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The Supramental is a truth and 1ts advent 1s in the very nature of
things inevitable . . .

I believe the descent of this Truth opening the way to a development of
divine consciousness here to be the final sense of the earth evolution.

‘ SRI AUROBINDO
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PAGES FROM A JOURNAL
THE EARLY CONVERSATIONS OF SRI AUROBINDO
Compiled from the Notes of Anilbaran Roy

INTRODUCTION

Before Sr1 Aurobindo went into seclusion in order to carry on a yogic-
spiritual action by which he could prepare conditions i1n earth-life suitable
for establishing the Supermind, he used to have long conversations with his
disciples. During these conversations a number of subjects were discussed—
Sri Aurobindo was asked auestions on almost everything under the sun
According to his old disciples, his elucidation of the various problems put
before him, whether of human life and thought, or of the practice of Yoga
and of the play of spiritual and occult forces beyond the ken of the normal
human intelligence, always revealed the same high wisdom and spiritual
enlightenment that is apparent in his written works

Exact verbatim reports of all talks were not taken down, but some of the
disciples used to keep notes Anilbaran Roy was in the habit of writing
gown after the conversations were over most of the things that had been

1scussed N

I 1s true that Sri1 Aurobindo later changed his views on some matlers
to a certain extent, not so much in their fundamental truth as in their
application to life amidst the fast-changing conditions of the world; also,
as his mastery over the world-forces increased he was led to alter some of
his views with regard to the working of the Higher Power in the earth-
consciousness. Nevertheless, the fundamental truths he had previously
expressed he did not reiect but incorporated them i1n a larger and more
complex unity

At some places the notes taken down may not cavture the correct tone
of Sri Aurobindo’s exposition and bring out the precise shade of meaning,
or again they may fail to catch the right turn of phrase and the immaculate-
ness of the expression, making the philosophical formulation suffer
stylistically to some extent, but on the whole the iournal does justice to the
informal discourses Sri Aurobindo used to give to his disciples before he went
into seclusion, and definitely succeeds 1n recreating the atmosphere of that
period—an atmosphere of erudition and spiritual enlightenment, of friendship
and good humour, of love and goodwill, an atmosphere that can only be
possible among men who live together in brotherhood for the pursuit of a
high spiritual ideal and look up to their God-realised leader to give them light
and realisation.

“Synergist”
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Anilbaran Roy’s political penchant 1s well-known among the followers
of Sri Aurobindo; especially before he joined the Ashram, his zeal for
any kind of political work which would lead to India’s independence was
tremendous. So when he settled down at Pondicherry, 1t was but natural
that he should frequently ask questions on political matters to one who
had so effectively held in his hands the torch of India’s Freedom and who
was now his spiritual mentor.

Though Sri Aurobindo sitll possessed his old political sagesse, he
was now a different person; he saw things from a higher Truth-vision
and urged his disciples to do the same by learning to rise to a ‘spiritual
consciousness above the mind His preoccupation was no longer with
political problems, but with establishing in earth-existence the Supra-
mental Truth-consciousness he had realised, so that its- power could
permeate the whole of human life and gradually transform 1t. Man’s social
and political life, together with his other activities, was also to be re-
shaped in the hight of the higher Truth: so he discouraged in his disciples
the habit of viewing political problems from the mere mind, but advised
them to open 1t to the hght of the Supramental Truth he was bringing
down, and allow that Truth te create the necessary forms for the
organisation of the external life instead of making ignorant and immature
mental constructions Therefore, whilst answering Anmilbaran’s questions
on Indian politics he would pften humorously curb his disciple’s zeal.
and then make him see the same problem from his own higher spiritual
stand-point, .

Against this background the following conversations will be better
understood and appreciated.

When the disciples had gathered as usual for the evening talks, X
remarked: “What about your making a greater India?”

“That 1s Anilbaran’s contribution,” came Sr1 Aurobindo’s reply

“But I only quoted from Nolini Kanta,” protested Amnilbaran.
(Anilbaran had previously referred to this matter in a letter to someone.)

Now another disciple jomned in—*“You said that yourself seven years

ago.”
“But why should you look backward rather than {orward?” repled
SrijAurobindo. “Who has ‘made’ India that I should ‘make’ 1t greater”
People do not make a country—all their thoughts and acts are processes
i the making of the country. We are only trying to bring the Truth
down; 1if the Truth makes a greater India, that will not be pur making.
The Truth 1s greater than we are—we are only its instruments”

But X was not to be denied The next evening he again brought
the conversation round to the same subject. “But you once referred to the
making of a greater India when the Truth comes down,” he began.

2
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“I did not say that; I think it was either Anilbaran or Nolmni.”

“In that connection, I think, you said that India would be the starting
pomt. Are you sure of that?”

“Well, I do not make any prophecy. The conditions are favourable
here—spirituality is embedded in the race and there is every likelihood
that India will be the starting pommt. But if India neglects this chance,
if she follows Anilbaran to the Legislative Council or the Deva Sharma,
then India’s chance may be lost. Qur aspiration is that the Truth may be
brought down by us, and that we become the starting point.”

Then Anilbaran inquired, “Do those who practise the Supramental
Yoga help in any way the spiritual hfe of other people?”

“Of humanity, you mean?”’ asked Sr Aurobindo.

&KYes b2

“Humanity has yet no spiritual hfe”

“But people may be brought towards spirituality.”

“Of course, when we bring down the Supramental, 1t will help to
raise humanity A spiritual atmosphere is created by our sadhana which
may draw people towards spirituality ”

“Do you think that in India the atmosphere 1is more congenial for
leading a spiritual hfe than in other countries?”

“That 1s a fact.”

“What 1s the reason for that?”

“It 1s due to the spiritual sadhana carried on in India for the last
four thousand years. Other countries also have a spiritual past—but they
have lost at; however, they are again coming back to it. But in India
the sadhana has gone on continuously. This does not mean that all men
in India are spiritual and that there are no spiritual men in other countries;
what is meant 1s that in india one can more easily take up the spiritual
Iife.”

“Can the difficulties in the path be more easily overcome 1n India?”

“That is not the case For example, the Mayavada is very difficult to
be got over.”

Then one day after a discussion on the current political situation
S Aurobindo remarked, “Politics, as I was saying, is a very dirty affair—-
but unfortunately, it is a necessity ”

Pointing towards Anilbaran, a disciple observed. “He does not seem
to swallow this.”

“It is for that reason that I am giving him long doses,” Sri Aurobindo
replied. ;

Anilbaran joined - “Tilak used to talk like that he often said
that he would have preferred to be a professor of mathematics, but that
he was compelled to take to politics as there was no one else to do this
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work.”

“Tilak was cut out for politics. What he said about not hking
politics came from his mind, but his vital being required politics. I myself
could have said with more truth than Tilak that I unwillingly took to
politics; 1 would have preferred, however not to be a professor but to
devote myself to poetry and intellectual pursuits. But even in my case
that would not have been wholly true, for my vital bemng took interest in
politics which gives a certain vital satisfaction”

The next eveming there was a general talk about different religions
when Sr1 Aurobindo observed, “That has always been the case with
aggressive religions—they tend to overrun the earth.” Hindwism, on the
other hand, has become passive, and therein lies the danger for it.”

“How can the passivity of the Hindus be cured?”

“By movement and activity ”

Then after one or two questions had been asked, Anilbaran said,
“What is the nature of the movement required for the Hindus, and how
1s it going to be brought about?”

