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Who 

In the blue of the sky, in the green of the forest, 
    Whose is the hand that has painted the glow? 

When the winds were asleep in the womb of the ether, 
    Who was it roused them and bade them to blow? 

He is lost in the heart, in the cavern of Nature, 
    He is found in the brain where He builds up the 

thought: 
In the pattern and bloom of the flowers He is woven, 

    In the luminous net of the stars He is caught. 

In the strength of a man, in the beauty of woman, 
    In the laugh of a boy, in the blush of a girl; 

The hand that sent Jupiter spinning through heaven, 
    Spends all its cunning to fashion a curl. 

These are His works and His veils and His shadows; 
    But where is He then? by what name is He known? 

Is He Brahma or Vishnu? a man or a woman? 
    Bodied or bodiless? twin or alone? 

We have love for a boy who is dark and resplendent, 
    A woman is lord of us, naked and fierce. 

We have seen Him a-muse on the snow of the mountains, 
    We have watched Him at work in the heart of the 

spheres. 

We will tell the whole world of His ways and His 
cunning: 

    He has rapture of torture and passion and pain; 
He delights in our sorrow and drives us to weeping, 
    Then lures with His joy and His beauty again. 
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All music is only the sound of His laughter, 
    All beauty the smile of His passionate bliss; 

Our lives are His heart-beats, our rapture the bridal 
    Of Radha and Krishna, our love is their kiss. 

He is strength that is loud in the blare of the trumpets, 
    And He rides in the car and He strikes in the spears; 

He slays without stint and is full of compassion; 
    He wars for the world and its ultimate years. 

In the sweep of the worlds, in the surge of the ages, 
    Ineffable, mighty, majestic and pure, 

Beyond the last pinnacle seized by the thinker 
    He is throned in His seats that for ever endure. 

The Master of man and his infinite Lover, 
    He is close to our hearts, had we vision to see; 

We are blind with our pride and the pomp of our 
passions, 

    We are bound in our thoughts where we hold 
ourselves free. 

It is He in the sun who is ageless and deathless, 
    And into the midnight His shadow is thrown; 

When darkness was blind and engulfed within darkness, 
    He was seated within it immense and alone. 

 

************* 
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THE FIVE DREAMS 
 
(This message was given by Sri Aurobindo at the request 
of the All India Radio, Tiruchirappalli. It was broadcast on 
14th August 1947.)  
 
August 15th, 1947 is the birthday of free India. It marks 
for her the end of an old 
era, the beginning of a new age. But we can also make it 
by our life and acts as a free nation an important date in a 
new age opening for the whole world, for the political, 
social, cultural and spiritual future of humanity. Indeed, 
on this day I can watch almost all the world-movements 
which I hoped to see fulfilled in my lifetime, though then 
they looked like impracticable dreams, arriving at fruition 
or on their way to achievement. In all these movements 
free India may well play a large part and take a leading 
position. 
 
The first of these dreams was a revolutionary movement 
which would create a free and united India. India today is 
free but she has not achieved unity. But the old 
communal division into Hindus and Muslims seems now 
to have hardened into a permanent political division of 
the country. It is to be hoped that this settled fact will not 
be accepted as settled for ever or as anything more than a 
temporary expedient. For if it lasts, India may be seriously 
weakened, even crippled. This must not be; the partition 
must go. Let us hope that that may come about naturally, 
by an increasing recognition of the necessity not only of 
peace and concord but of common action, by the practice 
of common action and the creation of means for that 
purpose. In this way unity may finally come about under 
whatever form—the exact form may have a pragmatic but 
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not a fundamental importance. But by whatever means, 
in whatever way, the division must go; unity must and will 
be achieved, for it is necessary for the greatness of India’s 
future. 
 
Another dream was for the resurgence and liberation of 
the peoples of Asia and her return to her great role in the 
progress of human civilisation. Asia has arisen; large parts 
are now quite free or are at this moment being liberated: 
its other still subject or partly subject parts are moving 
through whatever struggles towards freedom. There India 
has her part to play and has begun to play it with an 
energy and ability which already indicate the measure of 
her possibilities and the place she can take in the council 
of the nations.  
 
The third dream was a world-union forming the outer 
basis of a fairer, brighter and nobler life for all mankind. 
That unification of the human world is under way; Here 
too India has begun to play a prominent part and, if she 
can develop that larger statesmanship which is not 
limited by the present facts and immediate possibilities 
but looks into the future and brings it nearer, her 
presence may make all the difference between a slow and 
timid and a bold and swift development. A catastrophe 
may intervene and interrupt or destroy what is being 
done, but even then the final result is sure. For unification 
is a necessity of Nature, an inevitable movement. Its 
necessity for the nations is also clear, for without it the 
freedom of the small nations may be at any moment in 
peril and the life even of the large and powerful nations 
insecure. The unification is therefore to the interests of 
all, and only human imbecility and stupid selfishness can 
prevent it; but these cannot stand for ever against the 
necessity of Nature and the Divine Will. But an outward 
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basis is not enough; there must grow up an international 
spirit and outlook; a new spirit of oneness will take hold 
of the human race.  
 
Another dream, the spiritual gift of India to the world has 
already begun. India’s spirituality is entering Europe and 
America in an ever-increasing measure. That movement 
will grow; amid the disasters of the time more and more 
eyes are turning towards her with hope and there is even 
an increasing resort not only to her teachings, but to her 
psychic and spiritual practice.  
 
