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To Sujata  

 

with whom  we went   

through  these terrible  ordeals , 

step by step , 

carried by our sole  

love for Mother  

and our desperate will  

to continue Their Work  

until  the end  

  

to discov er 

the terrible  

and wonderful  

Mystery of life  

on the earth  
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Early 1985  

(Letter from Satprem to Susie about the amazing 

òvisions ó and imaginings of the vital. ) 

The cellular consciousness has the simplicity of a divine Child for 

wh ich  the only  Marvel is to adore the Supreme.  

This is true Matter, all the rest is tortuous and noxious Illusion. 

Until now, the vital òMayaó of Falsehood is what has always 

prevented the Truth from establish ing  itself  on Earth, and it is that 

that would like to take ove r and swallow the Supramental into its 

brilliant and attractive net  of Falsehood ððbut  it is NOT POSSIBLE . 

We must cultivate the discernment of the soul.  

PS: The Supramental is another  world, n ot the same world 

improved.  

 

January 1 , 198 5 

I have had much -mu ch training, but it is difficult not to think that 

you are dying... It is curious. But nothing stiffens in the body. The 

whole being lets itself go. It is such a compact ðð solid blue Power. It 

seems that nothing is left but that dense Blue (perhaps this is  what 

makes the sensation of dying?).  

This morning, it was so compact ððlike  water changed into ice.  

The bodyõs life becomes a solid blue. 

It is especially  in the brain that it remains  somewhat  difficult.  

* 

If it is a new principle of life that must establi sh  itself , has not the 
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old to òdieó or disappear? Or will the two systems coexist? 

òAmbulando solvitur ó(!) 

It is only when we have reached the end that we shall really 

understand what all that means. Meanwhile, we have to live -die (!) it 

simultaneously (!)  

The question is òdiscussed ó with a heart, lungs and cerebral cells.  

* 

Afternoon  

Sheer torture.  

The brain was boiling.  

The body was living the end.  

It was long.  

* 

How am I not d ead? 

* 

Something in me kept repeating: I love Sri Aurobindo, I love 

Mother, I l ove my Douce... As if I wanted it to be the last sound of my 

life (I did not want to be òdramaticó, besides, it was beyond  that , it 

was felt like that).  

* 

Evening  

Vision  

Last  night, or rather early this morning, before waking up, I saw 

something that worri ed and still worries me a lot : I saw my Douce 

who was coming from outside and was about to enter  my bedroom 

through the glass door; she was on the threshold, she put a (bare) 
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foot on the carpet of my bedroom and I saw traces or stains of blood 

on the carpe tððit was more  purple than red. I looked at that, then my 

Douce showed me her bare foot, the instep  (near the heel): there was 

a small wound through which the blood was abundantly (or rather 

continuously) flowing out and it was also very dark purple blood.  

What does this mean?  

I am very worried and I told my Douce nothing.  

The òfootó means the physical  body.  

It was this morning, the 1 st of January .1 

* 

We are really in the òdangerous unknownóñon all sides.  

* 

Never have  I seen such dark blood... ?? almost bla ck.   

Later  

My Douce has drawn a sort of red comet which comes to touch the 

head of a being! ñthis is perhaps my òboilingó! But it is sheer 

torture... My head is still as if bruised, beaten to a pulp.  

 

What is going to fall on the Earthõs head?! 

When I had typhus, as I was coming out of the concentration  

                                       

1 I wondered whether Sujata, in that vision, did not symbolically represent 

the India of 1985? (She came from outside).  

Also this morning, at one minute past midnight, at the turn of the year, I 

screamed ñI don õt know why, I donõt know what nightmare again (it was 

Sujata who told me the exact time).  
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      1985 carries what must fall on the earth
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camps, I had awful headaches. Well, it is a little like that (but 

òdenseró). 

All in all, I have been well trained, in all possible ways.  

* 

When I think about it: òmake  the Divine earthquakeó means that 

you take the first jolt  (!) it is  fair . Then it navigates in the Earth.  

 

January 2, 1985  

One day, we will no longer be born with that burden of error, 

obscurity and Ignorance.  

This is what we struggle for.  

I don õt know why they imagine men flying in the air and endowed 

with magic powers... It is so sadly powerful.  

But the Truth, light and without past, oh! what a liberation!  

They need powers and machines because they are completely 

powerless without Deathõs collaboration. Their only power is to die. 

They go back to their Master.  

* 

When you want to leave its Reign, it scratches as much as it can.  

You recover (it takes one day, two days, one month, one year), 

then it scratches more deeply; you recover again  and it s cratches still 

deeperñand so on. It is the feline òstratigraphy.ó òTrench warfareó, 

Sri Aurobindo would say ððI well understand what he meant. It was 

in 1914.  

We should not be born like that any longer.  
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The claws oblige you to go down to the bottom.  

But it is interminable.  

And the deeper it is, the vaster.  

It is the whole world.  

* 

We swing between the fully  Divine and the absolutely  infernal.   

 

January 3, 1985  

Last night, I lost some blood.  

* 

There is such a pain in the depths of my heart, this is what kill s 

me. And I never reach the end ððthere is no òendó! 

Miracles exist, donõt they? 

Grace exists ððno? 

* 

We must go through . 

One day, we shall come out of the channel.  

* 

The òevolutionó consists in going through conditions that are 

impossible for a given specie s. The impossible conditions create  the 

new mechanism.  

There is nothing to discuss ððwe have to last. It is evolutionary 

mechanics.  

You donõt òdiscussó an earthquake. You go through it, or not.  
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The terrestrial washing  
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Mother would say: òAll depe nds on the capacity of going through 

the experiencesóñthis is what it means, exactly. A sailor would not 

say it better. There is no òmoralityó in a stormððthe òmoralityó is to 

òresist the squalló. 

* 

Afternoon  

In those operations, so excessively powerful fo r a small human 

mechanism , you never know whether you knock at  the door of death 

or at  the door of the new life ñat the time, it is almost the same.  

The self -preservation instinct is no longer there to stop the 

movement, so you donõt know. 

Only when you get  out of it, you tell yourself: I am not dead.  

It is like that.  

* 

Evening  

You know that that shore of human life is a shore of illusions, but 

as long as you are on the shore, the illusion is a reality (in the sense 

that cancer is a reality, bleeding is a re ality). And you wonder 

whether the illusion will not stick as long as this human substance  

and these human nervous fibres (this way of sucking life) donõt 

change. And that implacable memory which perpetuates all the old 

notes of pain.  

To change consciousne ss, we understand (but it changes nothing 

really, except on the heights, which remain perfectly high), so how to 

change substance , how to change lifeõs mode of suction, 

while remaining in a human body?  
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It is not a matter of changing psychology but of chang ing 

physiology.  

* 

Curiously, joy has no memory, it is pain that has it ñfor centuries.  

My memories of a condemned man are still alive, my memories of 

a happy man have left on a seagul lõs wing. 

 

January 4, 1985  

Of course, it scratches, but I try to change m y pain into a more 

intense call for  new life. Thatõs all. And come what may. 

* 

Evening  

For two nights, I have seen and suffered s uch  cruel things.  

It seems that one makes me live all the horrors again.  

And I know that it is my working tool, it is to cry mo re intensely 

towards that new life w here the Horror will no longer be.  

Perhaps òIó am the one who takes the first jolt  of that òred cometó? 

It will uproot the Horror.  

 

January 5, 1985  

Vision  

Last  night, I saw something that was so funny (for a change!). I  

saw a big grey rock, and from that rock , Mother was coming out, but 
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a òstoneó Mother, of the same substance as the rock, being part of 

the rock (but not tall: perhaps twenty centimetres high ña small 

Mother!) and from that stone -Mother  something like white  

exhalations, exhalations of heat , were coming out. I touched the 

òstoneó and it was hot. Then I explained to somebody (I think that it 

was Frederick from Auroville): òYou see, Mother is boiling Matter.ó!! 

* 

The other day, I spoke of òchanging substanceó, but what we 

cannot imagine or even understand is the difference that it will 

make, the formidable, unthinkable difference that it would make in 

the terrestrial atmosphere and the terrestrial air , if that Horror, that 

Falsehood, that stench indeed of the pe rverted human consciousness 

were uprooted. Once that has disappeared, there is nothing to 

change! no need of new òairó!ñthe ònewó air will be right there, free 

and light and breathable at last. The òdifferenceó would be so 

formidable that we cannot underst and or imagine it. As my Douce 

said: ògravity would be less graveó! 

The world will be the same and everything  will change!  

They donõt even notice their stench! 

Only who  will withstand  pure air?  It will be very let hal for their 

lungs!  

* 

I donõt know why, but since last night, I feel something new in the 

air, something that is very near.  

* 

Afternoon  

I cannot call that anything other than a òsupramental descent.ó 
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He descends in a flow of light, cutting the earth in half  
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It would be quite frightening if it  were not Divine.  

Yes, Mother is òboiling Matter.ó 

It is exactly as in the little drawing that my Douce made yesterday 

evening.  

The earth is going to change.  

* 

You wonder how you are not disintegrated...  

* 

Evening  

As soon as I remain quiet half a second, t hat very formidable 

Power is there.  

It does not stop.  

You have the impression that you are solidified in that. Yet it is 

supple and moving.  

 

 

January 6, 1985  

Day by day we are shown  the òexplosiveó assault of the population 

which climbs up to our home and  destroys everything in its path 

(seventeen concrete houses for the Hari jan colony below our house).  

Somewhere, invisibly, the Divine drew a line.  

This too is part of the signs.  

Time is running short.  

* 

Noon 

What the body dis -covers, more and more and with  a wonder  
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beyond words is: the Law of Matter is You.  

It is like a new Matter that discovers itself.  

And what India discovers, more and more and with a let ha l 

hypnotism  is: the Law of Matter is Western technology.  

It is the ruin of India.  

Its Base undermine d. Its soul betrayed.  

They had the secret of the true  Power in Matter and they chose 

slavery.   

Nehruõs falsity is the just outcome of Shankaraõs falsity. (òFactories 

and dams are the new temples of India,ó Nehru said; òThe world is an 

illusion,ó Shankara said.)  

They chose to òdescend into Matteró with microscopes and 

cyclotrons; and they are discovering the face of their own... efficient 

death.  

The others tried to escape from Matter, but it is the other face of 

the same death... with a halo.  

India has stole n the monkey of the West.  

The West has stolen the monkey of India...  

* 

Vision  

Last night, I saw this (the meaning  of which I understand  only 

now): there was a huge boiler , like  the boiler of a gigantic ocean  liner 

(perhaps the world liner?) , and before th e open firebox there was a 

small  man who looked like a gnome compared to that huge boile r , 

and he shoved all that he could into that firebox, which was almost 

white as the fire was so hot  (one had the impression that it could 

explode) and then, it was funn y, he seized one òlast (wooden) 
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armchairó to throw into the boiler, as if there were nothing left to 

burn.  

