousness can there be than
the cosmic consciousness? has not the summit of the ladder been
reached and hence the limit of power? The question is important
if we want to understand the practical process of the discovery
and eventually to make the experiment ourselves. We may reply
by making two observations. First, it is not enongh to attain high
powers of consciousness, what we yet need is someone whe em-
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bodies them, else we are like the hunter who won marvellous
treasures at the end of his binoculars. Where is the “someone’
in the cosmic consciousness? There is no one . . . A present-day
analogy will explain things better: one may send a rocket into the
sun, perhaps, and the summit of the world is reached but not the
swrnmit of man who will not have moved an inch. Qur rocket will
have gone out of the terrestrial field. The yogi, in the same way,
concentrates on one point of his being, he gathers all his
energies like the cone of a rocket, he makes a hole in his shell
and emerges elsewhere, in another dimension, cosmic or nirvenic:

He mounted burning like a cone of fire.!

But who has realised the cosmic consciousness? Not the yogi—the
yogi continues drinking, eating, sleeping, being ill at times like
all human animals, and dies—it is not he but a minute point in
his being which has realised the cosmic consciousness, that upon
which he has concentrated himself with so much desperation to
come out of it. And all the rest, all this human and terrestrial
nature which he has excluded, which he has suppressed or morti-
fied to concentrate on this single point of escape, does not share
in his cosmic consciousness except by an indirect radiation. Sri
Aurobindo established then this first very important fact, that a
linear realisation at a point does not suffice and that what we
need is a global realisation, at all points, which includes the total
existence of the individual: If you want to fransform your nature
and your being, says the Mother, and if you want fo participate
in the creation of a new world, this aspiration, this sharp and
linear point does not suffice any longer; one must englobe all
and contain all in one's consciousness. Hence the integral yoga
or “complete yoga”, purna yogn. We wanted to get rid of the indi-
vidual as of an encumbering weight hindering us from flitting
about at ease in the spiritual and cosmic spaces, but without him
we can do nothing for the earth, we cannot draw down those our
treasures on high: There is something more than the meve self-

"~ a Saviri, p, 0.
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breaking of an illusory shell of individuality in the Infinite.* And
Gri Aurobindo leads us to a first conclusion: The stifling of the
individual may well be the stifling of the god in man.”

A second observation, more important still, compels recogni-
tion. To use again the analogy of the rocket, this can make a hole
at any point whatever of the terrestrial atmosphere; it can po off
from New York or the equator and quite as easily reach the sun;
it is not necessary to scramble to the summit of Everest and perch
up there the launching-pads! In the same way, the yogi can realise
the cosmic consciousness in any part of his being, at any level
whatsoever, in his mind, his heart and even in his bedy, because
the cosmic Spirit is everywhere, at all points of the universe, and
the experience can begin anywhere, at any stage whatever, in
concentrating upon a stone or a swallow, apon an idea, a prayer,
a feeling or upon what we disdainfully <all an idol. The cosmic
consciousness is not the supreme point of human consciousness;
we do not take a step atop the individual to reach there but a step
outside- it is not Necessary to rise in the consciousness, it necessary
to be Plotinus, to see the universal Spirit; on the conzrary, the less
mental one is, the easier is the experience—a shepherd urderneath
the stars or a fisherman of Galilee has a better chance than all
the thinkers of the world together. What then is the use of all this
development of human consciousness, if a rustic mysticism can
do better? We are compelled to say that either we are all on the
wrong path or that these mystical escapes are not the whole sense
of the evelution. However, if we admit that the evolutionary line to
follow is that of the high summits of earth-consciousness—that of
a Leonardo da Vindi, of a Beethoven, an Alexander the Great, a
Dante—we are obliged to acknowledge that none of these altitudes
has been able to transform life. The summits of the mind or the
heart do not bring us, any more than do the cosmic summits, the
key of the riddle and the power to change the world; another
principle of consciousness is necessary. But another principle
without break of continuity with the preceding ones, for if there is
a rupture of the line or the loss of the individual, we fall back yet
again into the cosmic or mystical outbursts, without a link with the
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earth. Certainly the consciousness of unity and the transcendent
consciousness are the indispensable basis of all realisation (with-
out these we may as well build a house without a foundation) but
they must be acquired in other ways, which respect the evalu-
tionary continuity—what is needed is an evolution, not a revolu-
tion. In short, it is 2 question of getting out of it without getting
out. Instead of a rocket which goes to its annihilation in the sun,
what is necessary is a rocket which harpoons the Sun of the
supreme consciousness and has the power to make it descend at
all points of our terrestrial consciousness: The wltimate knowledge
is that which perceives and accepts God in the universe as well
as beyond the universe and the integral Yoga is that which, having
found the Transcendent, can return upon the universe and pos-
sess it.refgining the power freely fo descend as well as ascend
the great stair of existence.” This double movement of ascension
and descent of the individual consciousness constitutes the basic
principle of the supramental discovery. But on the way 5 Auro-
bindo was to touch an unknown spring which would upset
everything.

Ascension of Consclionsness

It is not encugh to say in what lies the discovery of Sri Auro-
bindo, we must yet know how it is accessible to ws. Now, it is very
difficult to give a diagram and assert “'Here is the road”, because
spiritzal development s always in accordance with each one's
nature—and for a good reason: it is not a question of learning
something foreign but of leamning oneself, and there are no two
natures exactly alike. Sri Auwrobindo has pointed this out often:
The ideal I put before our yoga does not bind all spiritual life
and endeavour. The spiritual life is not a thing that can be formu-
Inted in a rigid definition or bound by a fixed mental rule; it is a
vast field of evolution, an immense kingdom potentially [wryer
than the other kingdoms below it, with & hundred provinces, a
thousand types, stages, forms, paths, variations of the spiritual
ideal, degrees of spiritual advancement.” We can hence give only
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a few indications, hoping that each man may find the sign that
lights up his own road. One should always remember that the
true system of yoga is to catch the thread of one’s own conscious-
ness, that “shining thread” the rishis spoke of," and to hold on
to it and go to the very end.

Cosmic consciousness and Nirvana do not bring us the evolu-
tionary key we are seeking, 50 we take up once again our guest,
with Sri Aurobindo, at the point where he had left it at Baroda,
before his two great experiences. The ascension into the Super-
conscient is the first stage. As the seeker establishes silence in his
mind, as he calms his vital, liberates himself from his absorption
in the physical, the consciousness disengages itself from the
thousand activities wherein it was indiscernably fused, scattered,
and it acquires an independent existence. It is like a being within,
a compact Force vibrating more and more intensely. And the more
it grows, the less is it satisfied with being shut up in a body; we
find that it radiates, in sleep at first, then in our meditation, then
with eves wide open. But this lateral movement, if it may be called
thus, in the Universal Mind, the universal Vital, the universal
Physical, is not its only movement. It wants to climb. This ascend-
ing surge is not even necessarily the result of a conscious disci-
pline, it may be a natural spontaneous need (it must never be
forgotten that our effort in this life is only the continuation of
many cther efforts in many other lives, whence the unequal deve-
lopment of individuals and the impossibility of fixing rules}. Ins-
tinctively we can feel something above the head which draws us
like a vastness or a light, or like a pole which is the source of all
our acts and thoughts or like a zone of concentration at the top
of the skull. The seeker has not silenced his mind simply for the
pleasure of being like a log, his silence is not dead, it is living;
he has switched on up above because he feels it is alive up there,
Silence is not an end, it is a means, like the sol-fa to capture
music, and there are many musics. Day after day, as his con-
sciousness concretises itself, he has hundreds of tiny experiences,
almast imperceptible, which spring forth from this Silence above:

* Rig Vieda X, 52,
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he is thinking of nothing and suddenly a thought crosses him-—not
even a thought, just a click---and he knows exactly what must
be done, how it must be done, in the least details, like the pisces
of a puzzle which fall into their place in the twinkling of an eye,
and with a massive certitude (down below al! is complete incerti-
tude; things can always be otherwise}; or sometimes a tiny kaock
strikes him: “Go to see so-and-sa”—he goes and “’by chance” this
person needs him; or “Don’t do this”, he persists and has a bad
fall; or, without any reason he is thrust towards a certain place
and meets exactly the circumstances which can help him; or a
certain problem presents irself, he remains immobile, silent, calls
above and the answer comes, clear, irrefutable. Or if he speaks,
if he writes, he can feel very concretely an expanse above whence
he draws his thought like the thread from a luminous cocoon—he
does not stir; simply he keeps under the current and transcribes;
nothing passes in his head. But if he mingles in the least his mind
there, everything vanishes or rather gets falsified because the mind
tries to copy the intimations (it is an inveterate monkey) and it
takes its own will-o'-the-wisps for illuminations. And the more
the seeker learns to Listen above, to follow these intimations (which
are not imperious, not noisy, which are almost imperceprible like a
breath, hardly thought out, only felt, but terribly rapid}, the
more numerous, exact, ircesistible they become; and gradually
he sees that all his acts, the very least, can be sovereignly guided
by this silent source above, that all his thoughts come from there,
luminous, beyend dispute, that a sort of spontaneous knowledge
is born in him. He begins to live constant little miracles. If mankind
only caught a glimpse of what infinite enjoyments, what perfect
forces, what luminous reaches of spontaneous knowledge, what
wide calms of our being lie waiting for us in the tracts which our
animal evolution has not yet conguered, they would leave all
and never rest il they had gained these treasures. But the way is
narrow, the doors are hard to force, and fear, distrust and scrnfi-
cism are there, sentinels of Nature to forbid the turning away of
our feet from less ordinany pastures.”

