Aphorisms
THE GOAL
When we have passed beyond knowings, then we shall have
Knowledge. Reason was the helper; Reason is the bar.
When we have passed beyond willings, then we shall have Power.
Effort was the helper; Effort is the bar.
When we have passed beyond enjoyings, then we shall have
Bliss. Desire was the helper; Desire is the bar.
When we have passed beyond individualising, then we shall be
real Persons. Ego was the helper; Ego is the bar.
When we have passed beyond humanity, then we shall be the
Man. The Animal was the helper; the Animal is the bar.
Transform reason into ordered intuition; let all thyself be light.
This is thy goal.
Transform effort into an easy and sovereign overflowing of the
soul-strength; let all thyself be conscious force. This is thy goal.
Transform enjoying into an even and objectless ecstasy; let all
thyself be bliss. This is thy goal.
Transform the divided individual into the world-personality; let
all thyself be the divine. This is thy goal.
Transform the Animal into the Driver of the herds; let all thyself
be Krishna. This is thy goal.
*
* *
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What I cannot do now is the sign of what I shall do hereafter.
The sense of impossibility is the beginning of all possibilities. Because this temporal universe was a paradox and an impossibility,
therefore the Eternal created it out of His being.
Impossibility is only a sum of greater unrealised possibles. It
veils an advanced stage and a yet unaccomplished journey.
If thou wouldst have humanity advance, buffet all preconceived
ideas. Thought thus smitten awakes and becomes creative. Otherwise it rests in a mechanical repetition and mistakes that for
its right activity.
To rotate on its own axis is not the one movement for the human
soul. There is also its wheeling round the Sun of an inexhaustible
illumination.
Be conscious first of thyself within, then think and act. All living thought is a world in preparation; all real act is a thought
manifested. The material world exists because an Idea began to
play in divine self-consciousness.
Thought is not essential to existence nor its cause, but it is an
instrument for becoming; I become what I see in myself. All that
thought suggests to me, I can do; all that thought reveals in me,
I can become. This should be man’s unshakable faith in himself,
because God dwells in him.
Not to go on for ever repeating what man has already done
is our work, but to arrive at new realisations and undreamedof masteries. Time and soul and world are given us for our
field, vision and hope and creative imagination stand for our
prompters, will and thought and labour are our all-effective
instruments.
What is there new that we have yet to accomplish? Love, for as
yet we have only accomplished hatred and self-pleasing; Knowledge, for as yet we have only accomplished error and perception
and conceiving; Bliss, for as yet we have only accomplished
pleasure and pain and indifference; Power, for as yet we have
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only accomplished weakness and effort and a defeated victory;
Life, for as yet we have only accomplished birth and growth
and dying; Unity, for as yet we have only accomplished war and
association.
In a word, godhead; to remake ourselves in the divine image.
THE DELIGHT OF BEING
If Brahman were only an impersonal abstraction eternally contradicting the apparent fact of our concrete existence, cessation
would be the right end of the matter; but love and delight and
self-awareness have also to be reckoned.
The universe is not merely a mathematical formula for working
out the relation of certain mental abstractions called numbers
and principles to arrive in the end at a zero or a void unit, neither
is it merely a physical operation embodying certain equations of
forces. It is the delight of a Self-lover, the play of a Child, the
endless self-multiplication of a Poet intoxicated with the rapture
of His own power of endless creation.
We may speak of the Supreme as if He were a mathematician
working out a cosmic sum in numbers or a thinker resolving by
experiment a problem in relations of principles and the balance
of forces: but also we should speak of Him as if He were a lover,
a musician of universal and particular harmonies, a child, a poet.
The side of thought is not enough; the side of delight too must be
entirely grasped: Ideas, Forces, Existences, Principles are hollow
moulds unless they are filled with the breath of God’s delight.
These things are images, but all is an image. Abstractions give us
the pure conception of God’s truths; images give us their living
reality.
If Idea embracing Force begot the worlds, Delight of Being begot
the Idea. Because the Infinite conceived an innumerable delight
in itself, therefore worlds and universes came into existence.
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Consciousness of being and Delight of being are the first parents.
Also, they are the last transcendences. Unconsciousness is only
an intermediate swoon of the conscious or its obscure sleep; pain
and self-extinction are only delight of being running away from
itself in order to find itself elsewhere or otherwise.
Delight of being is not limited in Time; it is without end or
beginning. God comes out from one form of things only to enter
into another.
What is God after all? An eternal child playing an eternal game
in an eternal garden.
MAN, THE PURUSHA
God cannot cease from leaning down towards Nature, nor man
from aspiring towards the Godhead. It is the eternal relation of
the finite to the infinite. When they seem to turn from each other,
it is to recoil for a more intimate meeting.
In man nature of the world becomes again self-conscious so that
it may take the great leap towards its Enjoyer. This is the Enjoyer whom unknowingly it possesses, whom life and sensation
possessing deny and denying seek. Nature of the world knows
not God only because it knows not itself; when it knows itself,
it shall know unalloyed delight of being.
Possession in oneness and not loss in oneness is the secret. God
and Man, World and Beyond-world become one when they
know each other. Their division is the cause of ignorance as
ignorance is the cause of suffering.
Man seeks at first blindly and does not even know that he is
seeking his divine self; for he starts from the obscurity of material
Nature and even when he begins to see, he is long blinded by
the light that is increasing in him. God too answers obscurely to
his search; He seeks and enjoys man’s blindness like the hands
of a little child that grope after its mother.
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God and Nature are like a boy and girl at play and in love. They
hide and run from each other when glimpsed so that they may
be sought after and chased and captured.