They had thrown everything into the boiler, all the beauty of the 

world and all the wealth of the world to run their ocean liner 

towards... nowhere!  

 

January 7, 1985  

All day, it was a long assault ððmerciless. I walked down to the 

clearing, glanced up and saw Deathðða big cloud. And tonight, my 

Douce draws Yama . 

He is the guardian of the Law or the guardian of the Truth, 

because what is not purely pure  (divinely pure) is taken away by 

Death.  

There is a lot to do on the Earth...  

 

January 8, 1985  

A let hal assault.  

Bare death.  

You h ave the impression that you are left alone in front of that 

(under that) ððyou know that it is not true, but it is like that.  

* 

It is like a mass o f basalt, irreducible, crushing ððnothing goes 

through.  

The blue sun doesnõt pass anymore. 
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The son of the Sun, Yama, t he guardian of the Law of Truth  
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* 

Evening  

 This morning, I lived something rather horrible while awakening: 

all the grief of an old dead woman leapt at my face, with her whole  

bundle of pain. It was there, behind a  door, piled up.  

 This human way of being is very wretched ððwhat is the point of 

adding a little more misery? What would help  is to get out of it.  

* 

(After a drawing of my Douce)  

One must have the heart well torn in two to produce either death 

or the VICTORIOUS POWER . 

It will be the Victorious Power.  

* 

It is my old struggle against Pain.  

That struggle against Pain seems to be the contradictory essence 

of m y life.  

Christõs blood only produced death.  

The blood of human Pain must be changed into transforming 

Power.  

But it is more difficult.  

* 

I better and better understand why Sri Aurobindo made  Joy the  

first divine Principle and goal of the creation.  

  

Jan uary 9, 1985  
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Once again this morning, I performed the òwild operationó, turned 

everything over in the sun, grain by grain.  

This afternoon: a Bath of Fire.  

Something that is quite impossible, unliveable, physiologically  

crazyððimpossible. And yet it is poss ible, and yet it is liveable, and  

yet it is. And how it is possible, I donõt know. 

Logically, physically, I should have died of it ððexploded, pulverized 

(or rather boiled!)  

If I did not die, it is really that death does not exist , or that there is 

another type of life which entirely escapes the laws of Matter.  

This is all I can say.  

For one hour and forty minutes non -stop.  

Living Fire. Molten lava.  

Never did I live that to this degree . 

It was beyond death and beyond life ððsomething unknown.  

Another type of life.  

The denial of all the so -called òlaws of Matter.ó 

* 

I cannot understand how it is possible.  

But it is possible!  

But a NIL , transparent body is needed ððGIVEN . Without reactions, 

except: it is You.  

* 

I cannot believe that the earth is not going to chan ge, because, 

after all, this body is part of the earth.  

That must be the transforming power.  

* 

I think that the òmass of basaltó, yesterday, was meant to take out 
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the last mortal elements ððwe could say the last grains of death.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Motherõs pounding 
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Which means that Death does its work: it takes all that belongs to 

it.  

(Obviously, that old dead woman, so pain ful, had no place in my 

bodyõs Subconsci ent , she had to come out of her hiding place ððall 

the old dead must come out! So t hat only the New rem ains.)  

* 

Evening  

We could say: it is Death that makes the òlaws of Matter.ó They are 

the laws of Death.  

Science is the high priest of Death (Religion, its high priestess!) . 

I am always repeating myself, but it is always a surprise for me, 

each time as if I  were attending the òpremiereó of an unknown and 

òimpossibleó world. (Not òattendingó: I am the seafarer who discovers 

and rediscovers something that is very strange ððnever lived ððin his 

own body and I have to repeat and repeat it to myself to be really 

su re, like Jean Bernesse with his Muscadet!).  

It is perhaps as òstupidó (but divinely stupid) as the old Fish that 

would wonder and wonder at the little beach of white sand, its creeks 

and that air in the sun ðða sort of lived impossibility which seems 

both d angerous and fabulous.  

We know nothing of that geography yet, nor of that physiology.  

In the past, I would have been sent to the stake for sorcery (after 

all, it is the great advantage of Science!).  

So I am really like the idiot of the human village who lo oks at its 

Churches and its Schools with a stunned giggle. òMy God! Where did 

they find all that?ó 
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I see that Sri Aurobindo must have handled it with kid gloves and 

much politeness to say even the little he said about the 

òSupramentalóððMother handled it l ess gently. As for me, I am the 

stunned and shameless Breton.  

* 

PS: After all again (!) I no longer know which apostle of the 

Christian Church announced a ònew Earth and new heavensó. 

  

January 10, 1985  

It is becoming more and more burning.  

What is going to happen?  

The body has the sensation of being like a sieve through which 

Mother is coming out.  

You feel that you are living a slow and cautious Miracle.  

It is miraculous, but of which miracle, you donõt know at all. 

The body no longer has an atom of fear ððit is You! So?!  

* 

òYouó means  Mother, means Sri Aurobindo, means the next 

Divine, means the Mar vel, the new Sun, the true Life ððwhat we 

expect at last!  

* 

This human body is like a representative of the human Tomb 

where  they shut  her in ððif that tomb lets itself be pierced, She will 

come out, no? ! 

That will shake all the tombs!  
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January 12, 1985  

I have just undergone terrible torture , this morning . For an  hour 

and a half, the whole -whole being, the whole -whole life, all the 

nervous fibres, from bottom to t op, have been pulled out. I moaned 

and moaned and could not cry. Sheer TORTURE . And something in me 

knew  or sa id  or repeat ed: òIt is the old life that is leaving, it is for 

You, it is  to You ððit is the end of the old life. ó I donõt know. I cannot 

say what happened. If I could have fainted or died, it would have 

been a relief, but it was continuing and continuing ððI donõt know if it 

is over. I donõt know what happened. It is like the òthroes of deathó 

without death.  

* 

Is it X . who brought me all the poison o f Auroville?  

Or is it part of the òprocessó? 

ððAll  is part of the process.  

The whole being vibrates like a string.  

* 

In the middle of the operation, something switche d in my 

consciousness, a fraction of a second, and I saw a big white sun 

through the branc hes of a tree.  

?? 

It was almost at the top of the tree.  

Is the tree all that old nervous system of life?  

* 

In fact, poison is the na tural nourishing air of 90% of humans. 
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They donõt know itððif they knew... They could not  bear themselves . 

Everybody dies of  it.  

So, how to live among that corruption ? (a new being?)  

And Mother who had to bear that in vivo ...  

They would shower her with filth, and afterwards they would say 

that she was mad.  

òI feel like screaming,ó she said... oh!  

Truly, this New Yoga is the opp osite of the òyogic powersó which 

put a pretty  spiritual crust on their filth ððhere, everything is laid 

bare and we are bare . 

We are defenceless, because it is the defence of Falsehood and 

Death.  

It is Death that defends itself.  

Truth...? it is yet to be e xplored.  

* 

Evening   

I have the impression that what happened this morning is an 

important  turning point ððI donõt know which one. 

It is perhaps the last threads of the old life or the last links of the 

old diving suit that have gone?  

We dare not  say it.  

* 

It was really something like the essence of the old Poison that 

wrapped around all the fibres of life or that invaded everything ððI felt 

that it climbed and climbed everywhere.  

Yes, like a last assault of Death.  

I suppose that when you are bitten at the h eel by a cobra, it is 
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more or less what must happen...?  

* 

I actually believe that death was gaining ground everywhere in the 

body, but it had NOTHING  to ea t , so it was inoffensive, while giving  you 

the exact sensation of death.  

It was  Death, it was the cobra , but it bit into nothing, the poison 

slipped into nothing. To die, there must be something ððthere was 

nothing . 

* 

What I donõt understand, is that it was very painful (it was 

horrible) and yet it did not kill. * 

                                       

Vision  

* Now I understand what happened. Last night (from January 11 to 12), on 

the ground, on the floor of Sujataõs bedroom, I saw a torn animal skinððit was  

very b adly torn, it made an ugly òcarpetó with grey-black hairs. I told myself: 

it is not good in this bedroom, Sujata could slip on that and break her leg!... 

But I did not understand that it was my own torn òanimal skinó, or rather 

which tore apart during this  morningõs terrible operation! There were two 

operations mixed together: what X. brought back from Auroville, that horrible 

poison, helped me radically clean all the old lifeõs fibres which had been 

invaded by the poison of Auroville (a horror, really, and  true poison). The 

poison made me root out all that was touched by the poison ððand the whole 

old òanimal skinó went off. I was obliged to root it out: I was literally 

poisoned. Either I died of poison or I pulled everything out ððand everything 

was pulled o ut. What misled me or prevented me from understanding earlier 

is that that òanimal skinó was strangely on the floor of Sujataõs bedroom and 

I only saw that it made an ugly torn carpet on which Sujata could slip. Why 

in Sujataõs bedroom?ððprobably because h er bedroom represents a very 

material and very clean place. I was also misled by the fact that I only saw 

the poison that X. had brought back ððI did not understand that that poison 

helped perform the last òwild operationó. Oh, it was sheer torture. 

Now I r eally know what it is.  

It is strange (and truly marvellous) how I am always informed beforehand 

of what is going to happen. There is such a great, solicitous care about é 
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January 13, 1985  

Vision  

Last  night, I saw a  bath full of milk! and I was going to take my  

bath in that!!  

??? 

Perhaps it is to cure me of yesterdayõs operation? 

* 

Afternoon  

Unheard -of intensities.  

Like a formidable tuning fork of vibrations.  

The body does not know anymore what the òconditions of lifeó are. 

It means nothing in its cells, its fibres. All that , which  makes a body 

liveððit lives by something else. There is something else.  

There is the second life.  

It is LIVED . 

* 

But lived as a first sun can be lived for a first animal in the sun! 

and wha t a sun!  

You will never make a little lizard believe that the òconditions of 

lifeó are under water. 

It is really another physiology, and yet it is the same!!  

* 

                                                                                                            

making me understand. (It is the Agenda 2  that continues!).  
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Evening  

Undoubtedly, what men call òlifeó is deathððit is death that lives.  

And there is another  type of life, without death.  

It is the bodyõs constant discovery. 

One makes it live death at every turn just to show  it: you see, you 

donõt die of it! One makes it live the poison to show it: you see, you 

are not poisoned!  

Only death can die, only the poi son can be poisoned!  

But beware of the least òcorrespondingó grain (!) 

* 

That is, I am making all Motherõs discoveries again (not 

surprisingly!).  

* 

Of course, t he only  raison dõetre of this body (as far as I know) is 

not to become immortal (!), it is to dr ive that current into the Earth ðð

to hasten the Movement.  