Once this expanse above becomes concrete, living, like a shore
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of light up there, the seeker feels the need to enter into direct com-
munication and to spring up in the open, for he feels also with a
growing sharpness that the life down below, the mind down below
are marrow, untrue, a sort of caricature; he has the impression
of knocking against everything, of not being at home anywhere,
and that all is false, grating-—waords, ideas, feelings; that it is not
that, never that-—it is always beside the point, always approximate,
always beneath, Sometimes in sleep, as a heralding sign, we are
perhaps caught in a great blazing light, so dazzling that instine-
tively we veil our eyes—the sun is dark when this kappens, ob-
serves the Mother. Then it is necessary to let this Force within
grow, grow, this Consciousness-Force which gropes towards the
heights, to impel it by our need for something else, for a truer
life, a truer knowledge, a truer relationship with the world and
beings—our greatest progress [is] a deepened need;” to refuse
all mental constructions which at every moment try to grab the
shining thread; to keep in a state of openness, be too great for
ideas. For it is not ideas that we need but space, We must not
only cut gsunder the snare of the mind and the sences, buf flee also
beyond the snare of the thinker, the snare of the theologian and
the church-builder, the meshes of the Word and the bondage of the
Idea, All these are within us waiting to wall in the spint with
forms; but we must always go beyond, always renounce the lesser
for the greater, the finite for the Infinite; we must be prepared to
proceed from illumination to illumination, from experience fo
experience, from soul-state to soul-state . . . Nor must we attack
ourselpes even fo the truths we hold most securely, for they are
but forms and expressions of the Ineffable who refuses to limit
itself to gy form or expression; always we must keep ourselves
open to the higher Word from above that does not confine itself
to its own sense and the light of the Thought that carries in it dis
own cpposites,.” Then one day, through our great need, through
our being like a compressed mass, the doors will open; The con-
sciousness rises, says the Mother, it breaks this hard lid, there,
at the top of the head, and one emerges into the light.
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Above was an ardent white tranguillity.™

This experience is the starting point of Sri Aurobinde’s yoga.
[t is the emergence into the Superconscient, the passage from a
past which binds us hand and foot to a future which sees. Instead
of being down below, always under a weight, one is up above
and breathes freely: The consciousmess is no longer in the body
or limited by it; it feels itself not only above it but extended in
spuce; the body is below its high station and mweloped in its
extended consciousness . . . it becomes only a circumstance in the
largeness of the being, an instrumental part of it . . . in the defini-
tive realisation of a higher station above there is really no more
coming down except with a part of the consciousness which may
descend 40 work in the body or on the lower levels while the
permanently high stationed being above presides over all that is
experienced and done,'®

Ecstasy?

This taking-off once effected, it is a matter of proceeding
slowly and systematically. The first movement of the conscious-
ness, in fact, is to shoot forth straight towards the heights, with a
sensation of infinite ascent, just like a rocket, then of stabilisation
in a sort of luminous nirvapa. The bliss that comes with this
opening on the summit (at least on what appears to us o be the
summit) or with this dissolution is so irresistible that it would seem
altogether incongruous to come down again to intermediary
levels to explore anything at all—it would be a falling off; there
is but one Jonging, to remain as still as possible so as not to ruifle
that unbroken Peace. Indeed, one has not even noticed that there
may be intermediary levels between the going out from the top
of the head and the fusion “far up above”; dazrled, somewhat
like the new-born babe opening its eyes for the first time, the
seeker does not recognise himself there, he mingles all in a sont
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of blank whiteness or a white-bluishness, and he loses hold, that
is, he falls into a trance or an “ecstasy” as it is said in the West
or into samadhi as they say in India. And when he returns from
there, he is not more advanced than.before. In his haste to arrive
.. . [the seeker] assumes that there is nothing between the thinking
mind and the Highest, and, shutting his eyes in samadhi, tries
to rush through all that actually intervenes without even seeing
these great and luminous kingdoms of the Spirit. Perhaps he
arrives at his object, but only to fall asleep in the Infinite.”
Naturally, the seeker will say that it is a marvellous state, unut-
terable, supreme, and this is true, but as the Mother remarks,
One can say oll one likes about it because precisely one remembers
nothing . . . Yes, you enter into samadhi when you go out of your
conscious being and you enter ¢ part of your being which is com-
pletely inconscient or rather a domain where you have no corres-
ponding consciousness . . . You are in an impersonal state, that
is, @ state where you are inconscient, and because of this you
remember nothing, for you have not been conscious of anything.
Sri Aurobindo used to say quite simply that ecstasy was a higher
form of inconscience, It may turn out that what we call Trans-
cendent, Absolute, Supreme is not the ecstatic annihilation so
often described to us but only the limit of our present conscious-
ness; it is perhaps absurd to say: “Here ends the world and there
begins the Transcendent,” as though there were a gap between
the two, for the Transcerdent may begin at the a b ¢ of reason
for a pigmy and the world may vanish not higher than the intellect.
There is no gap except in our consciousness, Perhaps the progress
of evolution is precisely to explore zones of consciousness always
farther into an inexhaustible Transcendent which is not truly
located “on high' or elsewhere outside this world but everywhere
down here, unveiling itself slowly to our vision—for if, one day in
our prehistory, the Transcendent was situated a little above the
protoplasm, it is not thar it has left the world of protoplasm to
take refuge higher up, above the batrachia, the chimpanzee, then
man, in a sort of race where It is gradually outrun—it is that we
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have left the primitive inconscience o live a little ahead in a
Transcendent present everywhere.

thus, instead of fainting away at the summit or what he takes
for the summit, and believing that his ecstasy is a sign of pro-
gress, the seeker must understand that it is a sign of inconscience,
and work to discover the living existence concealed undetr his
bedazzlement: Try to develop your inner individuality, says the
Mother, and you will be able to enter these very regions in full
consciousness, and to have the joy of comnrunion with the highest
regions without losing consciousness for this and returning with
a8 zero instead of an experience And Sri Aurobindo insisted:
It is in the waking state that this realisalion must come and endure
in order fo be a reality of Life . . . Experience and trance have
their utility for opening the being and preparing it, but it is only
when the realisation is constant in the waking state that it is truly
possessed.”® The state of integral mastery, this is the goal we
pursue, not the state of a spiritual marmot, and this mastery is
possible only in a continuity of conscicusness: when we go into
an ecstasy, we lose the 'serneone’ who would form the bridge
between the powers above and the impotence below,

When he had broken through the lid at the top of the head,
Sri Auvrobindo began, in the Alipore jail, to explore methodically
the planes of consciousness above the erdinary mind, as he had
explored in Baroda the planes of consciousness down below. He
tock up again, where he had left off, the ascension of the great
ladder of consciousness extending without gap or ecstastic break
from Matter to this X point which was to be the place of his dis-
covery. For the highest bruih, the integral self-knowledge is not to

* Al this stage of our séarch, it is not possibie 40 2y more shout this. We must
await the supramental experience to have the key to this falie opposition.

b ‘Ecstacy’, it js thonght, is better defioed as ‘enstasy’. Must we then belicve that
one is “in oneself” only when being outside oneself? For 'ecsiney —ex-sigre—by
definitioz means to be outside one’s body or outside the pereeption of the world.
We would have ar “in cneseli™ which js not outside oneself, 10 put things maraly.
We cannol iD truth epeak of ‘enstasy’ except after the supreme experiences are
Iocated in our body and in the very midst of our daily life, Otberwise it is an abuse
of fanguage, although this expreses perfectly, in its own way, the gulf we have dug
between lifc and the Spirit.
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be gained by this self-blinded leap into the Absolute but by a pa-
tient transit beyond the mind ™

