
 

 

Canto One 

 

The Destined Meeting-Place 

 

Summary: 
 

My divine mother, I have wondered why the Lord has written an entire canto 

just to describe the stage of the meeting place of Savitri and Satyavan.  After 

all He could have merged it with the next two cantos. 

 

But standing back and looking at the canto, the Lord seems to be describing 

the state (not just physical), one’s inner state that one should be in to create 

the conditions for the union of Ishwara and Ishwari within oneself.  The 

Divine will not descend into a temple that is unclean and unfit and full of 

disharmony. That is the whole foundation of Spiritual life.  The 

Purusha-Prakriti union in Ignorance, Ishwara-Shakti union in 

Knowledge and Brahman-Maya union in comprehensive Knowledge, 

Vijnana are the three symbolic representation of the Divine who 

grow within the man to reveal God in humanity and lead towards 

complete fulfilment and perfection of our imperfect life. The inability 

to find this union, lead one towards wrong life, short lived 

enjoyments and human association and human love of extended 

selfishness. Or positively human selfishness is extended through 

human love and association and further perfected and culminated in 

Divine love. 

 

The Lord in this canto describes the destined meeting place of the 

incarnations of the Lord (Satyavan) and Divine Mother (Savitri).  It is 

destined, not in the sense of our human understanding of fate, but rather the 



divine force that wears the mask of fate and works divinely within to mould 

all our actions. The human understanding of fixed fate or doom is a 

truth working out in Ignorance. There is a higher changeable 

Spiritual fate which is a Truth working out in exclusive Knowledge, 

Jnana, and comprehensive Knowledge, Vijnana. 

 

The scenery is pure nature untainted by the touch of any warped human 

mental toil or touch.  In many ways it was how the mother in the vital plane 

with all its beauty untainted would have liked it to be.  In such a serene and 

divine place which the Lord suggests is reminiscent of the Ascetic’s fortress, 

the Lord and Mother meet. The moderate Satyavan, who lived in the ray 

but faced not the Sun, became ascetic Satyavan, when this surface 

concentration of the Divine ray entered within. This ascetic Divine realisation 

could not bridge the gulf between Matter and Spirit. When he concentrated 

on the world he lost the God and when concentrated on the God lost the 

world. With Savitri’s arrival this gulf was bridged and the consecrated 

Satyavan became able live and face the Sun light, representing Vijnana. 

And in the cosmic Consciousness of Vijnana, the Spirit and Matter are 

reconciled and Matter’s or physical body’s fixed death bound destiny was 

changed into the Spirit’s immortal all life. This is a passage from mere man 

incarnating into integral Godhead of the race and its destined saviour. 

 The destined meeting took place in the inner woodland and fluting 

sound of the destined lover symbolises the Divine Call preceding the Divine 

union and Ecstasy of that destined meeting.     

  

 

 

Detail: 

 

 

BUT NOW the destined spot and hour were close; 

Unknowing she had neared her nameless goal. 



For though a dress of blind and devious chance 

Is laid upon the work of all-wise Fate, 

Our acts interpret an omniscient Force 

That dwells in the compelling stuff of things, 

And nothing happens in the cosmic play 

But at its time and in its foreseen place.(all that appears to be random and 

by chance, all the mistakes and stumblings and errors are all guided by an 

omniscient immanent divine force within us) Yes 

To a space she came of soft and delicate air 

That seemed a sanctuary of youth and joy, 

A highland world of free and green delight 

Where spring and summer lay together and strove 

In indolent and amicable debate, 

Inarmed, disputing with laughter who should rule. 

There expectation beat wide sudden wings 

As if a soul had looked out from earth’s face, 

And all that was in her felt a coming change 

And forgetting obvious joys and common dreams, 

Obedient to Time’s call, to the spirit’s fate, 

Was lifted to a beauty calm and pure 

That lived under the eyes of Eternity. 

A crowd of mountainous heads assailed the sky 

Pushing towards rival shoulders nearer heaven, 

The armoured leaders of an iron line; 

Earth prostrate lay beneath their feet of stone. 

Below them crouched a dream of emerald woods 

And gleaming borders solitary as sleep: 

Pale waters ran like glimmering threads of pearl. 

A sigh was straying among happy leaves; 

Cool-perfumed with slow pleasure-burdened feet 

Faint stumbling breezes faltered among flowers. 

The white crane stood, a vivid motionless streak, 

Peacock and parrot jewelled soil and tree, 



The dove’s soft moan enriched the enamoured air 

And fire-winged wild-drakes swam in silvery pools. 

Earth couched alone with her great lover Heaven, 

Uncovered to her consort’s azure eye. 

In a luxurious ecstasy of joy 

She squandered the love-music of her notes, 

Wasting the passionate pattern of her blooms 

And festival riot of her scents and hues. 

A cry and leap and hurry was around, 

The stealthy footfalls of her chasing things, 

The shaggy emerald of her centaur mane, 

The gold and sapphire of her warmth and blaze. 

Magician of her rapt felicities, 

Blithe, sensuous-hearted, careless and divine, 

Life ran or hid in her delightful rooms;(this reminds me of the original vital 

energy that descended from the higher planes before it was disfigured) 

Behind all brooded Nature’s grandiose calm. 