“Have you read the history of India? Take the case of Shivaji in
Maharashtra and of Pratapuditya in Bengal. During the Swadeshi move-
ment all the leaders were influenced by some Guru or spiritual man. We
were influenced more by Ramakrishna and Vivekananda than by Dadabhai
Naoroji and others.”

“But there 1s a marked difference between the national workers ot
the Swadeshi period and those at the present time,” Anilbaran replied.
“The former Wworkers drew their mspiration from the Gita; the present
workers have discarded the Gita and they laugh at spirituality; they
draw their mspiration from Bolshevism or from similar European
movements.”

“That 1s the reason why they are unable to achieve much,” said
Sri Aurobindo. “They only take the forms adopted in the previous move-
ment without realising the changed circumstances and fresh requirements
of the time”

“At present most of our workers and leaders are without any spintusl
Iife,” continued Anilbaran.

“I cannot say anything about individuals,” Sri1 Aurobindo replied,
“but the central thing in Hinduism 1s spirituality and there cannot be any
big movement without spirituality behind 1t ”



A MESSAGE ON WORK

Here, for each work given, the full strength and Grace are always
given at the same time to do the work as 1t has to be done. If you do
not feel the strength and the Grace 1t proves that there 1s some mistake
mn your attitude. The faith 1s lacking or you have fallen back on old tracks

and old creeds and thus you lose all receptivity.

1-10-52




TOWARDS THE ILLIMITABLE
K. D. Sethna

Each of us contains many personalities. Here
the author disengages a trend of his nature and
gives it full and sole play, letting it run to its
own extreme and find its own exclusive turn of
thought and expression. The result is a blend
of the dramatic and the personal, at once the enact-
ment of a role and genuine self-disclosure.

A moment’s warmth and the mntimacies of a handful can never be my
terminus. I must erther possess hke a God or feel the universe alien and
strive to destroy its endless multitudes by some mystical flat of my consci-
ousness. If I fail, I move among men like a dusky cloud, depressing them
and myself losing all savour of Iife. Even the poet in me, whose natural
being is to discover the veins of gold embedded in dull rock, keeps drifting
with a lstless countenance. I know that a Lught dissolving every imper-
fection lives somewhere and that I have a home 1n 1t which on occasion I
attain. But the sense of not having attained 1t for good 1s often the veige
of lunacy for my wits and devours each poetic thrill as soon as 1t 1s born.

Oh I am obsessed with the illimitable! It 15 not
only because the wisitations of exalted feeling are rare
that dumb blanks occur 1n the history of my mind Great
inspiration can never bhe too frequent a capture—we are not
strong enough to bear and retain the glowing pressure of deep significances
—we are soft and yielding o the downthrusts of divinity, the sublime Lights
plunge through us and cut of us because we hold up no sustained response
to their cry and cannot catch thewr brightness on a firm tablet of memory
If our emotions could stand the impact of high heaven and resound to it
instead of answering to rhythms that are commonplace, there would he
more poetry in this world. But sometimes a most peculiar numbness de-
hars me from clasping inspiration. It is not that the receptive vessel 1s
weak or the skies are empty. Reflecting that in a thousand million years
the sun will be a shrivelled ember, the earth a frozen sleep and no least stir
of even a grass-blade pierce the silence, the inanimation, the winter without
end and all that passion and poetry have built grandly in the spaces of
human consciousness leave not a mark on the vacuity of that distant doom
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I stand paralysed An utter hopelessness comes over me; no stroke of my
pen, however delightful, seems worth the trouble of lasting for a mere thou-
sand million years. Does not every phrase claim, by the superb imagina-
tion burning 1n 1t, an etermity of existence? Why then should I be baulked
of the Spirit’s immortal right, why suffer the indignity of bemg fobbed oft
with a few paltry millenniums when God’s own termlessness 1s my dreaw
m all that I manifest of His creative glory? Most foolish to the practical
sense—this petulance of the dreamer in me, but many a page that might
have quivered into beauty 1s left by 1t a white desert like the snow of that
inhuman epoch prophesied by Science as the tomb of all the wonder of
words poetry sets winging through the ages.

If my work must perish and I go down the dark road even betore, I
must seek after a more durable power than 1s granted to the poet or his
poetry Nothing appears to me satisfying save the breaking of whatever
walls guard me from self-loss mn the Infinite. To bear the indifference of
the winds and the tides, the aloof greatness of wheeling worlds that outsoar
man’s hiving, the magnificent and icy touch of the Cosmos, we must our-
selves become a greatness, an immensity, a transcendence of all human heat.
But a tiny creature who has in him the power to feel the weight of infinitude
must be 1n essence an infinitude that has forgotten its own grandeur. The
tremendous gap we suffer 1s the oblivion of a tremendous fullness which is
our deepest life I cannot help the intuition that we are equal to the Cos-
mos But we can know our own immeasurable truth only by dying to the
smallness of our ego, the httleness of the whole human race, the finitude of
all earth, the imitation of even the sun and the moon and the planets heap-
ed together m a colossal bonfire. Stripped of the least attachment, we
must endeavour to become nothing short of a pure Existence stretched
without end through space and time, free and featureless and immutable
No form, no period should confine us That alone is master within us,
which can stand outside each object and beyond each circumstance. Once
that sovereignty i1s acquired, then without harm each object and circum-
stance can be embraced and our hfe throb with burning details.

You must be considering my mystical megalomania the pur-
smt of a majestic mirage What will you think f I fling at
you the sublime perversenesses of a nympholept? You will deem
me not just reverie-infested but also a Grand Inquisitor putting
the human heart-beat on the rack For, I have a most difficult
confession to force out of love's delicate mouth I want lovers
everywhere to admit to themselves that all their consummations are tumul-
tuous betrayers of what the wistful ‘eyes and the hungry hands had pro-
mised Not the brief flare-up of the nerves had hfted a beacon on the
hilltop of the future to call forward love’s limbs. Surely a mightier fulfi-
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ment had haunted us, mightier than flesh clinging to flesh—mightier
also than two souls hurling against flesh-barriers to become each other’s
possession. Abelard, what you were looking for when Héloise came to you
was not Héloise but your own prissthood, the command of some absolute
Beauty smiling above change. That is why the barred door of your refusal
to look beyond her had to be pushed open by Fate smiting away your
genitals like an obstinate padlock! But all are not made God’s eunuchs in
so crude a fashion, and their paths to Truth are cut short instead. In the
lives of those who stir with a vague superhuman trouble that wears no
familiar face, the stroke of Fate in some form or other is always in waiting.
They are beaten down from their proud kisses and the embracing ease of
their marriage-beds—down to the dust where they may learn to kneel and
worship. But if we are wise and 1if all would behold the true light behind
the surface ghtter, lover should speak to lover- “Various miseries will be-
fall us, time will tear many a precious portion out of our lives, and death
may divide—who knows how early?—the touch that is our entire happi-
ness. If suffer we must, since none can escape being vulnerable clay, why
should we not turn to the Everlasting in the midst of the ephemeral and,
separated, clasp yet the Wonder where all separations cease—not the blind
clod of death but the shadowless Spirit within, that 1s always and every-
where one? There the ecstatic pain is found in which, by being cloven
apart here, we shall know the love which holds together the quintessence
of all things.” -

