Divine Mother:

ACT I
SCENE I
Savitri's Arrival on Earth
(from The Book of Birth and Quest,
pgs 349 - 358)

Narrator:
Aswapathy asks for the highest for earth. A boon
is granted….

O strong forerunner, I have heard thy cry.
One shall descend and break the iron Law,
Change Nature's doom by the lone spirit's power.
A limitless Mind that can contain the world,
A sweet and violent heart of ardent calms
Moved by the passions of the gods shall come.
All mights and greatnesses shall join in her;
Beauty shall walk celestial on the earth,
Delight shall sleep in the cloud-net of her hair,
And in her body as on his homing tree
Immortal Love shall beat his glorious wings.
A music of griefless things shall weave her charm;
The harps of the Perfect shall attune her voice,
The streams of Heaven shall murmur in her laugh,
Her lips shall be the honeycombs of God,
Her limbs his golden jars of ecstasy,
Her breasts the rapture-flowers of Paradise.
She shall bear Wisdom in her voiceless bosom,
Strength shall be with her like a conqueror's sword
And from her eyes the Eternal's bliss shall gaze.
A seed shall be sown in Death's tremendous hour,
A branch of heaven transplant to human soil;
Nature shall overleap her mortal step;
Fate shall be changed by an unchanging will.

Narrator:
Savitri is born as the embodiment of that boon by
The Divine Mother. The seasons sweep by before
Savitri takes birth in human time…..
Across the burning languor of the soil
Paced Summer with his pomp of violent noons
And stamped his tyranny of torrid light
And the blue seal of a great burnished sky.

A change took over the skies…
(CANTO I: The Birth and Childhood of the Flame, pg 350)

SCENE II
Birth of Savitri

Armies of revolution crossed the time-field,
The clouds' unending march besieged the world,
Enormous lightnings split the horizon's rim
Downpour and drip and seeping mist swayed all
And turned dry soil to bog and reeking mud:
Earth was a quagmire, heaven a dismal block.

Autumn, Winter and the waning year
(CANTO I: The Birth and Childhood of the Flame 351)

Earth's mood now changed; she lay in lulled repose,
The hours went by with slow contented tread:

Autumn led in the glory of her moons
And dreamed in the splendour of her lotus pools
And Winter and Dew-time laid their calm cool hands
On Nature's bosom still in a half sleep
And deepened with hues of lax and mellow ease
The tranquil beauty of the waning year.

Then Spring, an ardent lover, leaped through leaves
And caught the earth-bride in his eager clasp;
Impatient for felicity he came,
High-fluting with the co¨ýl's happy voice,
His peacock turban trailing on the trees;
Immortal movements touched the fleeting hours.
A godlike packed intensity of sense
Made it a passionate pleasure even to breathe;
All sights and voices wove a single charm.
The sunlight was a great god's golden smile.
All Nature was at beauty's festival.
(CANTO I: The Birth and Childhood of the Flame 353)

In this high signal moment of the gods
Answering earth's yearning and her cry for bliss,
A greatness from our other countries came.

SCENE III
Growth of Savitri
(From Book 4,
CANTO II, Growth of the flame
pgs 359 – 368;
CANTO III, Call to the Quest
pgs 369 – 376,
CANTO IV, The Quest
pgs 377 - 386)

Narrator:
Thus came Savitri, the human embodiment of
divinity, putting on mortal birth and growth, in
illumined ways…
All her life's turns led her to symbol doors
(CANTO II, Growth of the flame pgs 360)

But mid this world,
these hearts that answered her call,
None could stand up her equal and her mate.
Whoever is too great must lonely live.
(CANTO II: Growth of the Flame 366)

Adored he walks in mighty solitude;
Vain is his labour to create his kind,
His only comrade is the Strength within.
(CANTO II: Growth of the Flame 368)

SCENE IV

Thy fate, thy work are kept somewhere afar.
Thy unknown lover waits for thee the unknown.
(CANTO III: The Call to the Quest 375)

Narrator:
Ashwapathy receives an intimation from the inner
worlds of Life's aim, its purpose.
O Force-compelled, Fate-driven earth-born race,

Hand in strong hand confront Heaven's question, life:
Challenge the ordeal of the immense disguise.
Ascend from Nature to divinity's heights;
Face the high gods, crowned with felicity,
Then meet a greater god, thy self beyond Time.

(CANTO III: The Call to the Quest, Pgs 369 -376)

O petty adventurers in an infinite world
And prisoners of a dwarf humanity,
How long will you tread the circling tracks of mind
Around your little self and petty things?
But not for a changeless littleness were you meant,
Not for vain repetition were you built;
Out of the Immortal's substance you were made;
Your actions can be swift revealing steps,
Your life a changeful mould for growing gods.
(CANTO II, Growth of the flame pgs 372)

Aswapati:
(CANTO III: The Call to the Quest 374)

O spirit, traveller of eternity,
Who cam'st from the immortal spaces here
A mighty Presence still defends thy frame.
Perhaps the heavens guard thee for some great soul,

Narrator:
This word was seed of all the thing to be:
A hand from some Greatness opened her heart's locked doors
And showed the work for which her strength was born.
Savitri sets off to find one equal to her might.

Narrator:
As floats a sunbeam through a shady place,
The golden virgin in her carven car
Came gliding among meditation's seats.
Here first she met on the uncertain earth
The one for whom her heart had come so far.