The final dream was a step in evolution which would raise 
man to a higher and larger consciousness and begin the 
solution of the problems which have perplexed and vexed 
him since he first began to think and to dream of 
individual perfection and a perfect society. Here too, if 
this evolution is to take place, since it must proceed 
through a growth of the spirit and the inner 
consciousness, the initiative can come from India and, 
although the scope must be universal, the central 
movement may be hers. Such is the content which I put 
into this date of India’s liberation; whether or how far this 
hope will be justified depends upon the new and free 
India. 

 

************** 
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The Cosmic Dance 

Two measures are there of the cosmic dance. 
    Always we hear the tread of Kali's feet 

Measuring in rhythms of pain and grief and chance 
    Life's game of hazard terrible and sweet. 

The ordeal of the veiled Initiate, 
    The hero soul at play with Death's embrace, 

Wrestler in the dread gymnasium of Fate 
    And sacrifice a lonely path to Grace, 

Man's sorrows made a key to the Mysteries, 
    Truth's narrow road out of Time's wastes of dream, 

The soul's seven doors from Matter's tomb to rise, 
    Are the common motives of her tragic theme. 

But when shall Krishna's dance through Nature move, 
His mask of sweetness, laughter, rapture, love? 

 

************** 
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A God's Labour 

I have gathered my dreams in a silver air 
    Between the gold and the blue 

And wrapped them softly and left them there, 
    My jewelled dreams of you. 

I had hoped to build a rainbow bridge 
    Marrying the soil to the sky 

And sow in this dancing planet midge 
    The moods of infinity. 

But too bright were our heavens, too far away, 
    Too frail their ethereal stuff; 

Too splendid and sudden our light could not stay; 
    The roots were not deep enough. 

He who would bring the heavens here 
    Must descend himself into clay 

And the burden of earthly nature bear 
    And tread the dolorous way. 

Coercing my godhead I have come down 
    Here on the sordid earth, 

Ignorant, labouring, human grown 
    Twixt the gates of death and birth. 

I have been digging deep and long 
    Mid a horror of filth and mire 
A bed for the golden river's song, 

    A home for the deathless fire. 

I have laboured and suffered in Matter's night 
    To bring the fire to man; 

But the hate of hell and human spite 
    Are my meed since the world began. 
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For man's mind is the dupe of his animal self; 
    Hoping its lusts to win, 

He harbours within him a grisly Elf 
    Enamoured of sorrow and sin. 

The grey Elf shudders from heaven's flame 
    And from all things glad and pure; 
Only by pleasure and passion and pain 

    His drama can endure. 

All around is darkness and strife; 
    For the lamps that men call suns 

Are but halfway gleams on this stumbling life 
    Cast by the Undying Ones. 

Man lights his little torches of hope 
    That lead to a failing edge; 

A fragment of Truth is his widest scope, 
    An inn his pilgrimage. 

The Truth of truths men fear and deny, 
    The Light of lights they refuse; 
To ignorant gods they lift their cry 

    Or a demon altar choose. 

All that was found must again be sought, 
    Each enemy slain revives, 

Each battle for ever is fought and refought 
    Through vistas of fruitless lives. 

My gaping wounds are a thousand and one 
    And the Titan kings assail, 

But I cannot rest till my task is done 
    And wrought the eternal will. 
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How they mock and sneer, both devils and men! 
        "Thy hope is Chimera's head 

Painting the sky with its fiery stain; 
    Thou shalt fall and thy work lie dead. 

"Who art thou that babblest of heavenly ease 
    And joy and golden room 

To us who are waifs on inconscient seas 
    And bound to life's iron doom? 

"This earth is ours, a field of Night 
        For our petty flickering fires. 

How shall it brook the sacred Light 
    Or suffer a god's desires? 

"Come, let us slay him and end his course! 
    Then shall our hearts have release 

From the burden and call of his glory and force 
    And the curb of his wide white peace." 

But the god is there in my mortal breast 
    Who wrestles with error and fate 

And tramples a road through mire and waste 
    For the nameless Immaculate. 

A voice cried, "Go where none have gone! 
    Dig deeper, deeper yet 

Till thou reach the grim foundation stone 
    And knock at the keyless gate." 

I saw that a falsehood was planted deep 
    At the very root of things 

Where the grey Sphinx guards God's riddle sleep 
    On the Dragon's outspread wings. 
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I left the surface gods of mind 
    And life's unsatisfied seas 

And plunged through the body's alleys blind 
    To the nether mysteries. 

I have delved through the dumb Earth's dreadful heart 
    And heard her black mass' bell. 

I have seen the source whence her agonies part 
    And the inner reason of hell. 

Above me the dragon murmurs moan 
    And the goblin voices flit; 

I have pierced the Void where Thought was born, 
    I have walked in the bottomless pit. 

On a desperate stair my feet have trod 
    Armoured with boundless peace, 

Bringing the fires of the splendour of God 
    Into the human abyss. 

He who I am was with me still; 
    All veils are breaking now. 

I have heard His voice and borne His will 
    On my vast untroubled brow. 

The gulf twixt the depths and the heights is bridged 
    And the golden waters pour 

Down the sapphire mountain rainbow-ridged 
    And glimmer from shore to shore. 

Heaven's fire is lit in the breast of the earth 
    And the undying suns here burn; 

Through a wonder cleft in the bounds of birth 
    The incarnate spirits yearn 
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Like flames to the kingdoms of Truth and Bliss: 
    Down a gold-red stair-way wend 

The radiant children of Paradise 
    Clarioning darkness's end. 

A little more and the new life's doors 
    Shall be carved in silver light 

With its aureate roof and mosaic floors 
    In a great world bare and bright. 

I shall leave my dreams in their argent air, 
    For in a raiment of gold and blue 

There shall move on the earth embodied and fair 
    The living truth of you. 

 

************* 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