Cruel, no doubt, 1s my admonition. I myself who give 1t shudder at
times. Yet I cannot deny the Truth, for hours are there when I stand in
the presence of a Beauty and a Beatitude whose very nvisibleness has the
power to blot out the gold of our broad day. How can I wrong Thy king-
ship, O Spirit Eternal, by forgetting those hours? I am called and called
beyond each mundane prize Whatever Thy form, Thou unknown menace
to my human heart, I love Thee. O sweet devouring Wideness—from
above and around and below Thou comest. Nowhere can I escape Thee
then; and at the first touch of Thy seizure of joy there is no desire left in

me to escape!
(First published in “The All-India Weekly™)



PROBLEMS OF INTEGRAL YOGA
The Unpublished Correspondence of Sri Aurobindo

COMPILER’'S NOTE

Many leiters of Sr1 Aurobindo have already been published
expressing his views on almost all matters concerning human
existence and explaining the process of his Integral Yoga—the
Yoga of Supramental Transformation They have been presented
1in the form of a philosophical and psychological statement of his
leading 1deas, experience-concepts and spiritually realised fruths,
and consequently occupy an important place in the scheme of
Aurobindoman literature The object of this Series, however,
is different—it is to present problems of Integral Yoga exactly
as they were put before Sri Aurobindo by the disciples from
time to time, together with Sri Aurobindo’s comments on them
It is felt that a compilation of this type will be a really living
documenti of his teaching and will help the reader to come to
close grips with problems of this particular Yoga

Often, the questions asked by the disciples will not be given
when the nature of the problem discussed 1s easily understandable
from Sri Aurobindo’s reply; secondly, the letters published will
not always be in answer to particular problems—they may either
be important injunctions given to the disciples or of a purely
informative nature Sometimes, lelters already vprinted in the
various journals and books of the Ashram may also be included
1f they form an important connecting link in the sequence of
questions and answers

“Synergist”

Sr1 Aurcbindo’s letters on his own hife and sadhana were published
m the August 1ssue. The same Section 1s continued here with his letters
on the Mother The Miscellaneous Section follows as usual

SECTION A SRI AUROBINDO’S LETTERS ON THE MOTHER
8-2-34

Disciple  Is the Mother’s Giace only general®

Sr1 Aurcbindo: Both general and special
8-2-34 )

Disciple  How 15 one to receive what she grants in general?

Sr1 Au:obindo  You have only to keep yourself open and whatever

you need and can receive at the moment will come,
% s *
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10-2-34

Disciple: Is it true that when the Mother plays on the organ she calls
down the Gods of the higher planes to help us?

Sr1 Aurcbindo: Not consciously.
9-2-34

Disciple: Then does it mean that they are attracted to the music and
come down?

Aurobindo: They may be.
10-2-34

Disciple: Does the Mother bring down something while playmng?

Sr1 Aurobindo: If she did not bring something, why should she play
at all?
19-4-34

It 1s not altogether the way—if the mind is active it 1s more difficult
to become aware of what the Mother 1s bringing. It is not thoughts she
brings, but the higher light, force ete.

* * *

22-3-34

It is the Mother’s busimness. She alone can say what 1s the right way
to deal with people. If she were to deal with people only according to
their defects, there would be hardly half a dozen people left in the Ashram.

® * *
19-4-35
The Mother’s seriousness (at Pranam) 1s due to some absorption in
some work she is doing or very often to some strong attack of hostile forces
in the atmosphere.
In the evening the Mother brings down the silence, but not the silence

only—also the power for transformation. But as calm and silence are the
first requisite for transformation, you felt that.

* ES >
It is only if one can feel the mmward touch of the Mother without the
necessity of the physical contact that the true value of the latter can be
really active. Otherwise there i1s a danger of its becoming like a mere
artificial stimulant or a puiting of vital force from her for one’s own benefit.
2-3-37

* * *
If they are so dependent on the physical touch that they cannot feel
anything when 1t 1s not there, this means that they have not used it at all

10
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for developing the inner connection, if they had, the inner connection after
so many years would already be there. The inner connection can only be
developed by an inner concentration and aspiration, not by a mere outward
pranam every day. What most people do is simply to pull vital force from
the Mother and live on 1t—but that is not the objecl of the Pranam.
4.3-37

® * &

Pulling 1s a psychological act—people are always pulling vital force
from each other though they do not do it consciously, Le., with a purpose
in the mind—it is instinctive 1n the wvital to draw force from wherever it
can. All contact is in fact a receiving and giving ;of vital forces in a small
or great degree. You have yourself said that after meeting such and such
person you felt empty and exhausted—that means the person drew your
vital force out of you. That is what people do at Pranam, instead of being
quiet and receptive, they pull vitally. It can be stopped by cutting off
connection, but if the Mother did that at Pranam, then the Pranam would
be useless.

5-3-37

SECTION B- MISCELLANEOUS LETTERS
TWO VISIONS

Anilbaran. During meditation this evening X saw a child coming out
of his lower abdomen and making pranam to you I explammed that the
lower vital in him was coming under the influence of the Psychic. He asks
me to write to you about it for an explanation.

Sri Aurobindo. Yes, your explanation was correct. 12-8-35

* * ¥

Anilbaran: X writes about a vision his wife saw, and asks whether 1t
has any significance for them. I am sending his letter.*

Sri Aurobindo: These visions are indications of some force at work
which passes through the field of the consciousness or perhaps touches 1t
or 1s at work upon it. Lights and colour indicate forces—when formed
like that, 1t means a formed force at work. Pale blue indicates probably
the Sri Krishna light; the meaning of red depends on the exact shade, for
there are many red lights each with a different significance. It 1s how-
ever only when the Light descends or acts on the consciousness that such
things assume a dynamic importance. 11-5-36.

+ Unfortunately, this letter 1s mussing from Anilbaran’s collection. Therefore it
1s not included here—Compiler

11
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On receiving this reply Anilbaran wrote back:. “The red which X’s
wife saw 1 her vision was like the mnner part of fire when it 1s burning
well. What does it signity?”

Sr1 Aurobindo: If it was fire-red, 1t may have been the Agni-force
itself. 23-5-36.

* v L

A DREAM EXPERIENCE

Disciple Mother, two days back, on the mght I wrote to you last, I
saw a peculiar dream; peculiar because 1t was very much hike a real hap-
pening. I dreamt that it was a darshan day and that I came late for
Pranam. When I came, three letters were just going to be sent to me.
one from You, one from Sr1 Aurobindo and the other from C informing
me about Your letters to my enquiry. I took the letters and kept them
with me while making Pranam I prostrated myself at the feet of Sri
Aurobindo who was very glad to see me He blessed me with two hands
very lovingly. Then I did the same at Your feel; You were watching
me very affectionately—You too gave me Your blessings You looked full
of joy, and I received inexpressible joy and peace from Your blessings.

I interpret the dream as the psychic influence of Your presence and
blessings, felt through my physico-vital. Mother, am I right?

Sri Aurobindo: It was evidently a contact on the vital-physical plane
or the subtle-physical which 1s so close to the physical that the effects last
afterwards.

12
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THE SADHANA OF SRI AUROBINDO’S YOGA

COMPILER’S NOTE

In recent years Sri Aurobindo’s teaching and his Ashram at
Pondicherry have attracted a great deal of attention. People from
India as well as abroad who visil this spiritual centre are greatly
mpressed by :ts numerous activities and by the perfect organi-
sation of the collective life of 1ts seven hundred and fifty
restdents Nevertheless, many of them, though they appreciate
the outer side of the Ashram life, find it difficult to understand in
what way exactly the actual sadhana of the Integral Yoga is
done; 1n the absence of a set form of discipline which they can
see being followed by all alike, they are unable to have a clear

grasp of the inner yogic life of the sadhaks and their spiritual
development.