SCENE V
The Quest
CANTO IV, The Quest
pg 384

As might a soul on Nature's background limned
Stand out for a moment in a house of dream
Created by the ardent breath of life,
So he appeared against the forest verge
Inset twixt green relief and golden ray.
As if a weapon of the living Light,
Erect and lofty like a spear of God
His figure led the splendour of the morn.
And the destined meeting takes place….
Satyavan:
O thou who com'st to me out of Time's silences,
Yet thy voice has wakened my heart
to an unknown bliss,
Immortal or mortal only in thy frame,
For more than earth speaks to me from thy soul
And more than earth surrounds me in thy gaze,
How art thou named among the sons of men?
Pg400

Savitri:

I know that thou and only thou art he.
Pg.409

I am Savitri, Princess of Madra. Who art thou?
Pg.402

Satyavan:
In days when yet his sight looked clear on life,
King Dyumatsena once, the Shalwa, reigned
Through all the tract which from behind these tops
Passing its days of emerald delight
In trusting converse with the traveller winds
Turns, looking back towards the southern heavens,
and leans its flank upon the musing hills.
pg.403

Son of that king, I, Satyavan, have lived
Contented, for not yet of thee aware….
But thou hast come and all will surely change:
I shall feel the World-Mother in thy golden limbs
And hear her wisdom in thy sacred voice.
My body like my spirit shall be free.
It shall escape from Death and Ignorance.
Pg-406

Savitri:
O Satyavan, I have heard thee and I know;

Narrator:
….flitting like pale brilliant moths her hands
Took from the sylvan verge's sunlit arms
A load of their jewel faces' clustering swarms,
A candid garland set with simple forms
Her rapid fingers taught a flower song,
The stanzaed movement of a marriage hymn.
The wedding of the eternal Lord and Spouse
Took place again on earth in human forms:
Savitri:
My heart will stay here on this forest verge
And close to this thatched roof while I am far:
Now of more wandering it has no need.
But I must haste back to my father's house
Which soon will lose one loved accustomed tread
And listen in vain for a once cherished voice.
For soon I shall return nor ever again
Oneness must sever its recovered bliss
Or fate sunder our lives while life is ours.
Pg 412

Narrator:

Her glad and griefless days bring heaven here.
Or must fire always test the great of soul?

Savitri speeds back to the palace to inform her
parents of her high choice. Her arrival coincides with
Narad's arrival.
IN SILENT bounds bordering the mortal's plane
Crossing a wide expanse of brilliant peace
Narad the heavenly sage from Paradise
Came chanting through the large and lustrous air.

ACT II
SCENE I
The Word of Fate
(from Book 6
The Book of fate,
pgs 415 - 462)

Narrator:
But Narad answered not; silent he sat,
Knowing that words are vain and Fate is lord.
He looked into the unseen with seeing eyes,
Then, dallying with the mortal's ignorance
Like one who knows not, questioning, he
cried:

Narad:
Narad:
Who is this that comes, the bride,
The flame-born, and round her illumined head
Pouring their lights her hymeneal pomps
Move flashing about her?
From what green glimmer of glades
Retreating into dewy silences
Or half-seen verge of waters moon-betrayed
Bringst thou this glory of enchanted eyes?
Pg.418

Aswapati:
A flame of radiant happiness she was born
And surely will that flame set earth alight:
Doom surely will see her pass and say no word!
Of sorrow's songs we have enough: bid once

On what high mission went her hastening wheels?
Whence came she with this glory in her heart

And Paradise made visible in her eyes?
What sudden God has met, what face supreme?
pg.423

Aswapati:
The red asoca watched
Her going forth which now sees her return.
Pg.423

Virgin who comest perfected by joy,
Reveal the name thy sudden heart-beats learned.
Whom hast thou chosen, kingliest among men?
pg.424

Savitri:
Father and king, I have carried out thy will.
One whom I sought I found in distant lands;

I have obeyed my heart, I have heard its call.
On the borders of a dreaming wilderness
Mid Shalwa's giant hills and brooding woods
In his thatched hermitage Dyumatsena dwells,
Blind, exiled, outcast, once a mighty king.
The son of Dyumatsena, Satyavan,
I have met on the wild forest's lonely verge.
My father, I have chosen. This is done.
Pg.424

Narrator:
Then Aswapati looked within and saw
A heavy shadow float above the name
Chased by a sudden and stupendous light;
He looked into his daughter's eyes and spoke:
Pg.424

Aswapati:
Well hast thou done and I approve thy choice.
If this is all, then all is surely well;
If there is more, then all can still be well.
Whether it seem good or evil to men's eyes,
Only for good the secret Will can work.
Our destiny is written in double terms:
Through Nature's contraries we draw nearer God;
Out of the darkness we still grow to light.
Death is our road to immortality.
Pg.424

O singer of the ultimate ecstasy,
Lend not a dangerous vision to the blind
Because by native right thou hast seen clear.
Impose not on the mortal's tremulous breast
The dire ordeal that foreknowledge brings;
Demand not now the Godhead in our acts.
Pg.425

Queen:
O seer, thy bright arrival has been timed
To this high moment of a happy life;
Then let the speech benign of griefless spheres
Confirm this blithe conjunction of two stars
And sanction joy with thy celestial voice.
Pg.426

A single spirit in a multitude,
Happy is Satyavan mid earthly men
Whom Savitri has chosen for her mate,
And fortunate the forest hermitage
Where leaving her palace and riches and a throne
My Savitri will dwell and bring in heaven.
If wings of Evil brood above that house,
Then also speak, that we may turn aside
And rescue our lives from hazard of wayside doom
And chance entanglement of an alien fate.
Pg.426

To know is best, however hard to bear.