Beings and Forces

Everyone of us receives constantly, without noticing it, influences
or inspirations from these higher superconscient planes, which
translate themselves in us into ideas, ideals, aspirations, works of
art; it is these that secretly mould our life and our future; similarly,
we receive constantly without knowing it, vital or subtle physical
vibrations which determine every minute our affective life and
our exchanges with the world. We are shut vp in an individual
personal body only through a tenadous visual derangement; in
fact we are porous everywhere and bathe in universal forces as
the anemone in the sea: Man twitfers intellectually (= foolishly)
about the surface resulis and attributes them all to his ‘noble self
ignoring the fact that his noble self is hidden far away from
kis own vision behind the veil of his dimly sparkling intellect
and the recking fog of his vital feelings, emotions, impulses,
sensations and impressions.® Our sole freedom is to Tift onrselves
to ever higher planes by an individual evolution and our single
role to transcribe and incarnate materially the truths of the plane
to which we belong. Two important points then could be stressed,
common to all these planes of consciousness, from top to bottom,
if we wish to understand better the mechanism of the universe,
First, these planes do not depend upon us and upon what we
think of them, not more than the sea upon the anemone; they
exist independently of man. Contemporary psychology which
mixes up pell-mell all the degrees of being in a so-called “collective
Unconscious” as if it were an enormous magician’s hat whenoce
could be drawn in a happy-go-lucky way archetypes or neuroses,
shows in this an insufficiency of vision: on the one hand, because
the forces of these planes are not at all inconscient, except for us;
they are very conscious, infinitely more conscious than we; and
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on the other, because these forces are not “collective” in the
sense that they are as little the product of a hurnan secretion as the
sea is the product of the anemone; it is the frontal man who is the
product of this Immensity behind. The gradations of consciows-
ness are universal states not dependent on the cutlook of the sub-
jective personality; rather the outlook of the subjective personality
is determined by the grade of consciousness in which it is organised
according fo its typal nature or its evolutionary stage.® But natur-
ally, it is just human to reverse the order of values and put oneself
at the centre of the world. Besides, it is not 2 question of theory,
always disputable, but of experience to which all are welcome:
when one exteriorises oneself, that is, goes out of one’s body and
enters consciously these planes, one sees very well that they exist
completely cutside us, as the entire world exists completely out-
stde Piccadilly, with forces and even beings, places, which have
nothing in common with our terrestrial world—whole civilisations
witness this and have conveyed it, engraved, painted on their
walls or in their temples, civilisations which were perhaps less
ingenious than ours but certainfy not more stupid.

The second important point concerns the conscious forces and
the beings which pecple these planes. Here must be shown clearly
the side of superstition and even of deceit, which represents our
“collective” contribution, and the side of truth. As always the two
are closely mingled. This is why the integral seeker, more than
any other, must be armed with that clear austerity upon which
Sri Aurobindo insisted so much, and must not confuse the supra-
rational with the irrational. In practice, when one enters con-
sciously these planes, whether in sleep or in meditation or by
voluntary exteriorisation, one can see two kinds of things: imper-
sonal currents of force, more or less luminous, or personal beings.
But these are two ways of seeing the same thing: The wall between
consciousness and force, impersonality and personality becomes
much thinner when one goes behind the veil of matter, If one fooks
af a working from the side of impersonal force one sees a force
or energy wt work acting for a purpese or with a result, if one
looks from the side of being one sees a being possessing, guiding
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and using or else representafive of and wsed by w conscious
force as its instrument of specialised action and expression . . . In
modern science it has been found that if you look at the movement
of energy, it appears on one side to be g wave and act as a wave,
on the other as a mass of particles and to act as a mass of particles
each acting in its own way. It is somewhat the same principle
here®

Certain seekers will then never see beings but luminous forces;
others will see only beings and never forces; all will depend on
their inner attitude, their aspiration, their religious, spiritual and
even caltural formation, It is here that subjectivity begins and
with it the danger of error and superstition, Bat subjectivity is not
a disqualification of the experience, it is simply the sipn that the
same thing can be viewed and transcribed in different ways ac-
cording to our formation——we would very much like to know if
two painters have ever seen the same landscape in the same way,
to spezk only of our “concrete” realities, The criterion of truth,
to believe the jurists of the natural and the supernatural, should
be an unchanging constant, but this is very likely the criterion of
our numbness; the multiplicity of experiences proves only that we
are before a living truth, not a hardened residue as of our mental
and material truths. Moreover, these conscious forces—very
conscious—can take all the forms they wish, not for deceit but
to make themselves accessible to the consciousness of those who
open to them and invoke them. A Christian saint who has the
vision of the Virgin, for example, and an Indian who has the
vision of Durga see perhaps the same thing, they have perhaps
entered into contact with the same level of consciousness and
the same forces; but it is quite obvious that Durga would signify
nothing to the Christian and if, in another connection, this force
manifested itself in its pure state, that is, in the form of a laminous
impetsonal vibration, it would not be accessible to the conscious-
ness of the devotee either of the Virgin or of Durga, or in any
case would not speak to their hearts. Devotion too has its rights;
everybody is not sufficiently developed to understand the intensity
of love there can be in a simple little golden light without form.
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But what is more interesting still is that if a poet, a Rimbaud or
Shelley, opens to these same planes of consciousness, he would see
yet another thing, which however is always the same thing; it is
quite evident that neither Durga nor the Virgin forms a part of the
preoccupations of these poets; they would perceive perhaps 2 great
vibration or shining pulsations or coloured lights which wouid be
translated in them by an intense poetic emotion—consider, for
instance, Spender:*

Terribie wave white with the seething word!
Terrible flight through the revolving darkness! . .
My will behind my weakness sithouettes

My territories of fear, with a great sun.

—and this emotion comes perhaps from the same leve! of conscious-
ness or has the same frequency, if we may call it so, as that of the
I[ndian or Christian mystic, although the poetic transcription of
the vibration perceived may seem to be at the opposite pole of zll
religious belief. And the mathematician, tco, who suddenly in a
flash which transports him with joy, sees a new figuration of the
world, has perhaps touched the same height of consciousness, the
same revelatory vibration. For nothing takes place “'in the air”,
all is located somewhere, on a plane, and each plane has its own
wave-length, its own luminous intensity, its particular vibratory
frequency, and cne may touch the same plane of conscicusness, the
same illumination by a thousand different ways.

Those who have gone beyond or thought they have gone beyond
the stage of religious forms come quickly to the conclusion that
all personal forms are deceiving or of a lower kind and that only
impersonal forces are true, but this is an abuse of human logic
which would like to reduce everything to uniformity. The vision
of Durga is not more false or imaginary than a poem of Shelley
or than certain equations of Einstein which were verifield ten
years later. Error and superstition begin when one says that the

* The French origing) quotes here Rimbeud: "0 boobeur, 8 raison, jécartal gu
cit] I'azuz. qui est du Boir, ef je vécus, etinetlle d'or de la Jumiére aazire.”
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Virgin alone is true in the whole world or Durga alone or Poetry
alone. The reconciliatory truth would be to see that all these
forms come forth in variable degrees from the same divine Light.

But it would be another error still to believe that the forces
said to be impersonal are improved mechanical forces; they have
an intensity, & warmth, a luminous joy which have all the presence
of a person without a face—for one who has once been invaded
by a torrent of golden light, a sapphire-blue flowering, a sparkling
of white light, there is no doubt left that with this gold comes a
spontaneous knowledge full of delight; with this blue, a solid
power; with this whiteness, an ineffable Presence. There are forces
which descend upon us like a smile. Then truly one understands
that the personal-impersonal, consciousness-force wall is a prac-
tical distinction made by human logic without any relation to
the reality, and that it is not necessary to see personages to be in
the presence of the Person.

Practically the only essential thing is to open to these higher
planes; when there each one receives according to his capacity
and his needs or his aspiration. All the quarrels between materi-
alists and the religious, philosophers and poets and painters and
musicians are the childishness of an inexperienced humanity where
each one wishes to lodge the whole warld under his own sign-
board. When one contacts the luminous Truth, one sees that It can
contain everything withont any quarrel and that every single being
is its child—the mystic receives the joy of Him he loves, the
poet the joy of poetry and the mathematician the joy of mathe-
matics and the painter coloured revelations, and all these are
spiritual joys.

However, a "“clear austerity” is a powerful protection, for un-
happily everybody has not the capacity to rise to high regions
where the forces are pure; it is much easier to open to the
vital level, which is the world of the great Torce of Life, of desire
and the passions (the one well-known to mediums and occultists)
and there the lower forces are quick to put on divine disguises
under blazing colours or terrible forms. If the seeker is pure, he
will easily look through the double deceit, fearful or marvellous,
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and his little psychic light will dissolve all the threats, all the
garish mirages of the vital melodrama. But who can ever be sure
of his purity? If then we do not pursue personal forms but only
an ever higher truth which we leave free to manifest itself under
the form 1t cheoses, we shall be sheltered from error and superstition.