It 1s therefore felt that an account of typical day-to-day
sadhana of different disciples written by themselves and
publisned in the form of a diary, will greatly help people to
have an msight into the working of the inner life of the Ashram

The account published below is entitled: My Sadhana with the
Mother. This account 1s all the more interesting and valuable
because under each statement there 1s Sr1 Aurobindo’s comment—
often brief, but always 1lluminating. As the reader will go
through 1t, he will understand, apart from other things, the
extremely important part played by the Mother in Sri Aurobindo’s
Yoga of Transformation, and how She and Sri Aurobindo have
established a spiritual poise by which they act together on the
sadhaks. He will also begin fo realise how this Yoga cannot
be done and followed to 1its logical consummation by one’s own
efforts, but only through the Mother

“Synergist”

MY SADHANA WITH THE MOTHER
BY 43 AB »
THE KNOWLEDGE AND THE RISING OF THE EGO

April, 1935

AB It 1s true that when one crosses the border of the mind and
lives over the head, the word “difficulty” exists no more for hum. For the
hostile or the lower forces cannot touch the higher planes which are the
Mother’s.

Sr1 Aurobindo. From the higher mind upwards all is free from the
action of ‘the hostile forces. For they all belong to the spiritual conscious-
ness though with varying degrees of light and power and completeness.

o
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AB. Till recently, it was I who used to enter into the Mother’s
consciousness and hve in it Now, it seems as if She 1s beginning to
come into me and be with me all the time.

Sr1 Aurobindo. It 1s the next thing that must be perfected.

AB. I think the sadhaks should be satisfied with describing what
happens in their sadhana, and have no demands regarding the answers they
recewve from you. To ask questions urged by the wvital ego will only
disturb the sadhana

S.A. It 1s so indeed because it is then mind and wvital that put the
question and the ego 1s always wanting to make use of the answer or the
mental ignorance to distort it.

AB So many are still burdened with difficulties, depression and
attacks. This happens, I suppose, because many of them try to seek union
with the Mother through Her most material part—the physical being.
They seem to be seeking more and more for Her physical nearness, touch,
presence, etc But the fact 1s that the union of the consciousness with Her
physical Self will be actually the last in our sadhana.

Sri Aurobindo. Qute right To live inside 1s the first principle of
spiritual life and from inside to reshape the physical existence But so
many 1nsist on remaining 1n the external and their relation with the Mother
is governed by the ordinary reactions of the external unspiritualised nature

AB. During the morning Pranam, the Mother gave me a flower
signifying “the psychological perfection” You know that 1t 1s a flower
with five petals, but what I received had six petals! The five petals mean.
love, bhakti, surrender, sincerity and faith  what should I understand by
the sixth petal?

Sri Aurobindo. The five are purity (not love), devotion, ete. The sixth
is steadfastness (stability, etc ).

AB An increasing muteness spreads all over me I see that the
mhabitants of the region through which I am passing have silence as
their speech. Here one does not need to take a plunge nto stillness but
rather the stillness plunges mto one! What shall one pray for since even
the knowledge 1s suspended here!

It 1s an entire absorption into the Mother’s eternal and infinite Peace
and Silence. Once 1t 1s entered one forgets who one 1s  To think of leaving
this plane even for a second would be torture

It is a known fact that some getting into this plane found 1t or rather
took 1t to be so high and absolute that they never dreamt of going beyond
it. But it is only the first of the spiritual planes I must confess that it
does not contain Peace, Bliss and Freedom i unhimited quantity These
seem, at least to our human mind, so supreme and profound and utterly
intoxicating that 1t is not surprising that some people should be satisfied
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to remain eternally plunged in them

Sr1 Aurobindo. It was the goal for most Yogins, but for us 1t 1s the
beginning and basis. For it 1s the state of spiritual liberation which was
all they wanted.

AB. Every evening brings a strong voidness—shama. I suppose, it
1s meant as a preparation for my reception of what the Mother brings
down during the might Meditation

Sri Aurobindo Yes

AB. 1 received some sort of intimation from within that the Mother
1s working directly from the supramentalised Overmind, and that it is its
direct Power that works at present 1n the Ashram—at least in some
sadhakas. Is 1t not true?

Sri Aurobindo. There 1s some of truth in that, but it 1s only 2
beginning,

AB. A suggestion tells me that, at least for some time I should write
to You as little as possible and devote more time to the deeper medita-
tions.

Sri Aurobindo. To write 1s necessary but it 1s not necessary to write
much A httle is sufficienl at present.

AB. I am glad to know that you don’t think 1t necessary for me to
write much, but then the difficulty 1s, how shall I bring down the higher
knowledge? You know that it 1s only whilst writing that I open myself
to its descent.

Sri Aurobindo. I suggest “a httle” only 1n case you find 1t difficult, as
you, said, to write owing to the pressure of the silence But if things come,
there is no reason to stop them

AB. Will you please let me know why You write, “You are right”,
etc, to what I put down. in my letters? It 1s not really I who write;
whatever good You find in my correspondence 1s, as you well know, from
the Mother’s Knowledge. I, a beggar of the road, what could I know or
write!

Sr1 Aurobindo I cannot write “Mother 1s right.” When I say, you
are right, i1t is understood that the “you” gets its knowledge from the
Mother.

AB. I notice that sometimes 1n order not to send my letters back
without something of Yourself, through love and kindness for me You
make some remark on them even when such a remark is not really
required. But I feel that this 1s not really necessary After reading the
letters if You draw a small line at the end 1t will be sufficient to give
me the indication that 'they have not come back without Your reading
them, as it sometimes happens

*In the oniginal the word “Yes” 1s underlined—Compiler,
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Sri Aurobinde Very well.

A.B. When I suggested about drawng a line, I had thought that 1t
would be possible for me to impose a complete surrender on my outer
being Since three days I have been trying 1o do 1t

The outer nature 1s losing all interest and joy in fresponding to the
higher knowledge It says, it 1s no use spending time n bringing down
the higher knowledge, 1t has now no value (as You don’t put Your com-
ments on 'what I write) How am I to know that all I write 1s from the
higher source without Your written approval, for 1t could be a mixture of
my own mind or of some non-spiritual planes?