Narad:

pg-429

What help is in prevision to the driven?
None can refuse what the stark Force demands:
Her eyes are fixed upon her mighty aim;
No cry or prayer can turn her from her path.
She has leaped an arrow from the bow of God.
pg.427

Narrator:
As though her own bosom were pierced the mother saw
The ancient human sentence strike her child.
P427

Queen:
What stealthy doom has crept across her path
Emerging from the dark forest's sullen heart,
What evil thing stood smiling by the way
And wore the beauty of the Shalwa boy?
pg.428

Even a stranger's anguish rends my heart,
And this, O Narad, is my well-loved child.
Hide not from us our doom, if doom is ours.
pg-429

Narad:
The truth thou hast claimed; I give to thee the truth.
Pg-429

A marvel of the meeting earth and heavens
Is he whom Savitri has chosen mid men,
His figure is the front of Nature's march,
His single being excels the works of time.
A sapphire cutting from the sleep of heaven,
Delightful is the soul of Satyavan,
Pg-429

His sweetness and his joy attract all hearts
To live with his own in a glad tenancy,
His strength is like a tower built to reach heaven,
A godhead quarried from the stones of life.
In one brief year when this bright hour flies back
And perches careless on a branch of Time,
This sovereign glory ends heaven lent to earth,
This splendour vanishes from the mortal's sky:
Heaven's greatness came, but was too great to stay.
Twelve swift-winged months are given to him and her;
This day returning Satyavan must die.
pg.431

Queen:
Vain then can be heaven's grace!
But I reject the grace and the mockery.
(431)

Mounting thy car go forth, O Savitri,
Choose once again and leave this fated head,
(431)

Savitri:
Once my heart chose and chooses not again.
The word I have spoken can never be erased,
It is written in the record book of God.
(432)

Let Fate do with me what she will or can;
I am stronger than death and greater than my fate;
My love shall outlast the world, doom falls from me
Helpless against my immortality.
Fate's law may change, but not my spirit's will.
(432)

Queen:

Who is the lover and who is the friend?
All passes here, nothing remains the same.
None is for any on this transient globe.
(pg433)

Only the gods can speak what now thou speakst.
Thou who art human, think not like a god.
(434)

Savitri:

O child……………
Here on this mutable and ignorant earth
(pg432)

My will is part of the eternal Will,
My fate is what my spirit's strength can make,
My fate is what my spirit's strength can bear;

Only now for my soul in Satyavan
I treasure the rich occasion of my birth:
In sunlight and a dream of emerald ways
I shall walk with him like gods in Paradise.
If for a year, that year is all my life.
And yet I know this is not all my fate
Only to live and love awhile and die.
(pg-435)

For I know now why my spirit came on earth
And who I am and who he is I love.
I have looked at him from my immortal Self,
I have seen God smile at me in Satyavan;
I have seen the Eternal in a human face.
(pg-436)

Narad:
Queen, strive no more to change the secret will;
460

Alone she is equal to her mighty task.
460

For this the silent Force came missioned down;
In her the conscious Will took human shape:
She only can save herself and save the world.
461

Narrator:
Helpless against the choice of Savitri's heart
They left her to her rapture and her doom
In the tremendous forest's savage charge.
467

END OF ACT II

ACT III
SCENE I
Narrator:
Savitri begins her new life in the forest hermitage.
She abode with Satyavan in the wild woods
Priceless she deemed her joy so close to death;
Apart with love she lived for love alone.
(469)

A worshipped empress all once vied to serve,
She made herself the diligent serf of all,
Nor spared the labour of broom and jar and well,
Or close gentle tending or to heap the fire
Of altar and kitchen, no slight task allowed
To others that her woman's strength might do.
In all her acts a strange divinity shone:

A sound, a call that broke the seals of Night.
CANTO II : The parable of the search for the soul

Back ground voice:
Why camest thou to this dumb deathbound earth,
This ignorant life beneath indifferent skies
Tied like a sacrifice on the altar of Time,
O spirit, O immortal energy,
If 'twas to nurse grief in a helpless heart
Or with hard tearless eyes await thy doom?
Arise, O soul, and vanquish Time and Death.

SCENE II
Savitri:

Savitri's Search for her Soul
BOOK VII: The Book of Yoga pg 468
CANTO I: The Joy of Union
Pgs 465 - 473

Narrator:
The year went past swiftly. Savitri dwells within
on Satyavan's impending demise. She plunges
into intense Yoga.
AS IN the vigilance of the sleepless night
Through the slow heavy-footed silent hours,
Repressing in her bosom its load of grief,
She sat staring at the dumb tread of Time
And the approach of ever-nearing Fate,
A summons from her being's summit came,

My strength is taken from me and given to Death.
Why should I lift my hands to the shut heavens
Or struggle with mute inevitable Fate
What need have I, what need has Satyavan
To avoid the black-meshed net, the dismal door,
Or call a mightier Light into life's closed room,
A greater Law into man's little world?
Why should I strive with earth's unyielding laws
Or stave off death's inevitable hour?
(475)

Back ground voice:
Is this enough, O spirit?
And what shall thy soul say when it wakes and knows

The work was left undone for which it came?