We may now try to give a giimpse of these superconscient
gradations as they are discovered when one does not succumb
to the ecstatic inconscience, and as Sri Aurcbindo experienced
them; and it is certain that what comes closest to the universal
truth is not forms, which are always limited and relative 1o a tradi-
tion or an age—though these forms have their place and their
truth—but luminous vibrations. And when we say “vibrations”,
we do not mean some wave-mechanics without contents but
movements of light which inexpressibly contain joy, love, knowl-
edge, beauty and all the qualities which variousiy clothe at dif-
ferent levels the high manifestations of human consciousness,
whether religious or not:

A light not born of sun or moan or fire,
A light that dwelt within and saw within
Shedding an intimate visibility .. ™

The Planes of the Mind

Before reaching the supramental plane which is the beginning
of the higher hemisphere of existence, the seeker will cross various
mental layers or worlds which Sri Aurobindo has called respec-
tively in their ascending order higher mind, iflumined mind, intui-
tive mind and overmind {not to be confused with supermind).
Naturally we may use different terms if we wish, but these four
zones correspond to facts of experience quite distinct, verifiable
by all those who have the capacity to undertake the ascension
consciously.

Theoretically, these four zones of consciousness form a part of
the Superconscient; theoretically, because it is quite obvious that
the superconscient line will vary according to individuals; tor some

(183]



SET AURORINDO OR THE ADVENTURE OF CONSCICUSNESS

the higher mind or even the illumined mind is not at all supercon-
scient, it is a part of their normal waking consciousness whilst
for others the simple reasoning mind is a yet far-off stage of inner
development; in other words, the superconscient line tends to
withdraw as our evolution progresses. If the subconscient is our
evolutionary past, the Superconscient is our evolutionary future,
It i a Superconscient which gradually becomes our normal waking
COnSCIOtSRess.

We shall not say here what these higher planes of conscious-
ness are in themselves, independently of man; each of them is a
whole world, vaster and more active than the earth, and our
mental language is inadequate to describe them; we would need
the language of visionary and poet—"another language”. This
is what Sri Aurobindo has found in Savitri, his poetic epic to
which we refer the reader.

A million lotuses swaying on one stem,
World after coloured and ecstatic world
Climbs towards some far unseen epiphany.™

But we may say what these planes bring to man and how they
change our vision of the world when we rise to them.

The ordinary mind which we all know sees things step by step,
successively, linearly; it cannot take a jump, else this makes holes
in its logic and it loses its bearings, it says this is incoherent,
irrational, smoky. It cannot see more than one thing at a time,
else it says this is contradictory; it cannot admit 2 truth or a fact
in its field of consciousness without automatically rejecting all
that is not this truth or this fact—it is like a camera-shutter which
lets in one and only one image at a time. And all that does not
appear on its momentary screen belongs to the limbo of error,
falsehood and night. Everything goes then in an inexorable anti-
nomic system: white-black, truth-error, God-Satan, and it pro-
ceeds like a donkey on the road seeing one tuft of grass after
another. Briefly, the ordinary mind cuts out untiringly small
pieces of time and space. The more one poes down the ladder of
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consciousness, the more accentuated becomes the cutting; for a
scarab, Jet us suppose, all that crosses its own sweet linle path
comes cut from the future at the right, cuts the line of its present
ardl whisks away into the past at the left; the passer-by who
bestrides it and finds himself at once to the right and the left is
quite simply miraculous and irrational, unless he has one leg in
the truth and the other in falsehood which is not possible; and
therefore man does not exist, he is scarabically impossible! For
us the shutter is a little wider, future and past are no longer to the
right and left in space, they are yesterday and tomorrow in time
—we have gained time on the scarab. But there is another con-
sciousness, the supramental, which can widen the shutter vet
more, gain yet more time and bestride yesterday and tomorrow;
it sees-simultaneously present, past and furure, the white and the
black, the truth and what is conventionally called error, the good
and what is conventionally called evil, the yes and the no—for
all opposites are the products of a cutting up of time. We speak of
“error” because we do not yet see the goed it is preparing or of
which it is the sketchy half; we speak of “falsehood’” because we
have not had time to see the lotus blossom from the mud; we
speak of “black”, but our day is black for him who sees the
Light! Our error was the necessary companion of good; the no,
the indissoluble half of yes: the white and black and all the rain-
bow hwes the various forms of a single light which gradually un-
folds jtself—there are no contraries, there are only complemen-
taries, The whole story of the ascension of consciousness is the
story of an "unshuttering” and the passage from a linear and
contradictory conscousness to a global consciousness.

But Sti Aurobindo aptly uses the word “global”, he aptly
speaks of the higher hemisphere of consciousness when speaking
of the Supermind, because the so-<cailed higher truth is not a
cripple of the earth, without its lower half it s not the whole
truth. The high does not annul the low, it fulfils it; the timelees is
not the contrary of the temporal, even as the two arms which
embrace are not contraries for the being embraced. And the
secret, precisely, is 1o discover the timeless at the heart of the tem-
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poral, the infinite in the finite and the round wholeness of things

in the obscurest fraction, otherwise no one is embraced and no
one embraces anything.

This ascension of consciousness is not only the story of the
conquest of time, it is also the conquest of joy, love, vasmess of
being. The lower evolutionary levels are not satisfied with carving
out little birs of time and space, they cut up everything, A law of
increasing fragmentation™ presides over the descent of conscious-
ness, from the Spirit to the atom—fragmentation of joy, fragmen~
tation of love and of power, and naturally fragmentation of knowl-
edge and vision; all is finally decomposed into a swarming of
minute tropisms, a hazy dust of somnambulist consciousness™
which is already a quest of the Light or perhaps a memory of Joy.
The general sign of this descent is an ahoays diminishing power
of infensity, intensity of being, intensity of consciousness, intensity
of force, intensity of the delight in things and the delight of exis-
tence. So foo as we ascend towards the supreme level these intensi-
fies increase,”

a) The Ordinary Mind

Itis the quality of the light or the quality of vibrations which,
essentially, distinguishes one plane of consciousness from another.
If we start from our own evolutionary level and if we consider
consciousness under its aspect of light from which all the others
derive, the ordinary mind appears to the eye that sees as a sort
of greyness with a number of small dark peints or of minute, fairly
obscure vibratory knots, like a cloud of flies whirling around the
heads of people, which represent their thousand and one thoughts
—they come, go, twm, drealate from one to another. Then, from
time to time, a tiny burst of light descends from above, a tiny joy,
a tiny flame of love dancing in this greyness. But this ground of
neutrafity as Sti Aurcbindo says, is so thick, so sticky, that it
absorbs everything, discolours everything, pulls everything down
into its obscure gravitation--we cannot for long contain joy or
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suffering, cannot bear much light; it is all too small, spasmedic,
quickly excinpuished. And all is subject to a thousand conditions.

b) The Higher Mind

This new leve] appears frequently in philosophers and thinkers;
it ts already less opaque, more free. The ground is no longer quite
grey or the grey verges on blue and the little burstings of light
which descend are less quickly engulfed; they are also more intense,
more rich, more frequent. Joy tends to last longer, love to be
wider, and they are less subject to the innumerable conditions
of the lower stages—one begins to know what joy is in itself, love
in itself, without cause. But it is yet a cold light, a little hard. It
is yet a,heavy mental substance which catches the light from above
and dissolves it in its own substance, covers it up with a thinking
layer without even noticing it and does not truly understand the
lipht received until everything is over, when it has been diluted,
logicised and fragmented into so many pages, words or ideas,
Moreover, the pages or paragraphs of the higher mind are founded
upon a single point of light or a small number of points it has
seized (it is its conclusion before having begun, 2 small drop of
intuition hurriedly swallowed up) and it takes a lot of trouble
to eliminate on the way everything that weuld be contrary to its
conclusion. Certainly it can open to higher planes and receive
flashes but this is not its normal altitude; its mental substance
is of the kind to decompose the light. It begins to understand
when it has explained.

c) The lumined Mind

The illumined mind is of another nature. As the higher mind
gradually accepts the silence, it wins access to this domain, that
is, its substance becomes dear and what came drop by drop comes
in a stream: The ground is no longer o general nevtrality *+% a
pure spiritual ease and happiness upon which the special tones
of the aesthetic consciousness come out of from which they arise.
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This is the first fundamental change®™ The consciousness fills
with a flood of light, often golden, infused with varying colours
according to the inner state; it is a luminous invasion. And simul-
taneously comes a state of “enthusiasm”, as the Greeks understood
the word, a sudden awakening, as if the entire being were on
the qui vive, alerted, plunged all at once into a very rapid rhythm
and a brand new world, with new values, new reliefs, unexpected
correspondences; the world's curtain of smoke is raised, every-
thing is linked in a2 great joyous vibration; life is vaster, more
true, more vivid; small truths kindle everywhere, silently, as if
each thing had a secret, a special meaning, a special life. One is
in an unutterable state of truth without understanding anything
about it—simply, i is. And it is marvellously. It is light, it is liv-
ing, it loves,