An electrode. (Larousse dictionary: electrode = conductive piece  

bringing the current to  the point of utili sation.  

 

January 14, 1985  

Sujataõs vision 

Last  night, my Douce saw this: she was going out of her 

grandfatherõs house and, at the bottom of the stairs, a small tortoise 

was waiting for her. That small tortoise jumped and jumped (like a 

frolicking puppy) to catch Sujataõs hand. Then Sujata began to walk, 
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to go here and there, from one  place to an other, and the small 

tort oise was still accompanying her ððit even  had a leash, which 

Sujata held! but the small tortoise had grown up and had a sort of 

long ivory tail, very thin (a special tortoise!) . There was also another 

girl, smaller and dark -skinned , who was with Sujata and played with 

the òbigó tortoise. Sujata was going to take a bath in a pond; she 

remembers that she had a dark red, purple (garnet) blouse.  

And the big tortoise was also taking a bath in the pond with heré 

It is all that Sujata reme mbers.  

According to Mother, the tortoise is the symbol of immortality.  

Immortality as we understand it is life without death, the second 

lifeé 

That tortoise accompanied Sujata everywhere all along the wayé 

from her ògrandfatherõsó houseé (Sujata points out  that that 

smaller, dark -skinned girl (an Indian girl) was also in her 

gran dfatherõs house and went  out with her, then accompanied her all 

along the way with the tortoise ððwho is she ?... 

It is one of those visions which mean  something, like that vision of 

1956 in which she saw herself in a boat with her mother, then with 

Mother, then wit h me, going to òMotherõs islandó. 

I think that that tortoise is the symbol of the òrealisationó of this 

life.  

Sujata is òwell bornóððI have never seen someone like her  on th e 

earth, with so clear a S ubconsci ent . Which means that one of the 

major obstacles (if not the major one) to the second life is non -

existent  or almost non -existent . òTható passes by itself. On the other 

hand, I donõt know if many people have a Subconsci ent  as loaded as 

mine (loaded with several lives!). We balance each other out (!).  
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* 

We could say that Sujata is òdevoid of  memoryó (except that of 

Mother ððwhat an unheard -of favour !). It is a gift from the gods.  

I think of the S ubconsci ent  I am cursed with ððperhaps a 

òconvincingó sample was needed. If this one can go through the Wall, 

it must be relatively easy for others.  

* 

I have been in the incubator or the test tube of the New World for 

32 months  today! And 32 years in India.  

* 

Always that Mass  of sapphir e. 

Thirty -two  months, it is many hours.  

* 

Evening  

If I had to take stock, I would say:  the body feels that it lives 

according to another law.  

* 

In fact, the difference is that it is no longer the test tube BE 23, but it 

is  the test tube NW (of the new world ). Something individual has 

disappeared.  

It is high time that that Sorrow should be changed.  

* 

I know the secrets of life, but who would consent to it?  

I truly believe that I understand everything, never had I so much 

knowledge sinceé I tore the man in me, like an animal skin.  

If that knowledge did not give the power to get out of it, weõd better 

be born like Jean Bernesse, the idiot of my Breton village.  
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* 

As long as there was no other òsalvationó than  in a problematic 

heaven  (or a less problematic hell) o r in an evanescent òliberationó, 

then, yes, it was better to join the band of  Unbelievers  and 

scoundrels until you were hanged for good, but ððbut now that there 

is that hope of a true deliverance in the body  and on the earth, you 

can throw all that away an d skin the beast ruthlessly ððit is worth it.  

My only courage is that we can  get out of it.  

In seven thousand years, there was only one voice and one 

example among all that hotchpotch of religious and spiritualistic 

people, it is Sri Aurobindoõs voice and Motherõs example. Sensible 

and physiologically convincing people (!), at last. Or else, letõs go and 

be hanged!  

* 

In fact, until now, Religion and Spirituality had only public utility , 

with policemen, laws and institutions to maintain a certain public 

decency. Now it is something else. Popes and Old World monkeys  can 

go into the Museum of Ancient Horrors.  

* 

It seems that life is very young!  

It is a new life ððLife -Life -Life!  

 

January 15, 1985  

I would not have believed that the òcafeteriaó would open again 

(first session of the new Parliament of India).  

Sujata pointed out to me that since Indiraõs departure, big 
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òaccidentsó were multiplying throughout the world (starting with 

Bhopal in India).  

As if there were a rage of fire in the terrestrial atmosphere.  

If a n earthquake  could happen under their cafeteria in the middle 

of the session, it would clean much filth in one goé (The Divine 

knows better than me, fortunately!)  

* 

Evening  

And all that, all that that  seems so long to us, so painful, in a 

fraction of a sec ond you die, it turns around,  and it is like a dream in 

reverseé 

It is the strangest paradox of this existence.  

It was what afflicted the Buddha : impermanence.  

* 

I know the Power of the new life, but I know neither its 

consciousness nor its mode of action.  

It is probably that that will change this illusory perception.  

It is like a Niagara that has not yet drawn its course or its mills.  

 

January 16, 1985  

I donõt know very well how to say what happened this afternoon, 

but it was a divine phenomenon. It had o ften, very often happened, 

but today there was a very òspecialó something that I would not know 

how to express . 

First that dense, burning Mass, which rose from the tiptoes. In the 
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chest, it was burning to bursting, then in the head. It was, yes, a sort 

of impossibility. The body surrendered totally, and then that Mass 

went through the whole body, it was like dying and being born at the 

same time . 

And then it was really Divine ððthe Divine that fl owed, Supreme. 

Wave after  wave, it flowed  then it was like an uninterrupted flow, for 

one hour and forty -five minutes . It was the Divine  which was flowing.  

It was as if something from below (under the feet) continuously 

connected  with something high up (above the head) that I could not 

see. I did not see anything: I w as, the body was , the passage of the 

Divine, of Mother ððof the Supreme. The body kept repeat ing , Yours, 

Yours, may this Earth be Yours.  

The sensation was still of that Sapphire Blue.  

But really, it was the impression of a divine birth in Matter. It was 

to die and to be born at the same time.  

* 

We could say: only the Divine could bear that. It was  the Divine. It  

was the birth.  

As if it died on its  way to instantaneously be ing  born in  the  place 

of what was dying.  

It is so strange that I cannot describe  it.  

* 

Evening  

Last  night, I saw something that  is probably related to  what 

happened this afternoon, but I donõt really understand what it 

means.  

I was again  on that tiled roof (I did not see myself), when suddenly 
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I turned round and I saw, to my stupefaction, a hole in the roof. I 

told myself: but who did that? Thieves during the night (!)?  

This hole was neatly and properly cut in the roof, the tiles had 

been carefully  removed and stacked  aside. The hole had a very neat  

rectangular shape, about 50 cm  long and 40 cm wideððjust enough 

for a man to pass through (that is why I wondered whether thieves 

had not done that during the night!).  

That tiled roof, I had always thought that it represented òthat 

which  houses the old lifeó. So a hole has been made in what houses 

the old life?? I donõt understand very well. What is the use or the 

meaning of that hole in the roof, since I am outside  and walk on the 

roof?!  

(People will say that I have become completely mad ððbut never 

mind!)  

* 

I think again of this afternoonõs experience: perhaps it  wants to 

physically show me that Matter is perfectly divine and that it is only 

a crust of Falsehood that covers it ððthe crust dies and it is instantly 

Divine (?).  

The òcrustó is the whole Subconsci ent  of the body.  

Once again, it is death t hat dies , it is only death that can die.  

But òDivine Matteró is a hell of a voltage! 

* 

It is really  marvellous , but it is quite beyond measure.  

* 

And if it were a hole in the old roof of the world!?  

I suddenly think of Sri Aurobindo: òé like a thief in the  nightéó 

* 
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(Now I also remember Mother who walked on a very slop ed roof 

with a child in her arms ðða child whose arms and legs were stuck ððif 

I well remember é)* 

 

January 17, 1985  

I am a perpetual burn.  

I have difficulty standing my self.  

As if I were contin uously burning, and continuously I must be , 

again  and again . 

 

January 18, 1985  

I am worn out.  

It is endless.  

* 

As long as this type of substance exists, we will be linked to all the 

rest of the terrestrial obscurity.  

And there is that memory.  

We carry eve rything.  

 

 January 19, 1985  

Vision  

                                       

* See Motherõs Agenda 6 , September 16, 1970 . 
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Last  night, for the thousandth or the ten thousandth time in 42 

years, I found myself in that world of horror of the concentration 

camps. Usually, they are anonymous beings in uniforms, or rather 

forces which take a shap e and emanate an atmosphere of terror, of 

perversion, but last  night there was a man who was staring at me: a 

camp commandant with his iron cross at the collar, and that look in 

his eyes ðða look that is like disaster itself. I cannot express it . When 

you g et out of that, you ha ve the impression of being devastated, 

reduced to nothing ððstricken with futility.  

It is like digging a tunnel in which the soil is constantly collapsing . 

It is the whole human Soil that is like that!  

It is the cruel Domination undern eath, and everything crumbles 

and collapses . It has lasted  for 42 years.  

You can, with a lot of courage and patience, free yourself from a 

Karma, overcome weaknesses, straighten out old atavistic habits , but 

when you have finished with your own business, t here is the 

business of everybody and it is subterranean universal forces that 

undermine everything and attack  again and again. It is like a war of 

attrition.  

But the Passage exists , I know! Sri Aurobindo said it, and I am 

going there ððdead or alive I will  go t il l  the end.  

* 

If you grieve, you are lost.  

Grief is their great weapon. For ten years, after the concentration 

camps, I nearly died  of grief.  

So, to die does not help ððwhat is needed is victory.  

* 

And meanwhile, Mother Teresa dispenses  divine benedic tions 
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throughout the world , from Ethiopia to China ððit is puffed up with 

good conscience  and eaten away by the termites . But that is what 

the world adores.  

She will be beatified ( along with the termites).  

* 

If there were no Sri Aurobindo, I would think (as  at the beginning 

of my life) that God is a sadist and deserves a contemptuous silence.  

Now, I know that we must go to the root, whatever the cost ñGod is 

beyond God!  

(Their God only convinced me of the Devil ððand what would all 

their religions do if there were no more  devil or  death!?)  

I would like to see the age of great spiritual unemployment.  

* 

Afternoon  

An Immobility so formidable that it can bear the most 

unimaginable intensities.  

* 

There has been that wound, last night. A deep layer has been 

reached. Iõve had much difficulty recovering. And I saw, I felt this: the  

deeper the layer is , the greater the intensity or the released power. 