Narrator:

(475)

Is this then the report that I must make,
My head bowed with shame before the Eternal's seat,—
His power he kindled in thy body has failed,
His labourer returns, her task undone?
(476)

Narrator:
Savitri undergoes moments of intense despair.
However, a change comes over her. A higher force
takes over her speech.
Savitri:

Witness of the thoughts of mind, the moods of life,
She looked into herself and sought for her soul.
Canto III: The Entry into the Inner Countries

Savitri enters her inner worlds…. First she meets the
world of the inconscient, then the subconscient,
then matter followed by the vital...
At the dim portal of the inner life
She knocked and pressed against the ebony gate.
(489)

Inconscient:

I am thy portion here charged with thy work,
As thou myself seated for ever above,
Speak to my depths, O great and deathless Voice,
Command, for I am here to do thy will.
Back ground voice:
Remember why thou cam'st:
Find out thy soul, recover thy hid self,
In silence seek God's meaning in thy depths,
Then mortal nature change to the divine.
(476)

Back, creature of earth, lest tortured and torn thou die.
(489)

Narrator:
The hounds of darkness growled with jaws agape,
And trolls and gnomes and goblins scowled and stared
And wild beast roarings thrilled the blood with fear
And menace muttered in a dangerous tongue.
Unshaken her will pressed on the rigid bars:
The gate swung wide with a protesting jar,
The opponent Powers withdrew their dreadful guard;

Her being entered into the inner worlds.
In a narrow passage, the subconscient's gate,
She breathed with difficulty and pain and strove
To find the inner self concealed in sense.
Into a dense of subtle Matter packed,
A cavity filled with a blind mass of power,
An opposition of misleading gleams,
A heavy barrier of unseeing sight,
She forced her way through body to the soul.
(489)

A thronged and clamorous air environed her.
A horde of sounds defied significance,
A dissonant clash of cries and contrary calls;
A mob of visions broke across the sight,
A jostled sequence lacking sense and suite,
Feelings pushed through a packed and burdened heart,
Each forced its separate inconsequent way
But cared for nothing but its ego's drive.
(490)

Savitri enters the world of mind. Mighty Mind,
seated on the Pedestal of Power, addresses her.
Mind:
Traveller or pilgrim of the inner world,
Fortunate art thou to reach our brilliant air
Flaming with thought's supreme finality.

O aspirant to the perfect way of life,
Here find it; rest from search and live at peace.
(498)

Here is the safety of the ultimate wall,
Here is the clarity of the sword of Light,
Here is the victory of a single Truth,
Here burns the diamond of flawless bliss.
A favourite of Heaven and Nature live.
(Pg.499)

Savitri:
Happy are they who in this chaos of things,
This coming and going of the feet of Time,
Can find the single Truth, the eternal Law:
Untouched they live by hope and doubt and fear.
But I must pass leaving the ended search,
Truth's rounded outcome firm, immutable
And this harmonic building of world-Fact,
This ordered knowledge of apparent things.
Here I can stay not, for I seek my soul.
(499)

Mind:
Who then is this who knows not that the soul
Is a least gland or a secretion's fault
Disquieting the sane government of the mind,
Disordering the function of the brain,

Or a yearning lodged in Nature's mortal house
(499)

Or dream whispered in man's cave of hollow thought
Who would prolong his brief unhappy term
Or cling to living in a sea of death?

Mind, sole creator of the apparent world.
All that is here is part of our own self;
Our minds have made the world in which we live.
(500)

Another Mind:

(500)

Is there one left who seeks for a Beyond?
Can still the path be found, opened the gate?

Other mind:

(500)

Nay, it is her spirit she seeks.
Each soul is the great Father's crucified Son,
Mind is that soul's one parent, its conscious cause,
The ground on which trembles a brief passing light,

Narrator:
Savitri moves on. She meets the luminous beings.
Savitri:
O happy company of luminous gods,
Reveal, who know, the road that I must tread,—
For surely that bright quarter is your home,—
To find the birthplace of the occult Fire
And the deep mansion of my secret soul.
(501)

Luminous beings:
O Savitri, from thy hidden soul we come.
We are the messengers, the occult gods
Who help men's drab and heavy ignorant lives

To wake to beauty and the wonder of things
Touching them with glory and divinity;
O human copy and disguise of God
Who seekst the deity thou keepest hid
And livest by the Truth thou hast not known,
Follow the world's winding highway to its source.
There in the silence few have ever reached,
Thou shalt see the Fire burning on the bare stone
And the deep cavern of thy secret soul.
(501)

Narrator:
Then Savitri following the great winding road
Came where it dwindled into a narrow path
502

Trod only by rare wounded pilgrim feet.
A few bright forms emerged from unknown depths
And looked at her with calm immortal eyes.
There was no sound to break the brooding hush;
One felt the silent nearness of the soul.

SCENE III
The Triple Soul-Forces

Narrator:
Upon the winding narrow path, Savitri meets the triple
soul forces. First the Mother of Sorrow, then the
Mother of Might and lastly the Mother of Light
address her. As soon as each force address Savitri, a
corresponding force from the nether worlds cry in
response.