For each one this luminous flood will be differently translated
(one is always in tpo great a hurry to put it into form instead of
letting it quietly impregnate the being and do its work of clarifica-
tion of our substance}, for some it will be 2 sudden poetic opening,
others will see new architectural forms, others siil will find them-
selves on the trail of new scientific discoveries and yet others will
love their God. Generally the access to this new consciousness is
accompanied by a spontancous blossoming of creative capacities,
particulatly in the poetic field. It is strange to see a number of
poets of all languages, Chinese, Indian, English, etc. among the
disciples of Sri Aurobindo, as if poetry and the arts were the
first practical result of his yoga: I have seen both in myself and
others a sudden flowering of capacities in every kind of activity
come by the opening of consciousness,—~so that one who laboured
long without the least suceess to express himself in rhythm becomes
a master of poetic language and cadences in a day. It is a guestion
of the right silence in the mind and the right openness to the
Word that is trying to express itself—for the Word is there ready
formed in those inner planes where all artistic forms take birth,
but it is the transmitting mind that must change end become a
perfect chanrel and not an obstacle.™
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Poetry is the most convenient means of explaining what these
higher planes of consciousness are, for in the thythm of the poem
the vibrations are easily caught. We shall have recourse to poetry
then, here and later, although the Superconscient is not the sole
privilege of poets! In his vast correspondence on poetry and in
his Future Poetry Sri Awrobindo has given numerous examples
of poetry from the illumined mind. It is naturally Shakespeare
who would give us the most abundant illustrations of this, if we
listen to something else, something that vibrates behind (for poetry
and all the arts are finally only a means of catching 2 tiny inef-
fable note, which is nothing and yet is the truth of life):*

that his virtnes
‘Will plead like angels, trumpet-tongued . . .
And pity, like a naked new-born babe
Striding the blast, or heaven’s cherubin, horsed
Upon the sightless couriers of the air
Shall blow the horrid deed in every eye
That tears shall drown the wind.

Poetry is not called “illumined'” because of its sense; it is illumined
because it carries a particular note from this plane and we would
find the same note in a certain picture of Rembrandt, for example,
a musical composition of César Franck or even quite simply in
the words of a friend—it is the touch of truth behind, the little
vibration that goes straight to the heart and of which the poem,
the canvas or the sonata are only more or less transparent thicken-
ings; and the higher one climbs, the purer is the vibration, more
luminous, vast, powerful. When Wordsworth says:*

1 In the French eriginal, the following lines from Rimbaud's Bareaw fvre are
guoted bere:
Je snis les cienx crevent en éclairs, ot Tea trombes
Ft les ressacs et lea courants, je sais le soir
L Aube exaltée ainsi qu'un peupls de colombes,
Et j'ai vu quelguefois ce que I'homme 8 cr vor.
b And here, in the original, these lines also from Rimbaud:
O saisond, 3 chiteaux,
Quiclle Ame ¢t sany défouts?
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And beauty born of murmuring sound
Shall pass into her face . . .

the vibration is almost visibie, so palpably is it there. But this is
not an illumined vibration, one can feel that clearly; it does not
come from above the head but from the heart-centre—and this
has nothing to do with the sense of the lines: the words are only
the clothing of this vibrating something. On the other hand, this
line from Francis Thompson comes directly from the illumined
mind:*

The abashless inquisition of each star.

What characterises essentially all the works which come from
this plane is what Sri Aurobindo calls & luminous sweep, a sudden
melting of light; the vibration iz similar to no other; there is a
shock, always, then the vibrating thing afterwards, like a diapason.
But it does not for long remain pure in a work, for the rhythm of
the work follows that of the consciousness, which constantly
ascends and descends, for lack of z special discipline to stabilize
it; the rest of the Shakespearean passage—the last three lines—-
falls away from the illumined overhead inspitation and contains
a touch of the vital also and of the ardinary mind.®

Along with its beauty we find the limits of the illumined mind:
illumined poetry transiates itseif into a {lood of images and revela-
tory words {(because often the vision opens at this stage and also
one begins to hear), almost an avalanche of images, luxuriant,
often disordered, as though the consciousness was hard put to it
to contain the luminous wave and this additional intensity-—
there is too much of it, it overflows. Enthusiasm changes easily
into excitement and, if the rest of the being is not sufficiently puri-
fied, any lower part whatever may get hold of the light and force

* In the argnal, Mallarm£™s line:
Le transparent glacier des vols qui o'ont pas fui!
% The originai French continnes here the reference to Rimbavd: *The Baieau
Tvre contains the illumined mind, bt also much of the vital and of the very smple
mind amd even an outhurst of the ovetmind.”
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which descend to use them for its own ends,—this is a frequent
danger. When the lower parts of the being, speciaily the vital,
seize the luminous floed, they harden it, dramatize it, torture jt—
the power is still there, but hardened—whilst the essence of the
illumined mind is joy. Here we could cite the names of many
poets and creative writers.” Besides, the substance of the illumined
mind is not actually transparent, it is only translucid; its light is
diffused—somewhat as though it fingered the truth everywhere
without really touching it—whence the frequent incoherences,
the vagueness. It is only the beginning of a birth. Before ob-
taining higher access, yet another purification is necessary and
above all, more peace, equilibrium, silence. The higher one climbs
in consciousness, the more one needs an equilibrium of granite,

d} The Intuitive Mind

The intuitive mind differs from the illumined mind by its clear
trangparency—it is rapid, it runs bare-footed from rock to rock;
it is no longer clogged like the higher mind by this thinking orthe-
paedy which glues us to the soil as though knowledge depended
on the ponderous volume of our reflections. Knowledge is a light-
ning flashed from the silence and all is there, not higher or deeper,
in truth, but just there, under our very eyes, awaiting our becom-
ing = little clear—it is a matter not so much of raising oneself
as of clearing obstructions. The rice-fields of India in spring-time
stretch calm and green with their sweet fragrance, as far as the
eye can reach, under a heavy sky; then, at one go, with one ¢ry,
thousands of parrots fly cut. And a minute before we had seen
nothing. All is so rapid, flashing—terrible rapidities of the clear-
ing consciousness, A point, a sound, a drop of light, and a whole
world, bursting, crowded, is contained therein—thousands of

< Perhaps here munt be stressed the great difference between the individual who
receives occasional inspirations or dluminations, often unreliable, and cne wi 1 has
systematically developed his consciousness, degree by degree, so well thal e can
at will fix himsalf a1 any level of consciousness, remain there an long a2+ he wishes
and recerve fram it without deformation the corresponding inspirations and illumin-
alions. This is the work of the integral yoga.
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swift-winging elusive birds in the flash of a second. Intuition
repeats at our level the original mystery of a great Gaze—a formi-
dable glance which has'seen all, known all, and which plays at
seging bit by bit, slowly, successively, temporally, from a myriad
points of view, that which It had englobed alone in a fraction of
eternity. | :

An eternal instant is the cause of the years.®

With the intuition comes a special joy, different apparently
from the joy of illumination. It is no longer a wave that seems to
invade from outside, it is a sort of recognition, as though we
were always two, a brother of light who lives in the light and a
brother of shadows, ourself, who lives down below and repeats
gropingly, in the shadew, knocking himself about everywhere, the
gestures of the brother of light, the movement, the knowledge, the
great adventure of the brother of light, bur it is all paltry down
below, scraggy, clumsy; then suddenly there is a coincidence—we
are one. We are one in a point of light. For once there is no difference
and this is joy.

And when we shall be one at all points, this will be the Life
Divine.

And this point of coincidence is cognition, knowledge, which
may be translated in one way or another according to the preoc-
cupation of the moment, but which is always, essentially, a shock
of identity, a meeting—one knows because one recognises. Sri
Aurcbindo used to say that intuition is a memeory of the Truth.™
And one sees quite well, troly, in the intuitive flash, that knowl-
edge is not a discovery of the unknown—one discovers only one-
self! there is nothing else to discover—but a slow recognition in
time of this second of Light which we have all seen. Who has not
seen, even once! who has not that Memory in his life? Whatever
be our beliefs or unbeliefs, our capacities or incapacities, our
altitudes low or less low, there is always a moment which is our
moment. There are lives which have lasted but one second, and alt
the rest belongs to cblivion,
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The language of intuition gathers itself into a concise formula,
without a word too much, in contrast with the opulent language
of the illumined mind; but that also, by its very abundance, brings
a luminous rhythm and a truth less clearly outlined perhaps
but warmer, When Plotinus gathered the whaole cycle of human
effort into three terms: “A flight of the Alone 0 the Alone”, he
was using a highly intuitive language, as do also the Upanishads.
But this guaiity marks also the limits of intuition; however
crowded with life be our flashes, our formulae, they cannor con-
tain the whole truth—a richer warmth is needed, such as would
be brought by the illumined mind but in a high transparency. For
the Intuition . . . sees things by flashes, point by peint, not as o
whole.” The space unveiled by the flash is capturing, irrefutable,
but it is only 2 space of truth.™ Besides, the mind lays hold of the
intuition and, as 5ri Aurchindo chserves, it makes at once too Iiftle
and too much of it:;" too much, because it generalises its intui-
tion unduly and would wish to extend its discovery to all space;
too little, because instead of letting the flash quietly do its work
of illumination and clarification of cur substance, it immediately
grabs it, coats it with a layer of thought (or a picturesque, poetic,
mathematical, religious layer) and understands its light only
through the intellectual, artistic or religious form it has put upon it.
It is very difficult to make the mind understand that a revelation
can be all powerful, even formidable, without one’s understanding
anything of it and, above all, that it is all powerful as long as it
is not brought down a few degrees, diluted, fragmented in order
to be supposedly “understood”. Hf one could remain quiet with
this vibrating flash, as if suspended in its light, without leaping
upon it in order to pull it to small intellecraal pieces, one would
find after a while that the whole being has changed it altirude
and that there is a new vision in place of a little defunct formuia.
When one explains, three-fourths of the transforming power
evaporates,