Sr1 Aurobindo All these suggestions are absolutely absurd. It s
the ego rising up agam and wanting to be patted on the back and told how
clever it 1s and how much knowledge 1t 15 getting (Sr1 Aurobindo then
pointed out to me that smnce I was aware that the knowledge I received
was the Mother’s, he saw no necessity in making any comments; however,
he added that if the knowledge got mixed with the constructions of my own
mind, he would indicate the defects) If there 1s none (mixture) why
should I put in unnecessary approving comments on it? It was your own
psychic that made you suggest putting the line so as to ge't rid of the
remnant of old ego that was secietly teeding on my comments, and 1t was
to help 1in that that I kept silence

If there 1s anything to say, you can trust in me to say it—if there
1S no :remark called for, you should leave me free to keep silence. That
1s the rule I keep always with those who have advanced sufficiently—
not to need mental encouragement or explanations at every step. It seems
to me that you have advanced far enough for that also
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THE FUTURE POETRY
Sri Aurobindo
(11)
THE COURSE OF ENGLISH POETRY
(3)

The Ehzabethan drama 1s an expression of the stir of the hife-spirit, at
its best 1t 1s a great or strong, buoyant or rich or beautiful, passionately
excessive or gloomily tenebrous force of vital poetry  The rest of the utter-
ance of the time 1s full of the lyric joy. sweetness or emotion or moved and
coloured self-description of the same spirit There 1s much 1n 1t of curious
and delighted thinking, but little of a high and firm ntellectual value Cul-
ture 1s still 10 its imaginative childhood and the thinking mind rather works
for the curiosity and beauty of thought and even more fo: the curiosity and
beauty of the mere expression of thought than for its light and 1its vision
The poetry which comes out of this mood 1s likely to have great charm and
mmaginative, emotional or descriptive appeal, but may very well miss that
depth of profounder substance and that self-possessing plenitude of form
which are the other characteristics of a rounded artistic creation Beauty
of poetical expression abounds 1n an unstinted measure, but for the music
of a deeper spirit or higher significance we have to wait, the attempt at 1t
we get, but not often all the success of its presence

Spenser, the poet of second magnitude of the time, gives us 1n his work
this beauty in 1its tullest abundance but also the Iimited measure of this
deeper but not quite successful endeavour The Faerie Queene is mndeed
a poem of unfailing imaginative charm and 1ts two opening cantos aie ex-
quusite 1in execution, a stream of liguid harmony, of curiously opulent vet
finely tempered description, ot fluud poetical phrase and minutely seen
image—for these are Spenser’s constant gifts. the native form of his genius
which displays more of descriptive vision than of the larger creative power
or narrative force,—they work out an inspired 1dea, a httle too much lost
in detail and 1n the diffusion of a wealthy prolixity but still holding well
together 1its rather difficult and entangling burden of symbols and forms and
achieving in the end some accomplished totality of fine poetic effect. But
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if we look at the poem as a whole, the effect intended fails, not because 1t
happened to be left unfinished, nor even because the power in it is not
equally sustamned and is too evidently running thinner and thinner as it
proceeds, but because it could not have come to a successful completion.
Kalidasa’s Burth of the War-God was left unfinished, or fimished by a very
inferior hand, yet even in the fragment there 1s already a masterly totality
of effect; there is the sense of a great and admirable design. Vergil’s
Aeneid, though 1n a way finished, did not receive those last touches which
sometimes make all the difference between perfection and the approach to
it, and we feel too, not a failure of art,—for that 1s a defect which could
never be alleged against Vergil,—but a relative thinning of the supporting
power and inspiration Still the consummate artistic intelligence of the
poet has been so steadily at work, so complete from the very inception, 1t
has so thought out and harmonised 1ts idea from the beginning that a fine
and firm total effect 1s still given. But here there 1s a defect of the artistic
intellect, a vice or insufficiency in its original power of harmonising con-
struction, characteristic of the Elizabethan, almost of the English mind.

Spenser’s intention seems to have been to combine in his own way the
success of Ariosto with the success of Dante His work was to have been
a rich and beautiful romance and at the same time a great interpretation by
" image and symbol, not here of the spiritual but of the ethical meaning of
human Iife. A faery-tale and an ethical symbol in one 1s his conception of
his artistic task. That 1s a kind of combimation difficult enough to execute,
but capable of a great and beautiful effect in a master hand; it had been
achieved with supreme success by Homer and Valmiki. But the Eliza-
bethan intellectual direction runs always towards conceit and curious com-
plication and 1t is unable to follow an idea for the sake of what 1s essential
in it, but tangles it up in all sorts of turns and accessories, seizing on all
manner of disparates 1t tends to throw them together without any real
fusion. Spenser in his idea and its execution fell a victim to all these
defects of the intelligence. He has taken his intellectual scheme from his
Hellenism, the virtues to be figured 1 typical human beings, but dressed
it up with the obvious mediaeval ingenuity of the allegory. Nor is he
satisfied with a simple combination; the turn of the allegory must be at
once ethical, ecclesiastical and political in one fell complexity, his witch
of Faery-land represents Falsehood, the Roman Catholic Church and Mary
Queen of Scots in an irritating jumble. The subject of a poem of this
kind has to be the struggle of the powers of good and evil, but the human
figures through whom 1t works out to its issues, cannot be merely the
good or the evil, this or that virtue or vice, but must stand for them as
their expressive opportunity of life, not as their allegorical body, That
18
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is how Homer and Valmiki work out their idea. Spenser, a great poet,
is not blind to this elementary condition, but his tangled skein of allegory
continually hampers the sounder conception and the interpretative
narration works itself through the maze of its distractions which we are
obliged to accept, not for their own interest or living force and appeal,
but for the beauty of the poetic expression and description to which they
g1ve occasion.

Besides this fault of the initial conception, there are defects in the
execution. After a time at least the virtues and vices altogether lose their
way in faery-land or they become muistily vague and neghgible which is,
but considering the idea of the poem ought not to be, a great relief to
the reader. We are content to read the poem or, still better, each canto
apart as a romance and leave the meaning to take care of itself, —what
was intended as a great ethical interpretative poem of the human soul,
as a series of romantic descriptions and incidents. We see where the
defect is when we make a comparison with the two other greater poems
which had a symilar intention. The Odyssey is a battle of human will and
character supported by divine power against evil men and wrathful gods
and adverse circumstance and the deaf opposition of the elements, whose
scenes move with an easy nevitability between the lands of romance and
the romance of actual human life, losing nowhere in the wealth of incident
and description either the harmonising aesthetic colour or the simple
central idea. The Ramayana too is made up of first materials which
belong to the world of faery romance, but, transformed mto an epic
greatness, they support easily a grandiose picture of the struggle of
incarnate God and Titan, of a human culture expressing the highest order
and range of ethical values with a reign of embattled anarchic force,
egoistic violence and domination and lawless self-assertion. The whole is
of a piece and even in its enormous length and protracted detail there
1s a victorious simplicity, largeness and unity. The Enghsh poet loses
himself in the outward, in romantic incident and description pursued by
his mmagination for their own sake. His 1dea is often too much and too
visibly expressed, yet in the end finds no successful expression. Instead
of relying upon the force of his deeper poetic idea to sustain him, he
depends on intellectual device and parades his machinery. The thread of
connection is wandering and confused. He achieves a diffuse and richly
confused perplexity, not a unity.