Mother of suffering:
O Savitri, I am thy secret soul.
To share the suffering of the world I came,
I draw my children's pangs into my breast.
I am the nurse of the dolour beneath the stars;
I am the soul of all who wailing writhe
Under the ruthless harrow of the Gods.
(503)

I carry the fire that never can be quenched
And the compassion that supports the suns.
I am the hope that looks towards my God,
My God who never came to me till now;
His voice I hear that ever says 'I come':
I know that one day he shall come at last.
Narrator:
She ceased, and like an echo from below
Answering her pathos of divine complaint
A voice of wrath took up the dire refrain,
A growl of thunder or roar of angry beast,
The beast that crouching growls within man's depths,—
Voice of a tortured Titan, once a God.
Desire-soul:
I am the Man of Sorrows, I am he
Who is nailed on the wide cross of the universe;

To enjoy my agony God built the earth,
My passion he has made his drama's theme.
He has sent me naked into his bitter world
And beaten me with his rods of grief and pain
That I might cry and grovel at his feet
And offer him worship with my blood and tears.
506

Hell tortures me with the edges of my thought,
Heaven tortures me with the splendour of my dreams.
What profit have I of my animal birth;
What profit have I of my human soul?
(506)

Mother of strength:
O Savitri, I am thy secret soul.
I smite the Titan who bestrides the world
And slay the ogre in his blood-stained den.
I am Durga, goddess of the proud and strong,
And Lakshmi, queen of the fair and fortunate;
I wear the face of Kali when I kill,
I trample the corpses of the demon hordes.
I am charged by God to do his mighty work,
Uncaring I serve his will who sent me forth,
Reckless of peril and earthly consequence.
(509)

Savitri:
Madonna of suffering, Mother of grief divine,
Thou art a portion of my soul put forth
To bear the unbearable sorrow of the world.
But thine is the power to solace, not to save.
One day I will return, a bringer of strength,
And make thee drink from the Eternal's cup;
His streams of force shall triumph in thy limbs
And Wisdom's calm control thy passionate heart.
(507)

Narrator:
On passed she in her spirit's upward route.
All beautiful grew, subtle and high and strange.

Narrator:

A growing godhead in her divinised mud,
I climb, a claimant to the throne of heaven.

She spoke and from the lower human world
An answer, a warped echo met her speech;
The voice came through the spaces of mind
Of the dwarf – Titan, the deformed chained god
Who strives to master his nature's rebel stuff
And make the universe his instrument.

For me and my use the universe was made.
(511)

The sun and moon are lights upon my path;
Air was invented for my lungs to breathe,

(511)

The ego:
I am the heir of the forces of the earth,
Slowly I make good my right to my estate;

The sea was made for me to swim and sail
And bear my golden commerce on its back;
The earth is my floor, the sky my living's roof.
What God imperfect left, I will complete,
What he invented not, I shall invent;
He was the first creator I am the last.
512

Savitri:
Madonna of might, Mother of works and force,
Thou art a portion of my soul put forth
To help mankind and help the travail of Time.
Because thou art in him, man hopes and dares;
Thou hast given men strength,
wisdom thou couldst not give.
One day I will return, a bringer of light;
Then will I give to thee the mirror of God;

Thou shalt see self and world as by him they are seen
Reflected in the bright pool of thy soul.
Thy wisdom shall be vast as vast thy power.
515

Narrator:

Narrator:
She spoke and from the ignorant nether plane
A cry, a warped echo naked and shuddering came.
A voice of the sense-shackled human mind
(516)

Ascending still her spirit's upward route
She came into a high and happy space,
A Woman sat in clear and crystal light:
Heaven had unveiled its lustre in her eyes,
Her feet were moonbeams, her face was a bright sun,
Her smile could persuade a dead lacerated heart
To live again and feel the hands of calm.
Mother of light:
O Savitri, I am thy secret soul.
I am peace that steals into man's war-worn breast,
Amid the reign of Hell his acts create
A hostel where Heaven's messengers can lodge;
I am charity with the kindly hands that bless,
I am silence mid the noisy tramp of life;
I am Knowledge poring on her cosmic map.
I make even sin and error stepping-stones
And all experience a long march towards Light.
(515)

Bound in the chains of earthly ignorance.
(517)

Sense-shackled human mind:
I am the mind of God's great ignorant world
Ascending to knowledge by the steps he made;
I am the all-discovering Thought of man.

I am a god fettered by Matter and sense,
An animal prisoned in a fence of thorns,
A beast of labour asking for his food,
A smith tied to his anvil and his forge.
Yet have I loosened the cord, enlarged my room.
The tree of evolution I have sketched,
Each branch and twig and leaf in its own place,
In the embryo tracked the history of forms,
And the genealogy framed of all that lives.
Her huge machinery is in my hands;
I have seized the cosmic energies for my use.
(518)

How can man grow immortal and divine
Transmuting the very stuff of which he is made?
This wizard gods may dream, not thinking men.
(520)

Savitri:
Madonna of light, Mother of joy and peace,
Thou art a portion of my self put forth
To raise the spirit to its forgotten heights
And wake the soul by touches of the heavens.
Because thou art, the soul draws near to God;
Because thou art, love grows in spite of hate
And knowledge walks unslain in the pit of Night.
One day I will return, His hand in mine,
And thou shalt see the face of the Absolute.
Then shall the holy marriage be achieved,
Then shall the divine family be born.
There shall be light and peace in all the worlds.
521

SCENE IV

A sealed identity within her woke;
She knew herself the Beloved of the Supreme:

CANTO V, The Finding of the Soul

Narrator:
ONWARD she passed seeking the soul's mystic cave.
(522)

In endless Time her soul reached a wide end,
The spaceless Vast became her spirit's place.
(523)

As thus she passed in that mysterious place
Through room and room,
through door and rock-hewn door,
She felt herself made one with all she saw.