But if the seeker, instead of hastering to his pen or his brush
ot plunging into a torrent of words to throw out the excess of light
received, takes care to preserve his silence and his transpatency,
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if he is patient, he will see the lightning flashes gradually multi-
ply, become more packed in 2 way, and ancther consciousness
taking shape in him, which is at once the felfilment and the source
of the illumined mind and the intuitive mind, and of ail human
mental forms; we speak of the overmind.

e) The Overmind

The gvermind is the rarely attained summit of human conscious-
ness. It is a cosmic consciousness but without the loss of the
individual. Instead of rejecting all to burst forth in mid-air, the
seeker has patiently climbed every rung of the being, so well that
the bottom one remains linked to the top, without any break of
continuity. This is the world of the gods and the source of inspira-
tion of the great founders of religion; it is here that ali the religions
we know have been born; they come from an overmind experience,
as one of its thousand facets. For a religion or a relevadon, a spirit-
ua] experience belongs to a certain plane, it does not spring up
from the thunders of God or from nowhere; those who incarnate
the revelation have not drawn it out of nothing: the overmind 1
their plane of origin. This is also the birth-place of high artistic
creations. But it must be well emphasised that it is yet a plane of
the mind, although its summit.

When the consciousness rises to this plane, it no longer sees
“point by point”, but calmly, in great masses.™ It is no longer the
diffuse light of the fllumined mind nor the isolated flashes of the
intuitive mind but, to cite the wonderful Vedic expression, “An
ocean of stable lightnings.” The consciousness is no longer Limited
to the brief present moment and the narrow space of its visual
field, it is “unshuttered’, it sees in a single glance large extensions
of space and time." The essential difference from the cther planes
lies in the aquality or the almost complete uniformity of the light:
in a particularly receptive illumined mind one would see, for
example, a bluish expanse or ground with jets of sudden light,
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intuitive flashes, luminous cutflowerings moving across, sometimes
even great overmental cataracts, but this would be an intermittent
luminous play, nothing stable—it is the usual condition of the
greatest poets we know; they have reached 2 given level or a
thythm, a general poetic luminosity, then, from time to time, they
push up into higher regions and bring from there those rare daz-
Zung verses [or musical phrases}) which ase repeated generation
after generation like an QOpen Sesame. The illumined mind is
generally the base (a base already very high) and the overmind
2 divine kingdom to which one has access in hours of grace.

But for a complete and permanent overmind consciousness,
such as was realised by the Vedic rishis, for instance, there
are no longer Juminous intermittences, the consciousness is a
mass of stable light. From this comes a continuous universal
vision; one knows universal joy, universal beauty, universal
love, for all the contradictions of the lower planes came from
an insufficiency of light or from a narrowness of light which
lit up only a limited field; whilst in this equal light the con-
tradictions which are like spaces of shadow between two flashes
or like dark frontiers at the end of our light, melt away into 2
unified visuzl mass. And the moment light is everywhere, joy
and harmony and beauty are everywhere, necessarily, because all
these contraries are no [onger seen 2s negations or as shadowy
gaps berween two clicks of consciousness but as elements of
variable intensity in a continuous cosmic Harmony. Not that the
overmind consciousness is incapable of seeing what we call ugli-
ness or evil or suffering, but all is linked in a great universal
theme where each thing has its obvious place and utility. It is a
unitary not a separatist consciowsness. The capacity for unity gives
exactly the measure of overmind perfection. Moreover, having
the vision of this unity, necessarily divine {the Divine is no
longer something supposed or conceived but seen, touched, become
ourself naturaily, as our consciousness becomes the light® the
overmind being perceives everywhere the same light, in all thungs,
in every being, as it perceives it in its own self; there are no

{195]



S5RI AUROBINDO CE THE ADVENTURE OF CONSCIOUSNESS

more s¢parating voids, no more rifts of strangeness, all is bathed
continuously in a single substance; it knows universal love, uni-
versal comprehension, universal compassion for all those other
“jtselfs” which too travel towards their divinity or rather become
slowly the light they are.

One can then find access to this overmind consciousness by all
sorts of ways, by a religious intensity, a poetic, intellectual, artistic,
heroic intensity, by all that helps man to surpass himself. Sri
Aurobindo assigned a particular place to Art, which he con-
sidered one of the best means of spiritual progress; unhappily,
artists and creators have generally a considerable ego which
blocks their way; that is their big difficulty. The religious man,
who has laboured to dissolve kis ego, finds things easier, but it is
rarely that he enters universality by the individual road of con-
sciousness, he rather leaps outside the individual-—kicking aside
the ladder—without bothering to develop all the intermediary
stages of the personal consciousness, and when he reaches the
“summit” he has no longer the ladder to came down again or he
does not wish to come down, or there is no longer any individual
in him to translate what he sees, or it is his old former individual
who tries as best he can to translate his new ¢onsciousness, if it
be at all that he feels the need to translate anything, The Vedic
rishis who give us probably the unique example of a systematic
spititual progression, continuous, from plane 1o plane, are per-
haps among the greatest poets the earth has known—Sri Auro-
bindo has shown us this in his Secret of the Veda. The word kavi
indicated inseparably the seer of the Truth and the poet. A man
was 4 poet because he was a seer. Here is an obvious fact that
has been quite forgotten. We could then say a few words here
about Art as a means of the ascension of consciousness and

particularly about the poetry of the overmind plane.

Mantric Poetry

The planes of consciousness are not distinguished only by the
luminous vibrations of different intensities but by different audi-
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tory vibrations or rhythms which can be heard when one has thar
“ear of the ear” of which the Veda speaks, Sounds or images,
lights or forces, or beings are different aspects of the same Exis-
tence which manifests itself varicusly and with various intensities
according to the planes. The more one descends the ladder of
consciousness, the mare do the auditory vibrations, like the lights,
like the beings or the forces, get broken up. On the vital plane,
for example, can be heard the disordered vibrations of Life, jar-
ring, syncopated, like certain types of music which come from
this plane or like a certain type of vital painting or poetry
which, all of them, translate this broken, highly coloured rhythm.
The higher one rises, the more do the vibrations harmonise, unite,
spin out like certain great notes of Beethoven's String Quarters,
which-seem to draw us vertiginously, with held breath, to the
resplendent heights of pure light, The power is not characterized
any longer by volume or coloured outburst hut by a high inner
tension. The vibratory rapidity turns the rainbow to a pure white,
a high note so swift that it seems to be still, caught in eternity, a
single sound-light-force which is perhaps the sacred syllable of the
Indians, OM——the Word concealed in the upper fire.® “In the
beginning was the Word,”” say the Scriptures.

There exises in India a secret knowledge based on the study of
sounds and the differences of vibratory modality according to the
planes of consciousness. U the sound OM is pronounced, for
example, one can clearly feel that it envelops the head centres,
whilst the sound RAM touches the navel centre; and as each of
our centres of consciousness is in direct communication with a
plane, one can thus, by the repetition (japs) of certain sounds
put oneself in communication with the corresponding plare of
consciousness.” An entire spiritnal discipline called “rantric” be-
cause derived from certain sacred texts called tantra, is founded
on this fact. The basic or essential sounds which have the power

* If the diagram of the centres of consciousaess is siudied carefully, in 1% mid-
dle of each centre will be found o Szrekint letter; Lam, Vam, Ram. Yam, Ham,
OM, in the ascending order. Thess emential sounds represent the particular vibra-

tion which commands the forces of cach of the given planes. (See A. Aveloh, The
Serpent Fower).
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of establishing the communication are called mantra. The man-
tras, always secret and given to the disciple by the Guru,” are of
all kinds (each plane of consciousness has a crowd of degrees)
and they may serve the most contradictory ends. By the combina-
tion of certain sounds one can, at lower levels of consciousness,
generally at the vital level, put oneself in relation with the cor-
responding forces and obtain many strange powers: there are
mantras which kill {sometimes in five minutes~—terrifying
vomitings), mantras which attack with precision a pardeular
part or organ of the body, mantras which heal, mantras which
kindle fire, which protect, spcll-bind. This kind of magic or vibra-
tory chemistry proceeds simply by the conscious manipulation of
the lower vibrations. But there is a higher magic which also
proceeds by the handling of vibrations but on higher planes
of consciousness; this is poetry, music, the spiritual mantras of
the Upanishads and the Vedas er the mantras which the Guru
gives his disciple to help him enter consciously into direct com-
munication with such or such a plane of consciousness, such or
such a force, such or such a divine being. Here the sound carries
in itself the power of experience and realisation—it is a sound
that makes one see.