Primaeval peace was there and in its bosom 

Held undisturbed the strife of bird and beast. 

Man the deep-browed artificer had not come 

To lay his hand on happy inconscient things, (there is also a happiness 

in inconscience (that originates from Inconscient self)– which stems 

from ignorance, man being a mental being – a transitional being, does not 

have the happiness that stems from inconscience (because the 

Inconscient Self is closed) nor the bliss/joy that stems from higher 

knowledge)(Because the spiritual and Supramental Self are closed) 

The complementary line from Savitri: 

“A mystery wakes in our inconscient stuff, 
   A bliss is born that can remake our life.” 

Savitri-397 
 
Thought was not there nor the measurer, strong-eyed toil, 

Life had not learned its discord with its aim. 



The Mighty Mother lay outstretched at ease.(Mother Maa Krishna, does the 

“mighty mother” here refer to the Divine Mother in inconscience or matter?) 

One can discover the Divine Mother seated in the ‘many-petalled 

lotus-throne’ (Savitri-706) in the Inconscient-Self, which is an 

Immobile Centre of many infinitudes, located by the side of Time’s 

sea ‘in thousand-pillared temple.’ (Savitri-706) 

Other complementary line from Savitri: 

“A soul shall wake in the Inconscient’s house;” 
Savitri-707 

 

All was in line with her first satisfied plan; (was her first satisfied plan to 

bring life into matter?) 

In the Matter all is involved and out of which all evolves upward to 

the other end of the Spirit. So her first satisfied plan will be evolution 

of life from Matter. 

Moved by a universal will of joy 

The trees bloomed in their green felicity 

And the wild children brooded not on pain. 

At the end reclined a stern and giant tract 

Of tangled depths and solemn questioning hills, 

Peaks like a bare austerity of the soul, 

Armoured, remote and desolately grand 

Like the thought-screened infinities that lie 

Behind the rapt smile of the Almighty’s dance.(The peaks that rose into the 

sky were so grand and only seen at the end of the path, that they are akin to 

the infinitudes that lie behind the screen of man’s thoughts, which he is 

rarely able to penetrate…if he could penetrate his prison of thoughts/mind, 

he could see the Divine) Yes 

A matted forest-head invaded heaven 

As if a blue-throated ascetic peered (the forest peaks rose into the sky, 

piercing them, giving the impression of Lord Shiva, with His matted hair 

(forest on the high peaks) and His blue throat (The sky/clouds)). 

Complementary line from Savitri: 

“On Shiva’s breast is stayed the enormous dance” 



 Savitri-247 

“A giant dance of Shiva tore the past;” 

Savitri-343 

 

 

From the stone fastness of his mountain cell 

Regarding the brief gladness of the days; 

His vast extended spirit couched behind. 

A mighty murmur of immense retreat 

Besieged the ear, a sad and limitless call 

As of a soul retiring from the world.  

 

The scenery painted a picture of a great soul/ascetic who has relinquished all 

attachment to the world and immersed himself in the supreme spirit, with no 

attachment to anything and on the cusp of leaving this world to merge 

forever in the Infinite.  The Lord links the scenery which is reminiscent of 

Ascetic living to the meeting place of the incarnations of Supreme Lord and 

the Divine Mother.  Perhaps this suggests that one has to go through the 

stage of ascetic living (the Ascetic’s Fortress) which will set the (strong) 

stage for the meeting of the Ishwara and Ishwari (in exclusive knowledge, 

Jnana).  In effect the Lord suggests the annulment of the ascetic’s 

everlasting “No” and rather suggests that it is only an intermediate stage, 

which is a precursor to the everlasting “Yes” which is represented by the 

union of the supramental Ishwara and Ishwari, (or Brahman and Maya) 

represented here by Satyavan and Savitri. 

 

As Savitri arrived at the scene, the inner door of Her soul were flung open 

and her inner worlds were revealed to Her, her immortality that has to take 

birth and wear a mortal cloak and bear the sufferings of man in order to raise 

us (to divine Height.) 

 

This was the scene which the ambiguous Mother 

Had chosen for her brief felicitous hour; 



Here in this solitude far from the world 

Her part she began in the world’s joy and strife. (the beginning of Her true 

work to eventually face and conquer Death) 

Here were disclosed to her the mystic courts, 

The lurking doors of beauty and surprise, 

The wings that murmur in the golden house, 

The temple of sweetness and the fiery aisle. 

A stranger on the sorrowful roads of Time, 

Immortal under the yoke of death and fate, 

A sacrificant of the bliss and pain of the spheres, 

Love in the wilderness met Savitri.(here the Lord describes Satyavan as 

“Love” – meaning the Supreme Lord is nothing but Love…and it is for the 

sake of that Supreme Love that the Divine Mother has descended into matter 

to raise it) (Or we can understand Love as link principle between the 

Lover and the Beloved. The discovery of this link is essential in 

relating Earth and Heaven, Man and the Divine, Matter and Spirit. 

Through this Love Savitri will meet Satyavan. Death has to break this 

strong bond of Love in order to take Satyavan. “And those who have 

lived long made one in love.” (Savitri-292) “The smile of the love 

that sanctions the long game.” Savitri-41)  

END OF CANTO ONE 

With my Eternal Love and blessings. 