In the last chamber on a golden seat
One sat whose shape no vision could define;
Only one felt the world's unattainable fount,
A Power of which she was a straying Force,
An invisible Beauty, goal of the world's desire,
A Sun of which all knowledge is a beam,
A Greatness without whom no life could be.
Then through a tunnel dug in the last rock
She came out where there shone a deathless sun.
A house was there all made of flame and light
BOOK VII: The Book of Yoga 526

And crossing a wall of doorless living fire
There suddenly she met her secret soul.
Here in this chamber of flame and light they met;
They looked upon each other, knew themselves,
The secret deity and its human part,
The calm immortal and the struggling soul.
Then with a magic transformation's speed
They rushed into each other and grew one.
(527)

END OF ACT III

Narrator:
The day dawns. Satyavan was to die this day.
NOW it was here in this great golden dawn.
All she had been and done she lived again.
The whole year in a swift and eddying race
Of memories swept through her and fled away
Into the irrecoverable past.

ACT IV

Then silently she rose and, service done,
Bowed down to the great goddess simply carved
By Satyavan upon a forest stone.
What prayer she breathed her soul and Durga knew

SCENE I
Savitri:

Death in the Forest
Canto III : Death in the Forest

One year that I have lived with Satyavan
Here on the emerald edge of the vast woods
In the iron ring of the enormous peaks
Under the blue rifts of the forest sky,
I have not gone into the silences
Of this great woodland that enringed my thoughts
With mystery, nor in its green miracles
Wandered, but this small clearing was my world.
Now has a strong desire seized all my heart
To go with Satyavan holding his hand
Into the life that he has loved and touch
Herbs he has trod and know the forest flowers

And hear at ease the birds and the scurrying life
That starts and ceases, rich far rustle of boughs
And all the mystic whispering of the woods.
Release me now and let my heart have rest.
(562)

Satyavan's Mother:
Do as thy wise mind desires,
O calm child-sovereign with the eyes that rule.
I hold thee for a strong goddess who has come
Pitying our barren days; so dost thou serve
Even as a slave might, yet art thou beyond
All that thou doest, all our minds conceive,
Like the strong sun that serves earth from above.
(562)

Narrator:
Love in her bosom hurt with the jagged edges
Of anguish moaned at every step with pain
Crying, “Now, now perhaps his voice will cease
For ever.
(563)

Satyavan:
Savitri, a pang
Cleaves through my head and breast as if the axe
Were piercing it and not the living branch.
Awhile let me lay my head upon thy lap

And guard me with thy hands from evil fate:
Perhaps because thou touchest, death may pass.
(564)

Satyavan:
Savitri, Savitri, O Savitri
(565)

Narrator:
Near her she felt a silent shade immense
Chilling the noon with darkness for its back.
An awful hush had fallen upon the place:
There was no cry of birds, no voice of beasts.
(565)

She knew that visible Death
was standing there
And Satyavan had passed
from her embrace.
(566)
BOOK IX: The Book of Eternal Night,
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Narrator:
Then suddenly there came on her the change
(571)

A Force descended trailing endless lights;
It sank into her soul and she was changed.

Now all her acts sprang from a godhead's calm.
(573)

She raised her noble head; fronting her gaze
Something stood there, unearthly, sombre, grand,
A limitless denial of all being
That wore the terror and wonder of a shape.
(574)

The two opposed each other with their eyes,
Woman and universal god:
Death:
Unclasp, …
Thy passionate influence and relax, O slave
Of Nature, changing tool of changeless Law,
Who vainly writh'st rebellion to my yoke,
Thy elemental grasp; weep and forget.
(575)

Narrator:
She rose and stood gathered in lonely strength,
Like one who drops his mantle for a race
And waits the signal, motionlessly swift.
(575)

And Savitri moved behind eternal Death,
Her mortal pace was equalled with the god's.
(577)

Death:
O mortal, turn back to thy transient kind;
Aspire not to accompany Death to his home,
As if thy breath could live where Time must die.

The pallid pomps of man's declining days,
The silvered decadent glories of life's fall.
Go, mortal, to thy small permitted sphere!
(589)

Savitri:

(580)

This is my silent dark immensity,
This is the home of everlasting Night,
This is the secrecy of Nothingness
Entombing the vanity of life's desires.

World-spirit, I was thy equal spirit born.
My will too is a law, my strength a god.
I am immortal in my mortality.

(586)

Out of thy shadow give me back again
Into earth's flowering spaces Satyavan
In the sweet transiency of human limbs
To do with him my spirit's burning will.
I will bear with him the ancient Mother's load,
I will follow with him earth's path that leads to God.

Hope not to win back to thee Satyavan.
(587)

Savitri:
I bow not to thee, O huge mask of death,
Conscious of immortality I walk.
First I demand whatever Satyavan,
My husband, waking in the forest's charm
Out of his long pure childhood's lonely dreams,
Desired and had not for his beautiful life.
Give, if thou must, or, if thou canst, refuse.
(589)

Death:
Indulgent to the dreams my touch shall break,
I yield to his blind father's longing heart
Kingdom and power and friends and greatness lost
And royal trappings for his peaceful age,

(590)

Wherever thou leadst his soul I shall pursue.
(590)

Death:
Hast thou god-wings or feet that tread my stars,
Frail creature with the courage that aspires,
Forgetting thy bounds of thought, thy mortal role?
Their orbs were coiled before thy soul was formed.

In every heart is hidden the myriad One.
I know the calm Transcendent bears the world,
The veiled Inhabitant, the silent Lord:
I feel his secret act, his intimate fire;
I hear the murmur of the cosmic Voice.
I know my coming was a wave from God.
(595)

I, Death, am He; there is no other God.
All from my depths are born, they live by death;
All to my depths return and are no more.
I have made a world by my inconscient Force.