These are the natural limitations of the Elizabethan age, and we have
to note them with what may seem at first a disproportionate emphasis,
because they are the key to the immediately following reaction of English
poetry with its turn mn Milton towards a severe and serious intellectual
effort and discipline and its fall in Dryden and Pope to a manner which
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got away from the most promment defects of the Elizabethan mind at
the price of a loss of all its great powers. Englsh poetry before Milton
had not passed through any iraming of the poetic and artistic intelligence;
it had abounding energy and power, but no self-discipline of the idea.
Except in Shakespeare it fails to construct, 1t at once loses and finds
itself in a luxurious indulgence of its power, tollows with a loose sweetness
or a vehement buoyancy all its impulses good, bad or indifferent. Still
what 1f does achieve 1s unique and often superlative mn 1ts kind It achieves
an unsurpassed splendour of imaginative vitality, vision of the hife spirit,
and also an unsurpassed intensity of poetical expression, life venting
itself 1n speech, pouring its lyric emotion, 1its intimate and intuitive
description of 1itself in passionate detail, thinking aloud in a native
utterance of poetry packed with expressive image or felicitous m
directness There 1s no other poetry which has in at all the same degree
this achievement

This poetry 1s then great in achievement within the himats of its method
and substance, but that substance and method belong to the second step
ol the psychological gradations by which poetry becomes a more and more
protound and subtle instrument of the selt-expression of the spirit in man
English poetry I have remarked, follows the grades of this ascension with
a smgular fidelity of sequence At first 1t was satisfied with only a primary
superficial response to the most external appearances of life, 1ts visible
figures, mcidents, primary feelings and characteristics, to marror these
things clearly, justly, with a certain harmony of selection and a just
sufficient transmutation 1 the personality and aesthetic temperament 1s
enough for this earlier type of poetry, all the moie easily satisfied because
everything 1s fresh, interesting, shimulating, and the liveliness of the poetic
impression replaces the necessily of subtlety or depth. Great poetry can
be written i early times with this as its substantial method, but not
afterwards when the race mind has begun to make an intenser and more
imward response to hife. It then becomes the resort of a secondary
inspiration which 1s unable to rise to the full heights of poetic possibility;
or else this external method still persists as part ot the outward manner
of a more subjectve creation, but with a demand for more heightened
effects and a more penetrating expression,

This 1s what has happened 1n the Elizabethan age The external
tendency still persists, but 1t 1s no longer sufficient. Where 1t 1s most
preserved, it still demands a more vehement response, strong colours,
violent passions, exaggerated figures, out-ot-the-way or crowding events
Lafe 1s still the Muse of its poetry, but it 1s a Life which demands
to feel itself more and 1s knocking at the gates of the deeper subjective
being. And in all the best work of the time it has already got there, not
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very deep, but still enough to be mitially subjecive. Whatever Shake-
speare may suggest—a poet’s critical theories are not always a just clue
to his mspiration,—it 1s not the holding up of a mirror to life and Nature,
but a moved and excited reception and evocation ILafe throws its
impressions, but what seizes upon them 1s a greater and deeper Life-power
in the poet which 1s not satisfied with mirroring or just beautitully respond-
ing, but begins to throw up at once around them its own rich matter of
being and so cieates something new, more personal, intimate, fuller of
an mner viston, emotion, passion ot self-expression. This 1s the source of
the new intensity, 1t 1s this impulse towards an utterance of the creative
Ihfe-power within which drives towards the dramatic form and acts with
such unexampled power in Shakespeare, at another extremity of the
Elizabethan mind, 1n Spenser, 1t gets farther away from the actuahlity ot
life and takes its 1impressions as hints only for a purely imagmative
creation which has an aim at things symbolic, otherwise revelatory,
deeper down 1n the soul itself, and shadows them out through the magic
of romance 1if 1t cannot yet intunately seize and express them. Still even
there the method of the utterance, if not altogether its aim, is the voice
ot Lafe hifting itself out into waves of word and coldur and image and
sheer beauty of sound Imagination, thought, vision work with the
emotienal Iife-mund as their mstrument or rather in it as a medium,
accepted as the form and force of thewr being

Great poetry 1s the result, but there are other powers of the human
mind which have not yet been mastered, and to get at these is the next
immdiate step of English poetry The way 1t {ollows 1s 1o bring forward
the ntellect as its chief mstrument, the thought-mind no longer carried
along 1n the wave of Iife, but detaching itself from 1t to observe and reflect
upon 1t We have at first an intermediate manner, that of Milton’s early
work and of the Carolean poets, n which the Ehzabethan mpulse
piolongs itself but 1s fading away under the stress of an ncreasing
intellectuality This rises on one side into the ripened classical perfection
of Malton, falls away on the other through Waller into the reaction n
Dryden and Pope.
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Sri Aurobindo

A large number of writings on Kalidasa by Sri

Aurobindo were found among his manuscripts.

They are not exactly finished articles but elaborated

notes made by him during his stay at Baroda. They

will soon be brought out in book-form A secticn

of these acute and brilliant appraisals is published
below for the first time.

The prose of Kalidasa’s dialogue 1s the most unpretentious and
admirable prose mn Sanskrit Iiterature; 1t is perfectly simple, easy in pitch
and natural in tone with a shmming, smiling, rippling lucidity, a soft carol-
ling gait like a little girl running along 1n a meadow and smiling back at
you as she goes. There 1s the true image of 1t, a quet Enghsh meadow
with wild flowers on a bright summer morning, breezes abroad, the smell
of hay in the neighbourhood, honeysuckle on the bank, hedges full of
convolvuluses or wild roses, a ditch on one side with cress or forget-me-
nots and nothing proncunced or poignant except perhaps a stray whiff
of meadow-sweet from a distance. This admirable unobtrusive charm
and just observed music (Coleridge) makes 1t run easily into verse in
English. In translating one has at first some vague idea of reproducing
the form as well as the spirit of the Sanskrit, rendering verse stanza by
verse stanza and prose movement by prose movement. But it will soon be
discovered that except in the talk of the buffoon and not always then
Kalidasa's prose never evokes 1ts just echo, never finds its answering
pitch, tone or quality in English prose. The impression 1t creates is in no
way different from Shakespeare’s verse taken anywhere at its easiest and
sweetest®

Your lord does know my nund: I cannot love hvm:
Yet I suppose him vurtuous, know him noble,

Of great estate, of fresh and stainless youth;

In vowces well dwulged, free, learned and valiant;
And m divmension and in shape of nature

A gracious person; but yet 1 cannot love hum.
He might have took his answer long ago.