That intensity ha d become so charged, so strong, so thick, one could 

say, it seemed unbearable, when an Immobility came ððnothing is 

immobile like that in life, except mountains. And then, over that or in 

that, the Intensity of Power grew and grew ððthere was no body 

anymore, there was a kind of immutable mountain, with, from time 

to time, a great  powerful blue spasm which pul led everything. It is 

indescribable. It seems that a new layer of power has been reached ðð
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the impression or the sensation that it is vaster, deeper, more 

universal, more solid.  

And that unknown Immobility.  

* 

Evening  

It seems that the deepest layers are mad e of cruelty.  

It is like the underpinnings  of life.  

We could say its last hidden depths . 

(Though now I hesitate to say òlastóé) 

* 

When I am truly capable of saying  òYou alone existó, behind all 

masks, I will be on the right side.  

 

January 20, 1985  

We know  absolutely nothing of what we must do, become, want, or 

even of what we must aspire to become ððnothing. So the only thing 

we can do is to offer ourselves totally toé what They want. We are in 

the womb  of the Mother of the future andé we can want to be born, 

thatõs all, but to what? it is a mystery. If we knew it, we would be 

born!  

My eternal refrain and the eternal refrain of my b ody is: You know 

better than me ñand thatõs it. 

* 

Afternoon  

As if there were no longer any limit to the expansion of the 
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material , cellular  consciousness!  

At last! a body standing and in its skin,  held together by a certain 

coagulation of the cellular consciousness, it is like a bag to which it 

is very much attached, and all that changes the balance of that bag 

or envelope causes a mortal panic. But (mostly since yesterday), 

under the tremendous Pressure of th at  blue Power, the body began 

to let itself go ððand it went on and on, as if it were spreading. And 

what was quite extraordinary is that instead of feeling the possible 

bursting , instead of feeling the crushing of the blue pressure, instead 

of feeling that it could be pulverized at the end of that tremendous 

swelling, like a ball that bursts when too much inflated, it let itself go 

and go and go, with a definitive knowledge : it i s the new Law.  And 

there was no longer any limit to the spreading of that cellular , 

material consciousness ñin brief, that immutable thing, well shut in 

its skin ððit was spreading and spreading, without the least fear . At 

last, this quite anti -natural and a nti -physiological process was lived 

lucidly, qu ietly, and with a TOTAL SELF -GIVING  to the new Law ððthe 

body KNEW ! 

All the same, I would have thought that beyond a certain limit, 

this body could very well be pulveri zed or disin tegrate as in 

interstellar spa ce under the effect of another gravitation or non -

gravitation, but no! It was spreading and spreading materially , and it 

was solid and at the same time supple like an ocean, and at the 

same time a BODY ! A spread ing  out body! has anyone ever seen that!  

I ca nnot understand. But it is lived. And above all, I am completely 

amazed by  this body which lets itself be untied from all its moorings, 

its millions and billions of micro -moorings, and which spreads, goes 

sailing everywhere, while remaining a body . It is i ncomprehensible. 
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But it is a fact.  

And it was all blue ððsapphire blue ððlike an ocean, but a solid 

ocean! a moving solidity and without any particular centre , like  so 

many drops in the ocean. And yet while remaining a body! It is really 

contrary to all the possible and imaginable laws.  

And no fear at all! well, there should have been panic on board 

that hull; but no! it knew that it was the OTHER LAW . 

It will take time to understand.  

* 

Evening  

One well understand s that all that is the basis  of another 

unknow n material way of being, on the earth.  

We donõt know where it will lead us. 

But it is like a first landing on a new planet ððor on the same 

planet, but lived differently.  

* 

It must be the basis of the material unity, with a whole field of 

perceptions (and a ctions) to come.  

* 

If Sri Aurobindo and Mother could cause  a strong  electric charge  

in  that cellular human plasmaé It is only one bath, as in chemistry.  

* 

My Douce: òI hold  you to my cheek.ó 

 

January 21, 1985  
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Then you encounter such fierce pockets of resi stance  that you feel 

like fainting ðða Wall.  

What can you do?  

You are worn -out, worn -out, worn -out. It is endless!  

* 

Sometimes, you wonder: but, well, who c an have invent ed such a 

universe ! 

* 

Evening  

All I can do is to go as far as I can ððothers, perhaps, w ill be 

stronger than I am, or less hindered?  

You are torn apart ððmercilessly.  

Can one survive that?  

It is old, old, so old!  

You can tell yourself:  with that tearing apart, letõs make a 

transforming fire. Yes. But where is the liveable  limit of pain?  

* 

The Lord loves Satprem.  

* 

Among the beings that d well in me, there is a being wh o is 

completely  impervious  through  an excess of suffering ñhe has been 

beaten  too much .  

It is that one.  

Everywhere he recogni zes those of his race or of his pain and he 

loves only thoseððnothing else. Except Sri Aurobindo. He is 

immensely brotherly and painful. I know all his past.  

In Sri Aurobindo, he felt compassion and Hope. Only that holds  
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him.  

In Guyana, in the forest, the West Indian gold washers who were 

there used to  call m e òMr  Angelóððit is curious. He is my unhappy 

brother. He has a blind compassion for all that suffers ððidiots, 

madmen, rebels, condemned men , poor wretches of all sorts. He is 

my blind and wounded angel. Mother had seen that lotus of my heart 

turned toward s the earth.  

There is the Hope of getting out of it, th is is what gives him 

courage. It is his only courage. For centuries there has not been that 

Hope. But nowé 

One day, this suffering will no longer be.  

 

January 23, 1985  

Without any reason, the whole bo dy is in a state of restlessness, as 

if it were directly absorbing poison in the air .  

I donõt understand, there is no individual or personal òreason.ó 

Which means that the body is òdirectly connectedóððthrough the 

skin, if I may say so ððto all that is und esirable in the atmosphere, 

and God knows that the terrestrial, human atmosphere is full of 

undesirable, if not noxious things!  

That direct atmosphere of collective Poison is an enigma ððyou 

donõt see any solution. 

So it is a constant, insidious, poisonous assault of a whole worldé 

As if all the work had constantly to be redone.  

Where is the solution , the way out?  

This human substance is incorrigibly in league with all the death 
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in the world.  òLifeó is possible only if you are yourself well wrapped in 

a cocoon of death and falsehood ððthen you are le ft alone, until death 

catches up with you.  

Physically, it results in a state in which all your nerves are 

exacerbated, as when you have swallowed poison or crushed your 

finger in a door. It vibrates and vibrates li ke a string. (The doctors 

will say that I am ill and should take a sedative ððwhere is the 

sedative fo r  the poisoning of the world?)  

Then (it is really strange) when you concentrate to call the Light, it 

literally  hurts ! That is, you feel the pain of all th e poison that you try 

to drive out ððthe light hurts it! and you hurt!  

It is tediou s (and saying it , makes the nasty forces snigger even 

more).  

* 

Yes, I remember Mother: òIt is as if you were constantly catching a 

new illness and had to get over it. ó2 

* 

Sujata suddenly remembers those words from a song of Tagoreõs: 

òWhen my body was wrapped in obscurity, I had no pain.ó 

* 

Vision  

The other night  again I saw one of those images of the new 

consciousness, which would be quite comical if it were not sad: I 

wanted  to buy a coffin (which I did not find very pretty by the way , it 

was a dark wood with whitish veins ððit looked like a wardrobe rather 

                                       

2 See Motherõs Agenda 2, July 18, 1961.  
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than a coffin: it was leaning against a wall) and I was enquiring 

about the price ! 

Thatõs it, there is something in me th at would like it all to end . 

That is where we are vulnerable. It is the old collusion.  Or the war of 

attrition.  

I donõt know why a coffin would need to be òprettyó! 

* 

Afternoon  

Such an intense supplication so that all that would be changed, 

that there woul d be another way of being on the earth.  

* 

The White operation.  

* 

Evening  

It is so difficult to bear.  

You wish it could happen in a single operation, but it lasts and 

lasts.  

It is constantly as if to die while being alive.  

 

January 24, 1985  

I donõt know if that kills me or if that  gives me the force of the 

transformation.  

* 

I am totally convinced ððdaily convinced, (alas) ððthat the whole 

difficulty lies in the first roots of life in Matter.  
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The òproblemó is there . 

You uproot and uproot, and it grows back again  and again , like 

cancer.  

Something radical is to be found ððI have  found that òradicaló, but 

it doesnõt last. So it is not the absolutely radical, there must be 

something more surgical to do in the substance. What? I donõt know. 

You just have to continue.  

* 

Afternoon  

May Mother emerge.  

 

January 25, 1985  

I have every reason to think that what gives that sensation of 

bursting ððthat you are boiling and about  to explode ñis the 

decentrali sation and the expansion of the cellular consciousness . 

What is needed is  more than faith: a very trustful and total 

surrender to the divine Presence , so that you could bear that without 

panic k ing . 

But very quickly , the fear dissolves and the movement goes on 

(although it is always very difficult at the level of the brain). The n a 

kind  of immobility happens, but very vast , physical, as if you were a 

sort  of mountain. There is no point of òIó in that: it is solid, it is vast, 

it is immobile like a mountain,  and yet, within  that massive and vast 

immobility, you feel an innumerable , very quick, ultra -quick  

vibration, but without movement , unlike a wave : on the spot . 
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Somewhat like  an innumerable cloud of atoms, so quick that they 

are immobile. And it is massive. It is limitless. Never did I feel such a 

thing. Really a mountain, but w ithout any particular configuration: 

you are  the mountain.  It is that immobile mass  within which there is 

that innumerable vibration, very quick and as if immobile (it does not 

move like a wave, it remains in place , and yet it is very intense, as 

the vibra tion of a tun ing  fork  could be ððbut  an innumerable micro 

tuning fork, or perhaps like atoms the movement of which is so quick 

that it cannot be measured and gives a sensation of massive 

immobility while movingé). 

I donõt express myself clearly. But it is very particular. It is 

incredibly new for the corporeal sensation, as if there were no centre , 

no limit, and that immobility of a mountain. It is difficult, very 

difficult at the beginning until that immobility comes, then it can be 

born e without difficulty  (or at least it is bearable).  

* 

The experience will have to be re peated so that I underst and it 

better and can give a more exact description of it.  

* 

Evening  

In that, it is no longer a question of òfibres of lifeó or òfirst roots of 

life in Matteróððit is  like another world! but material!  

I wonder whether those òfibres of lifeó, those suckers or ties of the 

savage life in Matter, are not what make  our corporeal, individual, 

usual coagulation? (I mean our particular bag of skin which makes 

an òIó on its two own legs.)  

* 
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Nothing is more òcosmicó than the material consciousness! 

* 

The mate rial consciousness of a squirrel  or of a crab is perfectly 

cosmic , only it knows nothing of it. Mr  Smithõs material 

consciousness  is perfectly cosmic and he could know it, on ly he is 

closed in a Smith -cocoon.  