BOOK X: The Book of the Double Twilight
Canto II: The Gospel of Death and Vanity of the Ideal

Death:

Savitri:

A bright hallucination are thy thoughts.
(615)

O Death, who reasonest, I reason not,
Reason that scans and breaks, but cannot build
Or builds in vain because she doubts her work.
I am, I love, I see, I act, I will.
(594)

Death:
Know also. Knowing, thou shalt cease to love
And cease to will, delivered from thy heart.
So shalt thou rest for ever and be still,
Consenting to the impermanence of things.

Vain is thy longing to build heaven on earth.
Immortality thou claimest for thy spirit,
But immortality for imperfect man,
A god who hurts himself at every step
Would be a cycle of eternal pain
Wisdom and love thou claimest as thy right;
But knowledge in this world is errors mate,
CANTO III: The Debate of Love and Death

Savitri:

Savitri:
I know that knowledge is a vast embrace:
I know that every being is myself,

O Death, thou speakest truth but truth that slays,
I answer to thee with the Truth that saves.
(621)

O Death, thou lookst on an unfinished world
Assailed by thee and of its road unsure,
Peopled by imperfect minds and ignorant lives,
And sayest God is not and all is vain.
How shall the child already be the man?
Because he is infant, shall he never grow?
Because he is ignorant, shall he never learn?
In a small fragile seed a great tree lurks,
In a tiny gene a thinking being is shut;
A little element in a little sperm,
It grows and is a conqueror and a sage.
(623)

Love must not cease to live upon the earth;
For Love is the bright link twixt earth and heaven,
Love is the far Transcendent's angel here;
Love is man's lien on the Absolute.
(633)

Death:
Even so men cheat the Truth with splendid thoughts.
Thus wilt thou hire the glorious charlatan, Mind,
To weave from his Ideal's gossamer air
A fine raiment for thy body's nude desires
And thy heart's clutching greedy passion clothe?

O Death, not for my heart's sweet poignancy
Nor for my happy body's bliss alone
I have claimed from thee the living Satyavan,
But for his work and mine, our sacred charge.

O human face, put off mind-painted masks:
The animal be, the worm that Nature meant;
Accept thy futile birth, thy narrow life.

(633)

(634)

Our lives are God's messengers beneath the stars;
To dwell under death's shadow they have come
Tempting God's light to earth for the ignorant race,
His love to fill the hollow in men's hearts,
His bliss to heal the unhappiness of the world.
For I, the woman, am the force of God,
He the Eternal's delegate soul in man.
My will is greater than thy law, O Death;
My love is stronger than the bonds of Fate:
Our love is the heavenly seal of the Supreme.
I guard that seal against thy rending hands.

Death:

Savitri:
My heart is wiser than the Reason's thoughts,
My heart is stronger than thy bonds, O Death.
It sees and feels the one Heart beat in all,
It feels the high Transcendent's sunlike hands,
It sees the cosmic Spirit at its work;
In the dim Night it lies alone with God.
My heart's strength can carry the grief of the universe.
..
Death:
Art thou indeed so strong, O heart,
O soul, so free? And canst thou gather then
Bright pleasure from my wayside flowering boughs,
Yet falter not from thy hard journey's goal,
Meet the world's dangerous touch and never fall?
Show me thy strength and freedom from my laws.

So prove thy absolute force to the wise gods,
By choosing earthly joy! For self demand
And yet from self and its gross masks live free.
Then will I give thee all thy soul desires,
All the brief joys earth keeps for mortal hearts.
Only the one dearest wish that outweighs all,
Hard laws forbid and thy ironic fate.
My will once wrought remains
unchanged through Time,
And Satyavan can never again be thine.
Savitri:
If the eyes of Darkness can look straight at Truth,
Look in my heart and, knowing what I am,
Give what thou wilt or what thou must, O Death.
Nothing I claim but Satyavan alone.
(636)

Savitri:
Surely I shall find
Among the green and whispering woods of Life
Close-bosomed pleasures, only mine since his,
Or mine for him, because our joys are one.
And if I linger, Time is ours and God's,
And if I fall, is not his hand near mine?
All is a single plan; each wayside act
Deepens the soul's response, brings nearer the goal.
636

Death:
I give to thee, saved from death and poignant fate
Whatever once the living Satyavan
Desired in his heart for Savitri.
Bright noons I give thee and unwounded dawns,
Daughters of thy own shape in heart and mind,
Fair hero sons and sweetness undisturbed
Of union with thy husband dear and true.

Return, O child, to thy forsaken earth.

The world is a myth that happened to come true
A legend told to itself by conscious Mind,

Savitri:
Thy gifts resist.
Earth cannot flower if lonely I return.

Mind is the author, spectator, actor, stage:
If Mind is all, renounce the hope of bliss;
If Mind is all, renounce the hope of truth.
For Mind can never touch the body of Truth
And Mind can never see the soul of God

Death:
Savitri:
What knowst thou of earth's rich and changing life
Who thinkst that one man dead all joy must cease?
Hope not to be unhappy till the end:
For grief dies soon in the tired human heart;
Soon other guests the empty chambers fill.
(637)

Savitri:
Give me back Satyavan, my only lord.
Thy thoughts are vacant to my soul that feels
The deep eternal truth in transient things.
CANTO IV: The Dream Twilight of the Earthly Real

Death:
Vainly thou seekst in Matters world an aim;
No aim is there, only a will to be.