Poetry and music which are an unconscious handling of secret
vibrations may then be considered powerful means of the opening
of consciousness. If we could succeed in composing poetry or
tusic which is the product of a conscdous handling of higher
vibrations, we would create great works having an initiatory
power. Instead of a poetry which is a fantasy of the intellect
and a nautch-girl of the mind™ as Sri Aurobinda says, we would
cTeate a mantri¢ music or poetry fo bring the gods into our life”
For true poetry is an act, it makes holes in the consciousness—we
are s¢ walled in, barricaded!—throngh which the Real can enter:
it is a mantra of the Real™ an initation, This is what the Vedic
rishis and the seers of the Upanishads have done in their mantras
which have the power of communicating an illuminatior to one

* Ore may read mantras io & book and repeat them as much as ope Likes, they
will have oo power of “active force™ unless given by B Master or Guru.
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who is ready;” this is what Sri Aurobindo has explained in his
Future Poetry and this is what he has done in Sawitri.

The mantra ar great poetry, great music, the sacred Word, come
from the overmind. This is the source of all creative or spiritual
activities (it is not possible to distingnish between the two: the
categorical divisions of the intellect vanish in a clear air wherein
all is sacred, even the profane). We may hence try to say in what
lies the particular vibration or particular rhythm of the overmind.
And, first, for any one who has the capacity to enter more and
more consciously into relation with the higher planes-—poet,
writer, artist—it is guite evident, perceptible, that after a certain
level of consclousness it is no longer ideas that one sees and tries
to translate. One hears. There are literally vibrations or waves,
rhythms which lay hold of the seeker, invade him, then clothe
themselves with words and ideas or with music, colours, in their
descent, But the word or the idea, the music, the colour, is the
result, a secondary effect, they just give a body to that first ter-
ribly imperious vibration. And if the poet, the true one, corrects
and re-corrects, it is not to improve upon the form as one says,
or to express himself better, but to catch that vibrating thing—and
it the true vibration is not there, all his magic crumbles, as that
of the Vedic priest who has badly pronounced the mantra of the
sacrifice. When the consciousness is transparent, the sound be-
comes clearly audible, and it is a seeing sound, a sound-image or
a sound-colour or a sound-idea, which links indissolubly in the
same luminous body the audition to the vision and the thought.
All is full, contained in a single vibration. On the intermediary
planes fhigher mind, illumined or intuitive mind) these vibra-
tions are generally broken up—they are jets, impulsions, pulsa-
tions,—whilst in the overmind they are vast, sustained, self-
uminous, like those great notes of Beethoven. They have neither
beginning nor end, they seem born out of the Infinite and disap-

* Unhappily, thes¢ texts come to us in traplation; all the magic of sound nas
taken flight. The strange thing, bowever, is 1hat if one hears the Sanskirt text
chanted by somreone who has the knowledge, one can receive an dluminalion with-
out understanding anything of what has been said,
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pear into the Infinite;®they do not “‘begin’’ somewhere, they come
into the consciousness with a sort of halo of eternity which vi-
brates ahead and continues to vibrate long after, like the track of
another joumey behind this one:

Sunt lacrimae rerum et mentem mortalia tangunt,

This line from Virgil which Sri Aurobindo has guoted as the very
first among inspirations of overmind origin, owes its overmind
quality not to the sense of the words but to this rhythm which
precedes the line and follows it, as though it were carried on a
background of eternity or rather by Eternity itself. So too this
line of Leopardi which does not owe its grandeur to the sense
but to that something so subtly more than the meaning, which
quivers behind:

Insano indegno misterc delle cose.
Or this line of Wordsworth:

Voyaging through strange seas of thought, alone.
And Sri Aurobindo also guoted Rimbaud:

Million d'viseaux d'or, & future Vigueur!

Poetry has been restored to its true role, which is not to please but
to make the world more real because more full of the Real.
Perhaps we shall yet see the gods who people this world, if
we are religious-minded. Beings or forces, sounds, lights, rhythms
are §0 many true aspects of the same Thing, indefinable but not
unknowable, which is called God—we speak of God, make tem-
ples, laws, poems, to try and trap a single pulsation which fills
us with sunlight, but which is free as the great wind on the foam-
sprayed shores, Perhaps we shall also enter the world of music
which in fact is not distinct from the others but a special transla-
tion of this same great unutterable Vibration. And if once, just
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once, be it a few minutes in a life-time, we hear that Music there,
that Joy which sings above, we shall know what Beethoven and
Bach used to hear; we shall know what God is because we
shall have heard God. We shall not even say anything in capital
letters; simply we shall know that this exists and all the suffering
of the world is redeemed.

At the extreme frontiers of the overmind, there remain only
great waves of coloured light, says the Mother, the play of spiritual
forces which will be translated later—somctimes long afterwards
—by new ideas, social changes, terrestrial events, after having
crossed one by one all the layers of consciousness and been con-
siderably darkened or deformed in the course of the journey.
There are sages down here, rare and silent, who can handle, com-
bine these forces, and who draw them to the earth, as others
combine sounds for a poem. Perhaps these are truly the poets.
Their existence is a living mantra which precipitates the Real
upon the earth,

Thus were completed the degrees of ascension which 51 Auro-
binde covered alone in his cell at Alipore. But we have only
given a few human gleams of these heights, we have said nothing
of their essence, nothing of these worlds as they are in their
glory, independemtly of our poor translations. One must hear for
oneself, one must see’

Calm heavens of imperishable Light,
Hfumined continents of violet peace,

Oceans and rivers of the mirth of God

And griefless countries under purple suns.®

On the 5th May, 1900, after a year's imprisonment, Sri Aurc-
bindo was acquitted, He owed his life to two unexpected inci-
dents: one of the prisoners having betrayed him, denouncing him
as the leader of the secret movement, his evidence in the -ase
would have meant the death penalty for 5ri Aurobindo, when,
mysteriously, he was killed by a revolver-shot from a neighbouring
cell. Then came the day of tial and 25 everyone sat expecting
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the verdict of capitai punishment, his own advocate was seized
by a sudden illuminaticn which spread through the entire hall
and shook the jury: “Long after he is dead and gone, his words
will be echoed and re-echoed, not only in India, but across dis-
tant seas and lands. Therefore I say that the man in his position
is not only standing before the bar of this court, but before the bar
of the High Court of History.” Sri Anrobindo was thirty-seven.
His brother Barin, beside him in the cage, was sentenced to the
gallows."

But Sri Aurobindo heard all the time the Voice: Remember
never to fear, never to hesitate. Remember that it is [ who am doing
this, npt you, nor any other. Therefore whatever clouds may come,
whatever dangers and sufferings, whatever difficulties, whatever
{mpossibilities, there is nothing impossible, nothing difficult.

It is I who am doing this.*

« Hia penslty was commuiad intp rransportation for life 1o the Andaman Islands.
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CHAPTER THIRTEEN

UNDER THE SiGN OF THE CODS

¥ 1 ancl mass deportatmns of the British government,
RCVAN B He, however, took up his work again, started a
e Wlefl Bongali weekly and another in English, the Kar-
mayﬂgm which bore the very symbolic motto of the Gita,
"Yoga is skill in works”. Once again Sti Aurobindo declared
the ideal of total independence and of nor-cooperation with the
British, at the risk of a new imprisonment, but it was not only the
destiny of India which preoccupied him but that of the whole of
humanity. He had attained that overmind consciousness whence
one sees at a single glance, “great extensions of space and time”
and he questioned himself about the future of man. What can
man do?
Now he was on the confines of human consciousness; higher

up there seemed to be only a rarefied whiteness, fit for other
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beings or another mode of existence but not for higs of the
carthman. Whether one takes the mystic path, finally, or the
slower one of the poet and artist and of all the preat creators,
the consciousness seems to vanish equally at a white frontier
where everything is annulled, The “someone” who could build
the bridge disappears, all pulsation dies out, all vibration ceases
in a frost of light. A little sconer or a little later, the human is
effaced in the Non-human, as though the goal of all this evolu-
tionary ascension were only to leave behind the smallness of man
and return to the Source whence we should never have come out.
And even if we suppose 4 level of unknown consciousness beyond
the overmind, would it not be also a more rarefied level, more
evanescenti—one climbs higher and higher, more and ore
divinely, but farther and farther from the earth. The individual is
transfigured, pechaps, but the werld is where it was. What then is
our terrestrial future, if there is nothing else, in truth, except
this overmind conscicusness?