* Twelfth Night—Act I, Sc. V
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Or again, still more close in 1ts subtle and telling simphicity:
Ol. What is your parentage”
Vi Above my fortunes, yet my state 1s well.
I am a gentleman.
ol Get you to your lord,
I cannot love him; let hum send no more,
Unless perchance you came to me agam
To tell me how he takes it
There 1s absolutely no difference between this and the prose of Kalidasa,
since even the absence of metre 1s compensated by the natural majesty,
grace and rhythmic euphony of the Sanskrt language and the sweet
seriousness and lucid effectiveness 1t naturally wears when it is not
tortured for effects.
* * 4
Pururavas 1s the poet’'s second study of kinghood, he differs
substantially from Agnimitra. The latter 1s a prince, a scldier and man
of the world yielding by the way to the allurements of beauty, but not
preoccupied with passion, the sub-title of the piece might be, in a more
mnocent sense than Victor Hugo’s, La Rot S’amuse He 1s the murror of a
courteous and self-possessed gentleman, full of mildness and grace, princely
tact, savowr faire, indulgent kindness, yet energetic withal and quietly
resolute 1n his pleasure as well as in his serious affairs. “Ah, Sire,” says
Dharmie with sharp wrony, “if you only showed as much diplomatic skill
and savowr faire in the affairs of your kingdom, what a good thing it would
he.” But one feels that these are precisely the gifts he would show in
all his action, that the innocently unscrupulous and quite delightful tact
and diplomacy with which he pursues his love-affair 1s but the mirror of
the methods he pursued in domestic politics We see in him the typical
and 1deal king of an age hedonistic, poetic, worldly but withal heroic and
rapable. Pururavas is made of very different material He is a king and
a hero, a man of high social and princely virtues, otherwise Kalidasa
would not have taken the trouble to depict him; but these qualities are
like splendid robes which his nature has put on, and which have become
so natural to him that he cannot pul them off if he would, they are not
the naked essential man The fundamental Pururavas is not the king
and the hero but the poet and lover. The poet on a throne has been the
theme of Shakespeare in his Richard II and of Renan in his Antichrist;
and from these two great studies we can realise the European view of the
phenomenon. To the European mind the meeting of poet and king in one
man wears always the appearance of an anomaly, a misplacement, the
very qualities which have fitted him to be a poet unfit him to rule. A
mastering egotism becomes the mamspring of the poetic temperament so
placed; the imagination of the man is centred in himself, and the realm
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and people whose destinies are in his hands, seem to him to be created
only to minister to his ingenious or soaring fancies and his dramatie, epic
or 1dealistic sense of whatl should be; his intellect lives 1n a poetic world
of 1ts own and thinks in tropes and figures instead of grappling with the
concrete facts of the world hence he 1s unfitted for action and once
absolute power 1s out of his hands, once he 1s no longer able to arrange
men and events to his liking as if he were a dramatist manoeuvring the
creatures of his bramn but 1s called upon to measure his will and ability
agamnst others, he fails and his failure leads to tragic 1ssues, for he
persists 1n attempting to weave his own imaginations mto life, he will
not see facts; he will not recognize the inexorable logic of events Hence,
though notl necessarily a coward, though often a man of real courage and
even ability, he plays the part of an incompetent or a weakling or both.
Moreover, he tends to become a tyrant, to lose moral perspective and often
all sense of proportion and sanmity, for he regards himself as the centre
of a great drama, and to all who will not play the part he assigns them
or satisfy his emotional needs and impulses, to all who get m the way of
his imaginative egotism he becomes savage and cruel, his rage when a
word of this life-drama 1s mispronounced or a part 1ll-studied or a
conception not complied with 1s a magnified reflection of the vexation
felt by a dramatist at a similar contretemps in the performance of his
darling piece, and unfortunately unlike the playwright he has the power
to vent us mdignation on the luckless offenders in a fashion only too
effective The last end of the poet-king 1s almost always tragic, the
mad-house the prison, suicide, exile or the dagger of the assassin It must
be admitted that this dramatic picture largely reflects the facts of history
We know some instances of poet-kings m history, Nero and Ludwig of
Bavaria were extreme instances, but we have a far more interesting
because typical series in the history of the British Isles The Stuarts
were a race of born poets whom the irony of their tfate insisted upon
placing one after the other upon a throne, with the single exception of
Charles II (James VI was a pedant, which for practical purposes 1s as
bad as a poet) they were all men of an imaginative temper, artistic tastes
or mmpossible 1deals and the best of them had in a most wonderful degree
the poet’s faculty of imparting this enthusiasm to others. The terrible
fate which dogged them was no mysterious doom of the Atridae, but the
natural inexorable result of the incompatibility between their temperament
and their position. Charles II was the only capable man of his line, the
only one who set before him a worldly and unideal aim and recognised
facts and using the only possible ways and means quietly and patiently
accomplished it The first James had some practical energy, but it was
marred by the political 1dealism, the disregard of a wise opportunism, and
the tyrannical severity towards those who thwarted him which distinguish-
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ed his whole dreamy, fascinating and utterly unpractical race. Nor is the
type wanting in Indian History. Sriharsha of Cashmere in the pages
of Kalhana affords a most typical picture of the same unhappy tempera-
ment. It is interesting therefore to see how Kalidasa dealt with a similar
character.

To our surprise we find that the Hindu poet does not associate n-
competence, failure and tragedy with this image of the poet-king; on
the contrary, Pururavas 1s a Great Emperor, well-loved of his people,
an unconquered hero, the valued ally of the Gods, successful in empire,
successful in war, successful in love. Was then Kalidasa at fault in his
knowledge of the world and of human nature? Such a solution would
be inconsistent with all we know of the poet’s genius as shown in his
other works The truth 1s that Kalidasa simply gives us the other side
of the shield. It 1s not an invariable law of human nature that the poetic
temperament should be, by its temperament, absolutely unfitted for
practical action and regal power. Nero and Charles I were artistic tem-
peraments cursed with the doom of kingship. But Alexander of Macedon
and Napoleon Buonaparte were poets on a throne, and the part they
played in history was not that of incompetents and weaklings. There are
times when Nature gifts the poetic temperament with a pecuhar grasp of
the conditions of action and an irresistible tendency to create their poems
not m ink and on paper, but in hving characters and on the great canvas
of the world; such men become portents and wonders, whom posterity
admures or hates but can only imperfectly understand. Like Joan of Arc
or Mazzimi and Garibaldi, they save a dying nation, or like Napoleon
and Alexander they dominate a world. They are only possible because
they only get full scope mn races which unite with an ardent and heroic
temperament a keen susceptibility to poetry in Iife, idealism and hero
worship Now the Hindus, before the fibre of their temperament had
been loosened by hedonistic materialism on the one side and Buddhistic
impracticability on the other, were not only the most ardent and idealistic
race in the world, the most ready to put prose behind them, the most
dominated by thought and imagination, but also one of the most heroc,
and they still preserved much of this ancient temper in the days of
Kalidasa It was only natural therefore that the national dramatist
in representing the great legendary founder of the Kurus as of the poet-
emperor type, should mould him of stronger make and material and not
as one of the beautiful porcelamn vessels that are broken. Yet always,
even when gifted with the most extraordinary practical abilities, the
poetic temperament remains itself and keeps a flaw of weakness in the
heart of its strength. The temperaments of Alexander and Napoleon were
both marked by megalomania, gigantic imaginations, impossible ideals;
though not wantonly cruel or tyrannical, they at times showed a singular
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insensibility to moral restraints and the demands of generous and humane
feeling; especially in times of abnormal excitement or temporary
mdulgence of their passions, the birth-mark came out and showed itself
in acts of often insane tyranny. This was especially the case with
Alexander; but Napeoleon was not free from the same taint. Alexander,
we know, strove consciously to mould his hife into an Iliad; Napoleon
regarded his as a Titanic epic and when facts would not fit in ideally with
his conception of himself as 1ts great protagonist, he would alter and
falsify them with as Ihittle scruple as a dramatist would feel in dealing
licentiously with the facts of history. All men of this type, moreover, show
a strange, visionary mmpracticability in the midst of their practical energy
and success, make huge miscalculations and refuse to receive correction,
insist that facts shall mould themselves according to their own imagina-
tions and are usually dominated by an unconquerable egoism or self-
absorption which is not necessarily base or selfish. Their success seems
as much the result of a favouring destiny as of their own ability and when
the favour is withdrawn, they collapse like a house of cards at one blow.
Joan of Arc dreamed dreams and saw visions, Mazzini and Garibald:
were impracticable idealists and hated Cavour because he would not
idealise along with them. The rock of St. Helena, the blazing stake at
Rouen, the lifelong impotent exile of Mazzini, the field of Mentana and
the island of Caprera, such is the latter end of these great spirits.
Alexander was more fortunate, but his greatest good fortune was that
he died young; his next greatest that the practical common sense of his
followers prevented him from crossing the Ganges; had Napoleon been
similarly forced lo recognise his hmit, his end might have been as great
as his beginning. Pururuvas in the play is equally fortunate: we feel
throughout that the power and favour of the Gods is at his back to save
him from all evil fortune and the limits of a legend help him as effectively
as an early death helped Alexander.