Man is God hiding himself from Nature so that he may possess her by struggle, insistence, violence and surprise. God is
universal and transcendent Man hiding himself from his own
individuality in the human being.
The animal is Man disguised in a hairy skin and upon four legs;
the worm is Man writhing and crawling towards the evolution
of his Manhood. Even crude forms of Matter are Man in his
inchoate body. All things are Man, the Purusha.
For what do we mean by Man? An uncreated and indestructible
soul that has housed itself in a mind and body made of its own
elements.
THE END
The meeting of man and God must always mean a penetration
and entry of the divine into the human and a self-immergence
of man in the Divinity.
But that immergence is not in the nature of an annihilation.
Extinction is not the fulfilment of all this search and passion,
suffering and rapture. The game would never have been begun
if that were to be its ending.
Delight is the secret. Learn of pure delight and thou shalt learn
of God.
What then was the commencement of the whole matter? Existence that multiplied itself for sheer delight of being and plunged
into numberless trillions of forms so that it might find itself
innumerably.
And what is the middle? Division that strives towards a multiple
unity, ignorance that labours towards a flood of varied light, pain
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that travails towards the touch of an unimaginable ecstasy. For
all these things are dark figures and perverse vibrations.
And what is the end of the whole matter? As if honey could taste
itself and all its drops together and all its drops could taste each
other and each the whole honeycomb as itself, so should the end
be with God and the soul of man and the universe.
Love is the keynote, Joy is the music, Power is the strain,
Knowledge is the performer, the infinite All is the composer
and audience. We know only the preliminary discords which are
as fierce as the harmony shall be great; but we shall arrive surely
at the fugue of the divine Beatitudes.

THE CHAIN
The whole world yearns after freedom, yet each creature is in
love with his chains; this is the first paradox and inextricable
knot of our nature.
Man is in love with the bonds of birth; therefore he is caught in
the companion bonds of death. In these chains he aspires after
freedom of his being and mastery of his self-fulfilment.
Man is in love with power; therefore he is subjected to weakness.
For the world is a sea of waves of force that meet and continually
fling themselves on each other; he who would ride on the crest
of one wave, must faint under the shock of hundreds.
Man is in love with pleasure; therefore he must undergo the
yoke of grief and pain. For unmixed delight is only for the free
and passionless soul; but that which pursues after pleasure in
man is a suffering and straining energy.
Man hungers after calm, but he thirsts also for the experiences
of a restless mind and a troubled heart. Enjoyment is to his mind
a fever, calm an inertia and a monotony.
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Man is in love with the limitations of his physical being, yet
he would have also the freedom of his infinite mind and his
immortal soul.
And in these contrasts something in him finds a curious attraction; they constitute for his mental being the artistry of life. It
is not only the nectar but the poison also that attracts his taste
and his curiosity.
*
* *
In all these things there is a meaning and for all these contradictions there is a release. Nature has a method in every madness
of her combinings and for her most inextricable knots there is a
solution.
Death is the question Nature puts continually to Life and her
reminder to it that it has not yet found itself. If there were no
siege of death, the creature would be bound for ever in the form
of an imperfect living. Pursued by death he awakes to the idea
of perfect life and seeks out its means and its possibility.
Weakness puts the same test and question to the strengths and
energies and greatnesses in which we glory. Power is the play of
life, shows its degree, finds the value of its expression; weakness
is the play of death pursuing life in its movement and stressing
the limit of its acquired energy.
Pain and grief are Nature’s reminder to the soul that the pleasure
it enjoys is only a feeble hint of the real delight of existence. In
each pain and torture of our being is the secret of a flame of
rapture compared with which our greatest pleasures are only as
dim flickerings. It is this secret which forms the attraction for
the soul of the great ordeals, sufferings and fierce experiences of
life which the nervous mind in us shuns and abhors.
The restlessness and early exhaustion of our active being and its
instruments are Nature’s sign that calm is our true foundation
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and excitement a disease of the soul; the sterility and monotony
of mere calm is her hint that play of the activities on that firm
foundation is what she requires of us. God plays for ever and is
not troubled.
The limitations of the body are a mould; soul and mind have
to pour themselves into them, break them and constantly remould them in wider limits till the formula of agreement is
found between this finite and their own infinity.
Freedom is the law of being in its illimitable unity, secret master
of all Nature: servitude is the law of love in the being voluntarily
giving itself to serve the play of its other selves in the multiplicity.
It is when freedom works in chains and servitude becomes a law
of Force, not of Love, that the true nature of things is distorted
and a falsehood governs the soul’s dealings with existence.
Nature starts with this distortion and plays with all the combinations to which it can lead before she will allow it to be righted.
Afterwards she gathers up all the essence of these combinations
into a new and rich harmony of love and freedom.
Freedom comes by a unity without limits; for that is our real
being. We may gain the essence of this unity in ourselves; we
may realise the play of it in oneness with all others. The double
experience is the complete intention of the soul in Nature.
Having realised infinite unity in ourselves, then to give ourselves
to the world is utter freedom and absolute empire.
Infinite, we are free from death; for life then becomes a play of
our immortal existence. We are free from weakness; for we are
the whole sea enjoying the myriad shock of its waves. We are
free from grief and pain; for we learn how to harmonise our
being with all that touches it and to find in all things action and
reaction of the delight of existence. We are free from limitation;
for the body becomes a plaything of the infinite mind and learns
to obey the will of the immortal soul. We are free from the
fever of the nervous mind and the heart, yet are not bound to
immobility.
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Immortality, unity and freedom are in ourselves and await there
our discovery; but for the joy of love God in us will still remain
the Many.