Migratory birds know where they go, without knowing it. Mr  Smith 

doesnõt know where he goes without a compass and a travel guideðð

and still it is not certain . 

NB: To come out of the cocoon hurts very much.  

 

January 26, 1 985  

O Lord, you are great  

and I am very small  

but the pain is great  

for my smallness  

O Lord, keep me against  

your heart  

so that I would not sink  

for the sea of pains is very great.  

* 

To sink is useless. One has to start all over again.  

What is cruel is thi s way of being and living.  

We must get out of it at any cost.  

... Why does it hurt me so much?  

* 
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Evening  

I have been using  Pain to make a hole in Matter . 

All my life.  

 

January 27, 1985  

Always  that expansion of the material, cellular consciousness. 

Perhaps  I can describe it better this time. First a continuous dense 

flow, more and more dense, which goes up from below the feet, goes 

through the body, the brain (there, it is always somewhat  difficult), 

then ògoes awayó or òclimbsó or òspreadsó (I donõt know exactly, but it 

goes out of the body above or spreads above). This continuous flow 

becomes very dense and you have exactly  the sensation that you are 

boiling and are going to explode, but it spreads and spreads and 

spreads... Then the flow seems to become s lower and more massive ñ

it becomes immobile. A vast and massive immobility  (yes, it is like a 

mountain, but without end or delimitation). That immobility lasts a 

certain time, then comes a new wave or a great spasm which goes 

through the body, and then comes a new òdilationó or a new 

òexpansionó, òfurtheró or òhigheró (one doesnõt know, but it seems to 

widen even more or spread even more or òclimbó even more). After 

that new dilation comes a new period of massive immobility ððone 

could say a new òleveló of immobility, as when you have reached a 

certain summit. That massive immobility, I observed, is made , 

constituted of an intense vibratory state, as if the very immobility 

and solidity were the product of an extremely intense and extremely 
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quick, ultra -quick  vibration, so quick that it seems immobile, but 

without mov ement : on the spot.  That indefinable vibratory intensity 

makes or constitutes the solid immobility or makes and constitutes 

the immense solidity ððit is very vast, limitless, we could say. Then, 

after a time of that massive immobility, comes a new wave òfrom 

belowó, or a new great spasm even denser which goes through the 

body and spreads òfurtheró or òhigheró in a sort of infinite or 

undefined expansion, a powerful dilation that ends up in a new vast 

and massive immobility, like a new òleveló... and so forth and so on. 

One could not say if it is an expansion in space or an ascension in 

height ððbut these are not òheightsó like on a mountain top or the tip 

of a peak (!): it is a vast, immense height, lik e a great plateau without 

limits, and immobile, but a massive immobility.  Is it a new òheightó 

or a òfurtheró dilation, I donõt know. And each new spasm or each 

new expansion or ascension seems even denser.  

The movement seems to continue indefinitely with those great 

Himalayan òpauses.ó After one hour and forty-five minutes, I 

stopped. In three minutes, you find yourself on your feet again, as 

usual, but with the sensation of being hyper -inflated like a sort of 

balloon (!). No òtranceó in the whole operation: it unfolds in the most 

material.  

But the body, despite the almost mechanical appearance of the 

phenomenon, knows perfectly (or rather feels ) that it is Mother, that 

it is Sri Aurobindo, that it is a divine phenomenon in the material, 

cellular consciousn essððit looks like a kind of global or terrestrial 

òcellularó (there is no òmyó cells or òmyó consciousness in all that!). It 

is without individual ððit is a material WHOLE  that  develops.  

* 
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Evening  

To be more precise: it is not the cellular consciousness th at 

òclimbsó like a small man scaling the Himalayas, or which òdilatesó 

like a little balloon that inflates ððthere is neither small man nor little 

balloon: the material consciousness itself is  or constitutes the 

ascension, is or constitutes  the expansion, is or constitutes the 

Himalayas , is the limitless immobility.  

It is a n entirely  de-centre d material state (without any particular 

centre, or everything is the centre!). We could say: each òpointó of the 

Himalayas is the whole Himalayas.  

* 

But then you stare  with eyes wide -open , when you think of what 

that òpointó, able to be consciously the whole (or any point of the 

whole ), could be or do or allow, under the Supreme authority...  

(Better not to òthink of itó and see...) 

This is where the divine òelectrodeó takes on its full meaning. .. (?)  

(There would be nothing to òdoó; in fact,  it would be enough to be.) 

* 

In any case, it would certainly  be another material way of being 

and living on the Earth.  

* 

But always (especially tonight) this strange contrast betwee n such 

a formidable Energy and an almost total exhaustion.  

* 

PS: I remember that dozens of times, in the Vedas, in their 

invocation to such and such a god, they speak of òYou, who are the 

supreme expansion of our beingó. 
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Decidedly, those Rishis knew someth ing (!)  

 

January 28, 1985  

(Report of a news bulletin from Voice of America)  

They seem to say that amongst the papers of the òspiesó 

found by the police there was the copy of a plan of the 

Indian Government to attack a nuclear power station in 

Pakistan (by  plane).  

Zia 3 hopes that such òinsane thingsó will no longer 

prevail under the new Indian Government.ó 

This is perhaps òIndiraõs planó, her ònew boató (Gul Mohar 

operation). And  it is why the òstrangeró wanted to have her 

assassinated before she executed h er plan 4...  

* 

I can not understand what happened the whole  day.  

* 

I cannot  take it anymore. I cannot take it anymore. I cannot take it 

anymore.  

One is torn to pieces.  

And one must live. How?  

Shall we come out of that world of horror?   

* 

I remember, I saw a being, like that, in a cloud of nightmare. It 

                                       

3 Zia -ul -Hak, President of Pakistan from 1978 to 1988.   

4 See Notebooks 4 , December 4 and 12, 1984.  
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was rue des Saussaies, at the Gestapo in Paris. During an òalertó, 

they shoved us all into an attic, those who were under interrogation. 

I was there, in a dizzy spell. Near me, there was that man in another 

dizzy spell.  I looked at him. He showed me his hand. They had just 

torn  out all his nails. His hand was shaking. His gaze looked at me 

from beyond. There was no man left there, there was I donõt know 

what in Horror.  

It is not those torn -out nails: it is that cloud of horror . 

* 

And people imagine th at it is only an òanomalyó of human History. 

The Hitlerian anomaly...  (they forget the òanomalyó of the Church of 

the Inquisition õs dungeons)ñand the continuous anomaly. The 

Anomaly is here . 

* 

Will one man manage to get out of it?  

I better understand, now, why I was made to go through that at 

twenty.  

* 

Evening  

The day I wanted to banish sorrow and suffering in me, I saw all 

the claws and all the poisonous teeth  rise up . 

O tender Christ of the Crucifixion, where are yo u hiding?  

O compassionate Buddha , where do you escape?  

How many pretty snakes squirm under honourable robes . 

* 

I understand  well , I physically understand what Sri Aurobindo 

came to do.  
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January 29, 1985  

I donõt know if it is the end or the last steps or what else, but it is 

sheer torture and agony.  

It is You who must do, You who must want and You who must 

aspire, because I cannot any more.  

* 

I thought or felt that I was going to die this afternoon. I tried to 

give everything.  

If it can serve You?  

* 

You don õt know if it is the uprooting of the old life or if it is 

something so new that it is unbearable.  

It is to live -die at the same time.  

* 

Evening  

I also tell myself that there must be a certain concordance, that 

the Whole  must arrive at a certain point.  

Tha t is what is terrible.  

Time.  

* 

The Delight is far  away ...  

 

January 30, 1985  

I have no longer any doubt (I mean that I know it in an 
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experimental and observed way) that this world is a creation of 

Death.  

The paradox of this existence is to change Death int o Life while 

staying in Matter.  

* 

A simple experimental statement: there has not yet been any life 

on the earth, there has only been Death. We still donõt know what 

Life is (I had some... difficult glimpses of it ). 

We know only the physiology of death, the  biology of death, the 

physics of death, the religion of death. Thatõs all. 

We could add: the òilluminationsó of Death! 

We still only know the  conditions in  whi ch Death functions. Thatõs 

all. What we call the physical fact of death (flat encephalogram, 

car diac arrest, etc.) is simply the ageing of the corpse. As long as it is 

young, it functions.  

* 

You grasp the phenomenon very directly when you reach the point 

where you no longer know very well whether it is the old life that is 

uprooted or something New t hat comes in .  

That is what I tried to describe when I spoke of òdying while livingó 

and it is  difficult to bear (one knows very well how one dies, but one 

doesnõt know how one lives). 

What is difficult is the passage  from one state to the other, the 

coexistence of the two systems. A moment should come when there 

is no more death to uproot and only life that remains?  

The difficulty is to establish  the new system. Once established, it 

will multiply and be òcontagiousó or will become as natural on the 

earth as our old corpso -chemical system. What is difficult is the first 
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step.  

The fi rst st ep has been taken by Sri Aurobindo and Mother, but all 

the same, one human animal has to want to follow. It is logical.  

If nobody wants to follow Christopher Columbus, there  is no 

America ððit does not exist.  

One goes there in oneõs body, there is no other means of transport.  

* 

Had  the greatest misfortunes and the saddest mistakes of my life 

been taken from me, I would have been deprived of my most powerful 

working tools.  

Manõs greatest tool is not his intelligence, it is his pain. His 

greatest benefits are not his rectitude but his mistakes.  

Or else, we would never get out of it.  

* 

Afternoon  

Always that phenomenon that I donõt understand the meaning of 

very well . 

It is a dark blue flow, as dense as lava, which rises from below the 

feet, goes through the body and makes it roll as under the effect of a 

wave or of a powerful spasm, the n passes through the head (very 

difficult, always that burning and bursting sensation) and eventu ally 

goes out, rises or spre ads (?). Then another wave or another spasm 

and so forth and so on, indefinitely, more and more dense (if it is 

possible). And without any pause today, not a single moment of 

immobili sation, it went on indefinitely.  

The body had  the sensation of being in the grip of a continuous 

cataclysm (but without any fear).  
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Towards the end (I say òendó because I wanted to stop, but the 

movement would have continued) the waves seemed to become 

òheavieró. 

I know nothing of  the meaning of all t hat.  

Is it an ascension or an expansion? you donõt know: it rolls or 

unfurls, wave after wave or spasm after spasm, through the body. It 

is thick and burning.  

And the sensation is always dark blue.  

* 

You really donõt know how you live in that, but apparent ly it lives 

(!) (I say òitó because you donõt know at all what this life or this 

strange turbulent  body is!)  

It is more  like a òchannel ó than a body. 

* 

Evening  

Sometimes, I tell myself that it is perhaps that òblue lavaó that will 

change the earth.  

Or else ...  