We all hope that with the development of consciousness and
science combined together we shall arrive at a better humanity
and & more harmonious life. But life is not changed by miracles,
it is changed by instruments. And we have only one instrument,
the Mind; it is our ideas which orpanise our scientific discoveries,
If then we wish to look clearly at our future, without being easily
taken in by the circumstances of the moment or its apparent tri-
umphs—others had triumphed before us, at Thebes, at Athens,
at Ujjain—, it is advisable to examine a little more closely our
instrument, the Mind; for such as it is, such will be our future.
Now, everything goes on, it seems, as though the most beautiful
ideas, the highest creative schemes, the purest acts of love became
disfigured, deformed, pelluted, as soon as they descended into life,
Nothing arrives pure. Mentally we have already invented the most
marvellous recipes; Life has never wanted them, Twenty years
after Lenin, to speak only of our present civilisation, what remains
of pure communism? What remains even of the Christ under that
heap of dogmas and interdicts? Socrates is poisoned and Rimbaud
flees to the Abyssinian desert; we know the fate of Phalanster-
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ism, of non-violence; the Catharists end on the stake. And his-
tory turns like a Moloch; we are the triumph, perhaps, after many
failures, but of what other triumph are we not the failure? A
chronology of victories or failures? Life seems made of a sub-
stance untedeemably distorting, everything sinks into it as in the
sands of Egypt, everything is levelled down in an irresistible
“eravitational pull.” It is clear, remarks Sri Aurobindo, that Mind
has not been able to change human nature radically. You can go
on changing human institutions infinitely and yet the imperfection
will break through all your institutions . . . It must be another
power that can not only resist but overcome that downward pull

But even if our ideas could arrive pure into life, they would yet
be incapable of aeating anything other than a disciplined bar-
rack, perhaps even a holy barrack, comfortable and religious,
bur a barrack all the same, because the Mind knows only how to
make systems and it wants to enclose everything within its system.
The reason of man struggling with life becomes either an empiric
or a doctringire;” it gets hold of one bit of truth, one drop of
divine illumination, and makes of it a law for everybody—it
confuses unity with unifermity, as we know. And even when it is
capable of understanding the need of diversity, it is practically
incapable of manipulating it, because it knows how to manipulate
only what is invariable and finite, whilst the world teems with an
infinite variety: Ideas themselves are partial and insufficient; not
only have they a very partial triumph, but if their success were
complete, it would shll disappoint, because they are nmot the
whole truth of life and therefore cannot securely govern and per-
fect life. Life escapes from the formulas and systems which our
reason labours to impose on it; it proclaims itself too complex,
too full of infinite potentinlities to be ryrannised over by the
arbitrary intellect of man. . . The root of the difficulty is this that
at the very basis of all our life and existence, internal and external,
there is something on which the intellect can never lay a cortrol-
ling hold, the Absolute, the Infinite. Behind everything in iife
there is an Absolute, which that thing is seeking after in its own
wuy; everything finite is striving to express an infinite which it
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feels to be its real truth. Moreover, it is not only each class, each
type, each tendency in Nature that is thus impelled to strive after
its qwn secret truth in its own way, but each individuel brings
in his own variations. Thus there is not only an Absolute, an
Infinite in itself which governs its own expression in many forms
and fendencies, but there is also a principle of infinite pofen-
Hality and variation quite baffling to the reasoning intelligence;
for the reason deals successfully only with the seitled and the
finite. In man thic difficulty reaches its acme. For noi only is
mankind unlimited in potentility; not only is each of its powers
and tendencies secking after its own absolute in its own way and
therefore naturally restless under any rigid control by the reason;
but in each man their degrees, methods, combinations vary, each
man helongs not only to the common humanity, but to the Infinite
in kimself and is therefore unique. It is because this is the reality
of our existence that the intelleciual reason and the intelligent
will cannot deal with life as its sovereign, even though they may
be at present our supreme instruments and may have been in our
evolution supremely important and helpful !

But if the evolution, as Sri Aurobindo declares, is an evolution
of consciousness, we may think that humanity will not remain
eternally at the present mental stage, that its mind wili be illu-
mined, will becorne more and more intritive 2nd, finally perhaps
witl open to the overmind. An overmind humanity, we would
think, should be capable of manipulating the complex diversity
of life. The overmind is a god-like consciousness, it is indeed the
very consciousness of the greatest prophets humanity has known
~wa mass of stable light; it would seem then that all must har-
monise in this great light. Unhappily, two facts contradict this
hope: the fizst is due to the inequality of development of indivi-
duals and the other to the very nature of the overmind. The over-
mind certainly may seem to have a fairly formidable power com-
pared with our mind, but this is a superiority in degree of the
same kind; one does not come out of the mental principle, one
is only at the acme of the mind. It can enlarge the human circle,
riot change it; it can divinise man, but also colossalise® him, says
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Sri Aurobindo, for if man attaches this new power to his ego
instead of attaching it to his soul, he will make a Niewschean
superman, not a god. It is not a more formidable consciousness
we need but another consciousness. But even if we suppose that
man accepts to obey his soul, not his ego, the overmind will not
c.ange life, for the very reasons which have prevented Christ
and all the great prophets from changing it. Because the overmind
is not a new principle of consciousness, it is this which right through
has presided over our evelution since the appearance of man; it
is from this that have come the high ideas, the high creative forces
—we have lived under the sign of the gods for millenniums,
sometimes through the voice of our prophets and our religions,
sometimes through that of our poets and our great creators, and
it is evident that these have not changed the world, neither the
former nor the latter, though they have bettered it. We cannot
even say that our life is more graceful than that of the Athenians,
can we!

The failure of the overmind is due to several reasens. First of
all, it is a principle of division. We had mentioned, however, that
an overmind consciousness is a mass of stable light, that it has
the vision of a casmic harmony, of a cosmic unity, because it
sees everywhere the light as in itself. As such, it is no1 a principle
of division in division, as is the ordinary mind; it is a principle of
division in unity. The overmind sees clearly that all is one but, by
the very structure of its consciousness, in practice it cannot help
dividing the unity: It sees oll but sees all from its cwn viewpoint.”
It is enough to listen to the voices so apparently contradictory
of cur prophets to note that each one sees the unity but that each
one sees it from his own viewpoint; their consciousness is like a
beacon-light which sweeps across the world and which can gather
all in jts beam, without a shadowy gap, but it is a beam that ends
in & point. And thus we find outselves before a series of experiences
or divine visions apparently irreconcilable: some see everywhoare
the cosmic Divine, others everywhere the Transcendent beyond
the cosmos and others everywhere the immanent Divine; or they
prociaim the truth of the personal God, the guth of the imper-
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sonal God, the truth of Nirvana, the truth of Love, the truth of
Force, of Beauty, of the Intellect—the truths of the innumerable
sages, sects, Churches or visionaries who have transmitted the
Word. And all are divine wruths, all the experiences wholly true,
wholly authentic, but each one is a single ray of the full light.
Naturally, these great prophets are wise enough to see the truth
of the other divine expressions—they are wiser than their Churches,
wiser than their devatees—but they are tied down to a fundamental
incapacity of consciousness which cannot help dividing as the
prism divides light. Mental or overmental, the consciousness can
experience but one truth and one only at a time. This is what
all the mythologies, past or present, express; each god is the
incarnation of on¢ cosmic power and one alone—love, wisdom,
destruction, preservation . . . Buddha expresses the transcendent
Nought and he sees only his Nought; Christ expresses loving
Charity and he sees only this Charity, and so with the others;
yet, however high may be each of these truths, it is only one
truth. And the more the overmind truth, already fragmented,
descends from plane to plane to translate itself into life, the more
will it be fragmented—starting from division it ends in a super-
division, inevitably; from the Buddha to the “vehicles” and from
Christ to all the Christian sects, the mechanisr is visible. And not
only in the spiritual or religious field but in all the fields of life,
because the very function of the overmind is to bring out to the
utmost one possibility and only one: It gives fo each (possibility)
its full separate development and satisfaction . . . It can give fo
intellect its austerest intellectuality and to logic its most sheer
unsparing logicalify. It can give to beauty its most splendid passion
of fuminous form and the consciousness that receives it a supreme
height and depth of ecstasy.® And it is thus that millions of idea-
forces divide the world: communism, individualism; non-violence,
force of battle; epicurism, asceticism, etc.; and each is a facet of
the divine Truth, each a ray of God; there is no absolute error
anywhere, there are only divisions of the Truth. Of course we
ca