Kalidasa’s presentation of Pururavas therefore is not that of a poetic
nature in a false position working out its own ruin; 1t is rather a study
of the poetic temperament in a heroic and royal figure for no issue beyond
the study itself. This is mn accordance with the temper of the later
poetry which, as I have said, troubles itself little with problems, issues
and the rest, but 1s purely romantic, existing only to express dismterested
delight 1n the beauty of human life and emotion and the life and emotion
of animate and inanimate Nature.

When Pururavas first appears on the scene 1t 1s as the king and hero,
the man of prompt courage and action, playing the part which he has
assumed like a royal robe of purple, but it is not in the practical side of
his character that Kalidasa is interested. He has to introduce 1t only as
a background to his inner temperament, i order to save him from the
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appearance of frivolous weakness and unworthiness which always
surrounds the dilettante in life, the epicure of his own emotions. This
he does with his usual consummate art. Pururavas is introduced to us
at the very beginning in a scene of extraordinary swiftness, decision and
tumultucus excitement, like an eagle cleaving the winds in his rushing
swoop upon his prey. The remembrance of this rapid and heroic episode
lingers with us and gives us a sense of concealed iron behind his most
feminine moods as lover and poet. Then when again at the end of the
play Kalidasa skilfully strikes the same note and we take leave of the
Ilian, it is again as the king and hero whose strong arm is needed by the
Gods in their approaching war with the Titans. Thus finding and leaving
him as the warlike prince, we always have the impression that however
great the part played by his love for Urvasie in his life, it 1s not the whole,
that we are histening only to a love episode in some high epic. This
impression again is skilfully aided by brief but telling touches in each
Act, such as the song of the Bards, for example, which remind us of the
King of Kings, the toiling administrator, the great warrior; in not a
single Act are these necessary strokes omitted and the art with which
they are introduced naturally and as if without design is beyond praise.
But here again Kalidasa does not depart from the artistic principle of
“nothing too much, nothing too Iittle”; the purple robes of the Emperor
and the bow of the hero being needed only for the background are not
allowed to intrude upon the main interest, which 1s Pururavas the man in
his native temperament. ’

From the very first utterance that temperament reveals itself; the
grandiose and confident announcement of his name and his communion
with the Gods is characteristic of the epic megalomaniac. We are not
deceived by his proud assumption of modesty, which he only wears as
a fit outward ornament of the role he is playing on the world’s stage,
part of the conventional drapery of the heroiec king. “For modesty was
ever valour’s crown.” Thiough this drapery we see the man glorying in
himself as a poet might glory in some great creation and when madness
has removed all conventional disguise, this temper breaks out with the
most splendid frankness. We see his mind empurpled with the conscious-
ness of his world-wide fame, “This is too much, it is not possible he should
not know me"”; of his marvellous birth, “the grandson to the Sun and
Moon”; of his matchless achievements as “the chariot-warrior,
great Pururavas”; of his mighty empire, “the universal sceptre of the
world and sovran footstool touched by jewelled heads of tributary
monarchs”. The glory of this triple purple in which he has wrapped
himself, matchless valour, matchless fame, matchless empire commingles
in his imagination, and he speaks in the proud brief language of the hero
but with an evident consciousness of their fine suitability to the part. We
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_seem to see Napoleon robing himself in the dramatic splendour of his
despatches and proclamations or Alexander dragging Batis at his chariot
wheels in order that he may feel himself to be Achilles. Shall we accuse
these men as some do of being liars, theatrical braggarts, inhuman mad
men, mountebanks? Let us not so in our feeble envy spit our venom
on these mighty souls to half whose heights we could never rise even if
we have no opportunity given us of sinking to their depths!

And then as he rushes in pursuit of the Titan and revels mn the speed
of his chariot and the scenic splendour of the crumbling thunder-clouds
flying up like dust beneath 1t, all the poet 1n him breaks out mto glories of
speech. Surely no king before or after, not even Richard II, had such
a royal gift of language as this grandson of the Sun and Moon. It 1s
pecubhar to him in the play Others, especially those who habitually move
near him, Manavaka the Chamberlain, the Huntsman, the Charioteer catch
something at times of this enthusiastic poetry, but their diction is usually
simple and unpretending and, when most ambitions, pale to the colour,
energy and imaginativeness which floods all his utterance. For example
in the scene of the vulture how he catches fire from a single trope of the
Huntsman’s and his imagination continues coruscating and flashing over
the jewel until it has vanished from sight I have said that his imagination
has become empurpled but the tendency 1s really inborn in him, he sees,
thinks and speaks in purple. Not only is his mind stored with pictures
which break out in the most splendid tropes and similes, but he cannot
see any natural object or feel any simplest emotion without bathing 1t in
the brilliant tones of his imagination and expressing it i regal poetry
He has also the poet’s close and inspired observation, the poet’s visualizing
power, the poet’s sensuousness and aim at the concrete, Little things that
he has seen in Nature, a portion of the bank of @ river collapsing into the
current, the rapid hghtening of a dark night by the moon, fire at night
breaking 1ts way through a volume of smoke, a lotus reddening in early
sunlight, a wild swan flying through the sky with a lotus fibre in his beak,
remain with lhis inner eye and at a touch burst out in poetry. So inveterate
is this habit of seizing on every situation and emotion and turning it into
a poem, that even when he affects a feeling as in luis flattery of the queen,
he takes fire and acts his part with a glory and fervour of speech which
make the feigned emotion momentarily genuine. Thus with a mind stored
and brimming with poetry, a habit of speech of royal splendour and
fullness and an imagination fired and enlarged by the unequalled grandeur
of his own destiny, Pururavas comes to the great event which shall be the
touchstone of his nature. Such a man was alone fit to aspire to and win
the incarnate Beauty of the world and its sensuous life, the Apsara who
sprang from the thigh of the Supreme The Urvasie of the myth, as has
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been splendidly seen and expressed by a recent Bengali poet,” is the spirit
of imaginative beauty in the universe, the unattamnable ideal for which
the soul of man is eternally panting, the goddess adored of the nympholept
in all lands and in all ages. There 1s but one who can attain her, the
man whose mind has become one mass of poelry and idealism and has
made life itself identical with poetry, whose glorious and starhke career
has 1itself been a conscious epic and whose soul holds friendship and close
converse with the Gods. This 1s Pururavas, “the noise of whom has gone
far and wide”, whose mother was Ila, divine aspiration, the strange
daughter of Human Mind (Manu), who was once male and is female,
and of his father Buddha, mspired and mystic wisdom, Hermes, of the
moonlike mind, and his near ancestors therefore are the Sun and Moon
For Urvasie he leaves his human wife, earthly fame and desire, giving
her only the passionless kindness which duty demands and absorbs his
whole real soul in the divine. Even he, however. does not enjoy uninter-
rupted the object of his desire; he transgresses with her into that fatal
grove of the Virgin War-God where ethereal beauty and delight are not
suffered to tread, but only ascetic self-denial and keen swordlike practical
will; at once she disappears from his ken. Then must his soul wander
through all Nature seeking her, imagining ber or hints and tokens of her
in everything he meets but never grasping unless by some good chance he
accept the Jewel Union born from the crimson of the marvellous feet of
Himaloy’s Child, Uma, daughter of the mountai