* 

The Hindu , January 30  

Cape Canaveral (Florida)  

Specialists declared on Monday that t he new American 

spy satellite is now monitoring  communications from its 

geostationary orbit, far above th e Soviet Union, after the 

first entirely military space shutt le mission ended  on 

Sunday.  

* 
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A satanic and perverse world.  

 

January 31, 1985  

I think that a great victory has been won. I should rather say: a 

great discovery ha s been madeððmade in the body, in all these fibres 

of life.  

I understand better what has happ ened all these days ððthat 

dreadful struggle.  

The more I pulled that òlast threadó of pain, the more pain came; 

the more I pulled that òrootó, the more horrors and cruelties came ðða 

hellish world. You thought t hat you had pulled the last thread, and it 

grew again and again.  Then I observed that human Sorrow, that 

human Pain, that human Misery and something seemed to feel -

perceive in that wounded, never -healed flesh, a kind of central knot, 

very difficult to define , but it is somewhat as if the body discovere d 

the horror that Horror wants to inflict on you , the suffering that 

Suffering wants to inflict on you , the sorrow that Sorrow wants to 

inflict on you ððas if there were a lethal  spider somewhere: it is not 

really the horror or the sorrow or the suffering b ut something that 

wants to inflict on you the horror and the sorrow and the suffering. So 

(letõs take an example) you suffer, you are horrified when you see 

those bleeding fingers and those torn -out nails ððbut it is that CLOUD 

OF HORROR  around that uses  th at bleeding hand to inflict its true 

Horror  on you . I donõt know how to explain, but it is very deeply 

perceived. It is not the physical fact that is the Horror, that is the 

Sorrow, that is the Pain,  that is the Suffering , it is something else 
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behind or ar ound that uses  the physical fact to inflict its horrible 

poison  on you . And you swallow the poison because you have all the 

right reasons to be horrified , because you have all the right feelings 

to be grieved, pained, cruelly wounded ððbut it is the other t hing 

behind or around that holds you in its clutches and administers its 

Venom  to you , so ònaturallyó it hurts! 

Then you can not stand to suffer anymore. It is crucifying.  

I pulled and pulled that last thread of Pain until the moment 

something in me, in my body, did not want anymore ððdid not want 

suffering anymore, did not want horror anymore, did not want 

sorrow anymore, did not want cruelty anymore... And then, it is as if 

the òthingó unmasked itself. One last time (well, letõs hope so!) I 

pulled that thre ad of suffering... and it was a huge cobweb that 

came, as if all -all the fibres of life, those millions and billions of fibres 

were wrapped in that gluey black Cloud woven by a central Spider. 

The Spider of Sorrow, of Pain, of Suffering, of millions and bi llions of 

right reasons to have suffering and sorrow and horror , but it is THAT 

SPIDER  that spits  its venom at you, that holds you in its cobweb, and 

finally that wants to eat you. It is the Spider of Death. You are 

caught in its Cloud, and off you go ! it takes one year, ten years, 

twenty years, but it swallows you up ððit is the true Cancer. It is the 

central knot.  

And suddenly, I felt in my body: the Passage is free.  

* 

It is as if suddenly I understood (the body understood) really what 

death is ððits mechan ism.  

One could say that the true heroism is the anti -martyr ððthe anti -

sorrow, the anti -pain, the anti -suffering. The refusal of the Venom of 



Notebooks of an Apocalypse  ñ Volume 5 / p. 59  

Death.  

* 

Now I better understand, I physically understand that cloud of 

terror  in the concentration camps.  

If you w ere caught in that Cloud, you were done. One day , I 

laughed in the middle of the Appel -Platz . One day, I almost died of 

pain in front of those three friends being dragg ed away on a cart to 

be hun gððI almost entered the Cloud. And who will  say whether the 

Cloud has  all the right reasons ? But it kills you.  

I went down to the bottom of the human hole to see that it was a 

Cloud.  

To cry and die  is easier . 

But who will believe me?  

For 42 years now I have been struggling with human suffering.  

* 

It is really curiou s (is it by chance?) that in the registers of the 

concentration camps, we were registered as N.N. ( Nacht und Nebel )ðð

Night and Cloud. We were condemned to the Cloud.  

A Cloud.  

* 

It is not heartlessness or insensitivity that we need, it is the true 

comprehen sion , th at which frees men from their accepted ñor 

belovedðð slavery.  

A world free of all that.  

* 

Afternoon  

Yes, I really think that the Passage is free.  
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All the afternoon, without any pause, a dense, massive, 

continuous, waveless flow went through the body  from below the 

feet, as through a hollow  pipe.  

The flow seemed to become more and more massive , thick (how it 

is possible, I donõt know). 

The body told itself, or I told myself: if only Mother could use this 

channel to emerge into Matter and become manife st in the world...  

The body had the sensation of being a sort of solid vibration ðða 

hole through which that passed.  

* 

Mother would say that she was the òpipeó (!). But for her, it 

descended from above and spread downwards. For me, it is the other 

way roun d, it seems.  

I still donõt understand the organi sation  of all that  very well . 

Perhaps I am one of those òshoots ó that she sowed in the earth...? 

* 

Evening  

Vision  

Last night, in the middle of the night, something happened that I 

thought was a nightmare, but  that perhaps is not a ònightmare ó after 

allððit may be linked to what happened throughout  the day.  

In the middle of the night, there was an earthquake under my 

room or below my feet. Everything was collapsing with a crash. I felt 

and saw at the same time large  brownish rubble stones  or blocks like 

laterite which passed between my feet or collapsed under me. It all 

shook with a crashing noise. It was somewhat frightening (though 



Notebooks of an Apocalypse  ñ Volume 5 / p. 61  

the walls of the house or of my room were not touched: it was 

happening only under my room or under my feet), then I wanted to 

take refuge in Sujataõs room, and I woke up just then. 

I thought it was only a nightmare (though it had a terribly physical 

look!). But now I wonder whether it was not the collapsing of that 

òbedrockó Sri Aurobindo and the Vedas speak of.  

And it is that that would have made me feel: òthe Passage is freeó? 

* 

Later  

My Douce looks at the growing population and the devastating 

assault that climbs up  towards us : òWeõll have to leave this place.ó 
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February  
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Februa ry 1 st , 1985  

Yes, the Passage is free.  

* 

Afternoon  

The body lives a fabulous Miracle ña Miracle of the Supreme.  

That flow of sapphire, more and more dense and formidable and 

the body slowly became, no longer a pipe or a passage, but an 

indefinite Mass made  of a vibration of the Supremeõs Omnipotence.  

A fabulous Miracle.  

There was no body: there was the Earth, there was òit is You who 

rule,ó there was Mother and Sri Aurobindo who enveloped the whole 

Earth in that Massive, All -powerful Light.  

And You can d o what You want.  

An impossible, unthinkable Miracle, no more òlaws,ó no more 

òphysiology,ó no longer any individual, no more limitsñthere is what 

You want. And thatõs all.  

Truly the Omnipotence of the Supreme which comes to embrace 

the Earth.  

How is it possible?  

There is no question ñit is lived, it is miraculous, it is a living 

Fable.  

The body LIVED  a (or the) Miracle of the Supreme.  

* 

So it is sure, it is certain that the Earth is going to change.  

* 

My words are poor.  

* 
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Evening  

I realise that such a Miracle is possible or bearable only in Matter. 

If this happened in any other part of the being (vital, higher mind), 

one would go mad or lose balance. But Matteré is without ego, it is 

Divine! (We could say: it can bear itself ñthis òitselfó is the Supreme 

Divine.)  

* 

That Sri Aurobindo whom I saw last 21 st of July, immense in that 

gown of light so soft, like a silk of light, was HIM , the body was inside  

that Marvel ñthe whole Earth, the whole Earth! It was He and She 

together.  

And that SOVEREIGN  Power wh ich has no stir to cause, no fuss to 

makeñso simply irresistible: òAnd it is like that. Thatõs it.ó  

* 

It is the Reality of Matter which unveils itself.  

It is the simply marvellous Supreme.  

* 

One cannot believe the simplicity of òthe thingó.  

Only the Su preme can be so simple.  

Matter is  Supreme.  

* 

So all that Horror, all that Cruelty, that Sorrow, that Pain seem 

like a vain dream plastered over a Marvellous Reality.  

I understand Mother: òThe Buddhist Illusionists are only half-

wayóñthey took the wrong direction and disappeared into a pale 

Nirvana instead of plunging into Matter. There, they would have 

found the FORMIDABLE  Reality without  the Illusion.  
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As for the òmaterialistsó, they flounder in a macabre Illusion.  

* 

Sri Aurobindo really gave me a reali sation.  

* 

Later  

I did not say anything to my Douce about what happened and she 

told me: òThis afternoon, I slept deeply, deeply, there was something 

very fresh in the air.ó (!)  

(My Douce also is a marvel!)  

* 

We could say that it is a physical  all -is-possible.  

* 

This is the Mahas pathah  of the Vedic Rishis. Undoubtedly. The 

Supreme Way.  

* 

In the next System, which will no longer have our language, they 

will need a very strict analysis to understand what is Horror, Cruelty, 

Painé And they will be surprised by my òdiscoveriesó.  

Perhaps they will say: òThese were people so slow that they saw 

only nighté and they walked in their dream. 

òIt has been necessary to abruptly end their dream because they 

were beginning to take their nightmare for a Science.ó  

 

February 2, 1985  

I no longer doubt that Science and Religion (in all its forms) are 
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the two great Allies of the mortal Illusion.  

One because it blesses and sanctifies it, the other because it 

triple -locks us scientifically in its Prison and prevents us fro m 

finding the true means .  

The Prison is not an illusion: it is cruel and mortal. The illusion is 

to take death for life and to believe that the Prison is the reality of the 

world ñto not see the Prison or to look for false means.  

Nobody knows to what exte nt Sri Aurobindo and Mother are  a 

revolution.  

If people believed that I wanted to make a new Religion with 

Mother and Sri Aurobindo, they would be quite mad and suffering 

from hallucinations ña chisel is not a religion: it is used to make 

holes.  

* 

I find the òchiseló painful and lovable (it is my own particular point 

of view).  

But I can guarantee that the chisel makes staggering holes.  

When I see the latest mural painting of the disciples  in 

Pondicherry which represents Mother sitting on a small ethereal  

cloud distributing her blessings to the world, with Pope Nolini I on a 

small hill of lotus flowers, I cannot help saying that those people are 

completely crazy or completely corrupted.  

But Mother is making òMatter boiló under their spiritual bottoms.  

* 

I have the impression of starting a new life.  

Without myself (!)  