How sayst thou Truth can never light the human mind
(648)

And Bliss can never invade the mortal's heart
Or God descend into the world he made?
If in the meaningless Void creation rose,
If from a bodiless Force Matter was born,
If Life could climb in the unconscious tree,
Its green delight break into emerald leaves
And its laughter of beauty blossom in the flower,
If sense could wake in tissue, nerve and cell
And Thought seize the grey matter of the brain,
And soul peep from its secrecy through the flesh,
How shall the nameless Light not leap on men,
And unknown powers emerge from Nature's sleep?
I am not bound by thought or sense or shape;
I live in the glory of the Infinite,

I am near to the Nameless and Unknowable,
The Ineffable is now my household mate.
But I have loved too the body of my God.
I have pursued him in his earthly form.
A lonely freedom cannot satisfy
A heart that has grown one with every heart:
I am a deputy of the aspiring world,
My spirit's liberty I ask for all.
(649)

Death:
Mighty art thou with the dread goddess filled,
To whom thou criedst at dawn in the dim woods.
Use not thy strength like the wild Titan souls!
(651)

Touch not the seated lines, the ancient laws,
Respect the calm of great established things.
(651)

Even God himself obeys the Laws he made:
The law abides and never can it change,
The Person is a bubble on time's sea.
(654)

This truth I know that Satyavan is dead
And even thy sweetness cannot lure him back.
Leave then thy dead, O Savitri, and live.
(656)

Savitri:
O Death, thou too art God and yet not He,
But only his own black shadow on his path
As leaving the Night he takes the upward Way
And drags with him its clinging inconscient Force.
(656)

But who can show to thee Truth's glorious face?
Our human words can only shadow her.
To thought she is an unthinkable rapture of light,
To speech a marvel inexpressible.
O Death, if thou couldst touch the Truth supreme
Thou wouldst grow suddenly wise and cease to be.
If our souls could see and love and clasp God's Truth,
Its infinite radiance would seize our hearts,
Our being in God's image be remade
And earthly life become the life divine.
(663)

Death:
Is thine that strength, O beauty of mortal limbs,
O soul who flutterest to escape my net?
Who then art thou hiding in human guise?
Thy voice carries the sound of infinity,
Knowledge is with thee,
Truth speaks through thy words;
The light of things beyond shines in thy eyes.
But where is thy strength to conquer Time and Death?
(663/664)

O human claimant to immortality,
Reveal thy power, lay bare thy spirit's force,
Then will I give back to thee Satyavan.
Or if the Mighty Mother is with thee,
Show me her face that I may worship her;
Let deathless eyes look into the eyes of Death,
An imperishable Force touching brute things
Transform earth's death into immortal life.
Then can thy dead return to thee and live.
(663)

And the calm inflexible pity in thy gaze.
But now, O timeless Mightiness, stand aside
And leave the path of my incarnate Force.
Relieve the radiant God from thy black mask:
Release the soul of the world called Satyavan
Freed from thy clutch of pain and ignorance
That he may stand master of life and fate,
Man's representative in the house of God,
The mate of Wisdom and the spouse of Light,
The eternal bridegroom of the eternal bride.
(666)

Narrator:
Narrator:
And Savitri looked on Death and answered not.
....Death unconvinced resisted still,
A mighty transformation came on her.
The Incarnation thrust aside its veil.
Then a Voice was heard that seemed the stillness' self
(664)

Background voice:
I hail thee, almighty and victorious Death,
Thou grandiose Darkness of the Infinite.
Live, Death, awhile, be still my instrument.
One day man too shall know thy fathomless heart
Of silence and the brooding peace of Night
And grave obedience to eternal Law

Light like a burning tongue licked up his thoughts,
Light was a luminous torture in his heart,
Light coursed, a splendid agony, through his nerves;
His darkness muttered perishing in her blaze.
He called to Night but she fell shuddering back,
He called to Hell but sullenly it retired:
He turned to the Inconscient for support,
From which he was born, his vast sustaining self;
It drew him back towards boundless vacancy
As if by himself to swallow up himself:
He called to his strength, but it refused his call.
His body was eaten by light, his spirit devoured.

PICS

Narrator:
Death is eaten up by light. All is bliss and delight.
Savitri hears the voice of The Divine Mother. The
huge divine plan is mapped out before her.

A MARVELLOUS sun looked down from ecstasy's skies
On worlds of deathless bliss, perfection's home,
Magical unfoldings of the Eternal's smile
Capturing his secret heart-beats of delight.

ACT V
SCENE I

Then like an anthem from the heart's lucent cave
A voice soared up whose magic sound could turn
The poignant weeping of the earth to sobs
Of rapture and her cry to spirit song.
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(683)

The divine Mother:
.... when the hour of the Divine draws near
The Mighty Mother shall take birth in Time
And God be born into the human clay
In forms made ready by your human lives.
Some shall be made the glory's receptacles
And vehicles of the Eternal's luminous power.
These are the high forerunners, the heads of Time,
The great deliverers of earth-bound mind,
The high transfigurers of human clay,

The first-born of a new supernal race.
The incarnate dual Power shall open God's door,
Eternal supermind touch earthly Time.
The superman shall wake in mortal man
And manifest the hidden demigod
Or grow into the God-Light and God-Force
Revealing the secret deity in the cave.
Then shall the earth be touched by the Supreme,
His bright unveiled Transcendence shall illumine
The mind and heart and force the life and act
To interpret his inexpressible mystery
In a heavenly alphabet of Divinity's signs.
(705)

The Spirit shall look out through Matter's gaze
And Matter shall reveal the Spirit's face.
Nature shall live to manifest secret God,
The Spirit shall take up the human play,
This earthly life become the life divine.
(710)

END OF OFFERING