* 

Vision  
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(I donõt know whether it is a coincidence, but last night, I gave òmy 

whole packetó (of Notebooks ) to Mother. She smiled at me with a sort 

of complicity and loving mischievousness. )  

* 

 

(Letter from L. to Sujata , received on February  2) 

January 24, 1985  

Sujata, what a lovely birthday I had! Telegrams do not seem to 

be necessary since the other means of communication is much 

more efficient. During the night of the 6 th  [L.õs birthday], I saw 

Mother lying on her bed. She was so poignant and sweet! With 

her diamond eyes. Satprem was just near me like a presence. 

She told me: òIn any case, we try, I donõt know if I will 

succeed, but I try the transformation. I am into full 

transformation. ó And I kissed her hands, saying (without 

words): òBut you will succeed, Mother! Yes, you will succeed!ó  

One can hardly ask for more!  

And before that, around Christmas, I saw Satprem. It was 

obviously closely linked to his present work. You had gone to 

do some shopping for him or for the house and you had given 

me the charge of looking after him. (You were very strong and 

determined, almost ferociously, constantly taking care of him.) 

Satprem was lying on his bed, in a rather indescribable state: 

really, it was not a human form but rather like a mutant in the 

pains of a metamorphosis. It was at the same time frightening 

and wonderful. At one point, he needed to go to the toilet and I 

accompanied him. I was holding him while he was sitting on 

the toilet bec ause he looked so weak. And there, he tried to 
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extract something from himself with such violence and such 

determination. It looked almost like convulsions. He did not 

care at all about the situation, he simply tried to get rid of 

something with all his str ength. But he could not. He went 

back towards his bed, I was behind him.   

In a split second all the òweaknessó had disappeared and he 

could walk as if nothing happened. He even said with a touch 

of humour: òWhat I am doing is so difficult that at one point, I 

gave up. I told myself: ôNo, really, it cannot go on like this, it is 

impossible!õ Then, you know, afterwards, I told myself: ôYes, 

but what are you going to do? There is nothing else you can 

do!õ So I continued.ó What a logic, isnõt it? 

And with such humour!  

 

February 3, 1985  

Ever since the Passage is free, the body is simply some matter 

boiling in a kind of sapphire blue bath made of an extremely intense 

and fast vibration, without moving (on the spot).  

There is no longer the instinct of self -preservation, there is no 

longer the sense of an òimpossibleó limit or of an òunbearableó 

intensity ñthere is no longer any sense at all. Simply it boils and 

boils and boils ñindefinitely. It is beyond what is òliveableó, beyond 

òtortureó, beyond any physiologyñit is something unspeakable which 

you donõt know how you bear. You are something quite formless  

which boils (yes, like dough). The body only repeats from time to 

time: to You, at Your service, what You want, you can ñand: if only it 

could be of some use to y oué if only you could pass throughé  
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At Your service, at Your service.  

There is not even a sense that one could very well burst, that one 

could very well explode, that one could very well die ñit is as if there 

were no more death, there is no question : if you die, well, you will 

seeñyou will see at that time.  But while it lasts, there is no òat that 

time,ó there is purely and simply some matter that boils without any 

sense of any kind except that òto You.ó Which means that there is no 

longer any reaction, a ny individual sense, any limit in the body. It is 

a curious dough, impossible but possible all the same.  

Really, I donõt know what it is.  

* 

Evening  

Pure Matter is modelling clay. All the rest is more or less distorted 

(rather more than less) and hardened  òpsychologyó. òPsychologyó is 

as hard as concrete ñand all the so -called òlawsó stem from that 

concrete. We could say that our scientific (and physiological) òlawsó 

are the distorted psychology of Matter (!) Indians would say: a bad 

karma  of Matter!  

 

4 F ebruary 1985  

The boiler carries on.  

What never stops astounding me ñI could say astounds me minute 

after minute! ñis that complete disappearance of all the normal 

senses of the body! It is astounding, I cannot get over it.  

For the body, it should be unbeara ble, and yet it is not. That 
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burning intensity should be quite bursting and pulverising, and yet it 

is not. For the brain, the heart, for the normal pressure of this whole 

system, it should be impossible, and yet it is not. Well, it is 

incomprehensible ñall  the senses, all the sensations, all the òlimitsó, 

all the impossibilities, everything isé I donõt know, vanished. There 

remains only one  sense in that corporeal magma (I do say òmagmaó!), 

it is the Supreme Power, it is  the Supreme. That  is what those cell s, 

that heart, that brain, well, that whole neuro -physiological bag, feel. 

It is  the Supreme, the heart says it is the Supreme, the brain says it 

is the Supreme, the cells say it is the Supreme ñand the Supremeé 

well, the Supreme can do whatever he wants an d make whatever he 

wishes, and where is the problem! * 

It is really very strange to look at and to experience. It is a kind of 

impossible miracle that lasts and lasts minute after minute, hour 

after hour ñit is I who stop the phenomenon because I feel like 

walking (!) I donõt know where it will lead. 

These are no longer the same laws of the body, I really have to 

admit it (!) and yet it is always the same body, apparentlyé  

* 

And there is no feeling in there, no òblissó (!) A boiler has nothing 

blissful: it boils. Only some power which is boiling.  

* 

Which means that what we call the ònormal sensesó of the body 

are only lies ñan unreal  Falsehood. (Or letõs say: a deceitfulñor 

temporarily useful ñhabit .)  

                                       

* P.S. This is probably what Mother called the òtransferó of the organs. It is 

the òother Sunó which rules.  



Notebooks of an Apocalypse  ñ Volume 5 / p. 71  

 

February 5, 1985  

Last night, in the middle of the night , I woke up sobbing, sobbing 

like a child ña desperate child. I relived my whole life in Guiana, 

thousands and thousands of images, and it was so overwhelming, so 

dizzying, and it went on and on when suddenly, somebody, I donõt 

know whom, asked me in a rath er interested tone of voice: òWouldnõt 

you like to write the screenplay of your life in Guiana?ó So I began to 

burst into tears, it was so appalling ñI saw all that, all that, there 

have been so many lives in my life, millions of images! And all those 

lives  with this same shared unhappiness at the bottom of my heart 

and that struggle to thwart the Unhappiness. But you donõt thwart it. 

I was seeing that Brittany and Paris and the war, Egypt and India 

and Brazil, Africa, Afghanistan, the Himalayas and I do not  know 

what elseé Ceylon, loads of imagesñòWouldnõt you be willing to 

write the screenplay?ó Then I burst into tears. So many images and 

each oneñeach oneñwith its specific wound in Matter, its hardening 

in Matter ñand it is all that that BUILDS the  TOMB . An d it is here, it 

piles up and piles up and you die under the weight.  

Oh! Yes, we really need to make òMatter boiló a lot to clean it of its 

millions of small misfortunes which make one dead at the end. And 

there is an entire reserve of past livesé 

I sobbe d.  

So I plunge with thirst into that Boiler, until NOT A TRACE  remains. I 

am ready to boil until the end and until the last breath, but not be 

born again in a Matter of unhappiness with all those worthy 



Notebooks of an Apocalypse  ñ Volume 5 / p. 72  

abominable who each stick their small particular unh appiness on 

youña free Matter! free!  

* 

I understand more and more and better and better, so deeply  what 

Sri Aurobindo and Mother came to do ñthe material  Hope they 

represent.  

Then, all their òliberationsó and their heavenly òsalvationsó appear 

as idiocies  that verge on deception.  

* 

Afternoon  

Slowly, the body began to understand that that blue òboileró was 

the Powerful DELIGHT  of the Lord!  

This is a revelation.  

It is as if the whole body felt like crying: I understand! I 

understand! I understand! ñas if i t understood everything from the 

beginning ña kind of total understanding in Time. All of a sudden it 

sees the outcome of its misery, of its suffering, of its obscurity.  

It is like the end of the terrestrial nightmare.  

The end of the Dark evolution.  

The b eginning of the Second Evolution.  

It understands! Matter understands ñBECAUSE  it is the Delight. It 

is the Delight that makes it understand ñthat unravels everything, 

opens everything.  

It is like a revolution in the body.  

Only the Delight can unravel Deat h and Pain. It refuses 

everything ñit gives in only to the Supreme Delight, to the Supreme 

Love. Then obscure Matter undoes itself ñthere is THAT. 
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AND EVERYTHING I S POSSIBLE . 

 

February 6, 1985  

Vision  

I saw something last night, but I donõt know if it has something to 

do with the global situation or with the development of the òyogaó (I 

wonder, by the way, if the two can be separated)?  

At first, it seemed to me that I was in my bedroom and I was 

standing, dressed in white, a little taller, it seemed, than I n ormally 

am and I was repeating the Mantra aloud with a great power (inner 

power). Then I seemed to hear the voice of Yolande who wanted to be 

òcloser to my bedroomó in order to òbetter understand.ó And that is 

when, suddenly, the scene changed (Y.õs presence would make me 

think that it is rather about the world).  I was on a powerful 

speedboat (I was not driving) and I leant out, then I saw the hull of 

that very powerful speedboat of a cream colour, with some kind of 

ailerons and the seaé a black , nasty, sur ging sea, and the speedboat 

òhead to seaó and it seemed to me that the speedboat was òfalling 

asternó as the sailors say, which means that it could not move 

forward or cross the wave and was going backwards. On the other 

side or behind there was something like absolutely black masses 

which could have been rocks. Then I found myself inside the 

speedboat, lying on the floor and covered with a silver -grey raincoat 

(that, I understand, is Motherõs protection). At one point, I thought I 

felt that a wildcat (like  a panther) was passing on my body but could 
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not touch me because of that raincoat. Thatõs all. That òwild cató, I 

think, was there to really make me understand that I was protected.  

That absolutely black and nasty sea was very impressive.  

The engine (if there was one) did not make any noise.  

It was obvious that there were a few other people with me in the 

speedboat, but very few ñI donõt know who, I did not see. I donõt 

know who was driving (but I suspect it!).  

Maybe it is the end of the òblack evolutionó which is struggling!  

* 

Noon 

Something is quite changed in the body.  

If it were asked for its opinion, it would say: I am an opening for 

Mother. (But there is no òIó in there.)  

The English word that comes to me is òshaftó.  

* 

It seems that with Mother,  we send each other encrypted and 

graphic telegrams from one side to the other!  

She warns me of the situation in a way that is sometimes 

enigmatic (!)  

It is a kind of language from Matter to Matter. It is made for the 

material consciousness ñit is the one  which traverses or is used as 

aé telegraphic shaft!  

* 

Afternoon  

It is so For -mi -da-ble and I donõt even know how to say what is 

happeningé  
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* 

Is Mother emerging?  

* 

Evening  

It is not human at all.  

It is too excessive for any òdelightó to be in there. It is bearable 

only in complete neutrality or total surrender.  

You are in a kind of continuous (uninterrupted) volcano.  

How that can pass through you is a kind of mystery.  

* 

Conversation with Sujata  

Yolandeõs voice. The speedboat on the black sea, and Motherõs 

Protection for Satprem  

I saw something last night. I donõt know if it has an individual or a 

general meaning; I believe there is no individual, or that the two 

things are linked ñor what? Firstly, it seemed to me that I was in my 

bedroom, but I am not at all sure of the place (in any case, it was a 

place where I was at home, but I am not at all sure that it was this 

room). I was standing, so it seemed, quite tall, taller than I usually 

am (usually, I donõt see myself tall, but anyway I was a little taller), 

and dressed in white. And I was repeating the Mantra with a great  

power. An inner power. I remember that great power which came 

with the Mantra or which was the repetition of the Mantra. Then, all 

of a sudden, I heard, here, as if next door (maybe in your room oré 

nearby), I heard Yolandeõs voice who said (I donõt know to whom she 

was speaking, maybe to you, or maybe to somebody else ñthis was 
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not situated in a place that I understand well)é she said, she asked: 

òI would like to be nearer to Satpremõs bedroom so as to better 

understand.ó That was clearly heard.  

And then, all of a sudden, I found myself inside a speedboat. Do 

you know what a speedboat is?  

No. 

They are extremely fast boats, usually with an engine, you know; 

but they are fast, powerful. W hen I was repeating the mantra, I was 

perhaps already inside that speedboat, I really donõt know, but well, 

all of a sudden, I realised that I was inside a very powerful 

speedboat. A speedboat that I was not driving, you know. Then, I 

leant out (I donõt know how, because I was inside the cabin of that 

speedboat; it was big, one had the impression of being very 

comfortable), I leant out and I saw a black sea ñblack.  I have never 

seen a sea so black: nasty, surging, you know, huge waves that were 

surging. And all black . I saw the hull of the boat, with something like 

ailerons under the hull, as in very powerful speedboats, and it was of 

a cream colour (yes, a little like that: it is not white, it is a white with 

some yellow veryé well, cream colour), it was that colour. I saw that 

black sea and just in front I saw a kind of huge wave, really surging.  

And it was that black which struck me, because I know the sea 

well; I have seen dark seas, storm seas, but I never saw such a black  

sea. So there was that kind of huge wave, in front, and, it is strange, 

I had the impression that the boat was not going forward or, as the 

sailors say, it was òfalling asternó: that is, it was going backwards. 

Yet it was head to sea, wasnõt itñòhead to seaó means thaté when 



Notebooks of an Apocalypse  ñ Volume 5 / p. 77  

you are bro adside to the wave, you are rolled, you know!  

Yes. 

That is bad tide. It was really head to sea, that is, in the right 

position, but I had the impression that it was not moving forward, 

that it could not cross the wave oré whatever, and that it was going 

backwards. And I looked behind, and in that black I saw something 

even blacker that looked like rocks.  

I went into the cabin. The cabin was all lit up, it was very bright 

inside. And not a sound ñyet there must have been a powerful 

engine: it was a speedboa t, not just anything. And there, I saw 

myself lying on the floor and completely covered from head to toe 

with a light -grey raincoat. That, I very well understood: I understood 

that it was Motherõs protection. Besides, that boat was not driven by 

me: who wa s driving it? ñI suspect it, but well, I did not see, I did not 

know. There were maybe a few other people, very few ñthat is 

possible, I did not really see. I rather had the impression that there 

were two -three people, maybe ñmaybeñwho were there.  

Oh? 

But I am not sure ñI am not even sure of it.  

Anyway, I saw myself lying on the floor of that cabin (it was rather 

big, it was very well lit, not at all dark), completely covered from head 

to toe with a light -grey raincoat (that, I understood that it was 

Motherõs protection). Then, I suddenly felt as if there were an animal, 

a big cat, a large wildcat that walked and passed over my body ñbut 

it did not touch me because I was covered with that raincoat.  
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Thatõs all I saw.  

But it was in the cabin itself?  

Afterwards,  while waking up, I told myself: that is strange, a big 

caté And I had the impressioné Because I felt it walking on my 

body, and I did not see it (yet, earlier, I saw myself lying, covered 

with that raincoat), it is rather myself, underneath, who felt, who  had 

the impression of a big cat that was passing over my body. So while 

waking up, looking carefully at all that, I told myself that it might be 

Mother who wants me to understand that: you see, there can be big 

cats or anything walking on your body, you a re protected, it cannot 

touch you. I had the impression that it was to tell me that, to make 

me feel  that. Because I felt something like a pantherõs or a big catõs 

paws on my body andé I was not terrified, but well, it was maybe 

the expression of a fear. A nd at the same time, Mother was showing 

me: you see, with this raincoat, it cannot touch you. (I did not see 

Mother: it was understood, as it were.)  

But what struck meé I told myself: that sea, that black, nasty sea, 

(I never saw such a black sea, as if i t were made of ink), it is 

something personal which relates to the work we are doing, oré 

what ñsomething more general? Then, afterwards, I told myself, too: 

there was that voice of Yolande that I heard, so it is perhaps, 

precisely something that relates to  the world rather than to the 

individual? (Besides, I think that the two things are absolutely, 

intimately connected.) But if these are the waters of the world, well, it 

is black  and nasty.  

And that speedboat (that is strange), I had the impression that i t 
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was moving backwards, that it could not go over thaté (I did not see, 

I had that sensation like a sailor who feels things a little, like that), 

that it could not cross such an enormous wave. Then I turned 

around, and I did not òseeó because everything was very dark, but I 

felt shadowy masses, but of a black of the blackest of black, which 

were like rocks, you see, that is to say, we were going straight there.  

Thatõs all. 

So is it to warn me that it is going to shake outside? that the òseaó 

is going to be  nasty? And at the same time to really show me: you 

see, you are well covered, you are protected (when I say òyou,ó it 

means you and me, we are one and the same thing, there is noé). 

But, well, it was to tell me: you see, you are well covered, you are 

well  protected. I really had the impression that this sensation of a big 

cat passing over my body was quite simply to show me: you see, it 

walks on you, but it cannot touch you. I had that impression.  

Because, obviously, in the cabin of a boat ñof Motherõs speedboat, 

I suppose ñno hostile animal could enter. But it was to make me feel 

and understand, I think, because there must nonetheless have been 

something like a fear in my consciousness when I saw that black sea 

and that boat which seemed not to move forward and go towards the 

rocks; there must have been a fear in my consciousness. So that is 

why I saw that I was covered with that raincoat. Then, for me to be 

absolutely sure and to understand (laughing) , a big cat was made to 

walk on my body ( Sujata  laughs )ñbu t it did not touch it: I felt its 

paws on my body.  

(silence) 

Here, thatõs all. 
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I am never shown useless things, it always has a meaning ñit can 

be individual, but that sea has nothing to do with the individual. And 

that speedboat, it was not at all I who dr ove it.  

You were a passenger.  

I was a passenger ñI did not see any other people, I must say. I 

had somewhat the sensation that there were a few other people, 

buté I did not see them. If there were other people, there were 

maybe two or three, I donõt know, I did not see them.  

(silence)  

It seemed perilous, nasty.  

(long silence)  

The world does seem to be in peril. I donõt know, I feel it that 

way.  

Oh surely, it isé  

What is salvageable will be saved by the divine Grace.  

It is absolutely in peril. And th ere is not much, there are not many 

things which deserve to be saved, that is for sure. I mean òhumanó 

things, within brackets because it is noté one can hardly call that 

human, what is there is very inhuman ñit is very ònon-humanóé  

But, well, if I was sho wn this, it is, I donõt know, it is a sign or it 

shows something thaté  

That is rather near, imminent?  
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Usually, yes; you see, I am not shown those things much in 

advanceñI really donõt know, actually.  

Yes. We donõt know about time.  

(silence) 

But what do es Yolande represent, actually?  

She represents the world. An interest (how could I say it?), an 

interest in what she considers to be the future or the truth of the 

world. It is well intentioned, isnõt it. She understood something of 

Mother and Sri Aurobin do and she is interested; it interests her. She 

would like to participate, to acté she would like to understand. She 

represents an activity of the world.  

And for the world.  

For the world.  

That is also what makes me say that what I saw was something 

which  concerns the world. Not the individual, or only the individual 

yogañthings are entirely linked, arenõt they. It is obvious that the 

more the individual progresses, the nastier and blacker the sea 

becomes.  

But the sea is the Inconscient, or what? The dark  forces?  

No, I think that it is life, it is on that that the world navigates. It is 

the basis of the world, its dark basis. It is the old obscure mortal life, 

under the domination of Death, of Falsehood, of Cruelty, of all 

thatéñit is òlifeó, what they call òlifeó. The world navigates on that. It 
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is not that it navigates: it is tossed about on that, it is moved by 

those forcesé which are not at all happy that their reign is 

threatened.  

 

February 7, 1985  

I am absolutely convinced that the central difficult y is not Death, 

but Pain ñit is Pain which invented Death to come out of its 

misfortune. It is Pain that must be converted in Matter: those 

thousands of small images with their small characteristic wounds. It 

is in the fibres of life as we know it that some thing radical must 

occur ñit is the MANNER  of life that must change, the physiological, 

physical manner, where it begins to vibrate.   

Deep down in my flesh, there has been such a contact with 

Cruelty, with Horror, with the Pain of tortured and flouted life,  that I 

KNOW  and I CRY in my flesh for that way, that basis  of life to be 

changed ñmy body KNOWS and IMPLORES . It implores as if to death ñ

but it is Life, the true Life that it implores.  

And it is not for myself that I want the cure, it is as if for the 

bil lions of men who suffered in me ñand not the òcureó: the CHANGE . 

The PHYSICAL  change.  

* 

Evening  

I am so weary.  

It is the black and nasty sea.  

I have been warned.  
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February 8, 1985  

Physical and quite impossible things are happening.  

Is Mother emerging?   

* 

Evening  

Audition  

Last night, I heard three words during my sleep: òthe white 

lionessó.  

* 

If I am neither dead nor mad, it is that something New is 

happening upon Earth.  

 

February 9, 1985  

The body feels that it is in the throes of an incomprehensible  and 

impossible metamorphosis.  

What is happening? One does not understand.  

It is very difficult to become a new species within the skin of the 

old species.  

It is at the same time very easy, because you know absolutely 

nothing, so you only have to surren der yourself, to offer yourself to 

the Mystery.  

But what is remarkable ñreally amazing ñis that total conversion 

that took place in the body, in this cellular, even molecular 
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consciousness: for it, the physiological life such as men understand, 

feel and liv e it, has no longer any real meaning, and death such as 

men understand and fear it has no longer any meaning, no longer 

any reality.  We could say that the body got rid  of life and death! 

There is something Else. There is You. There is that second life 

whic h, for it, is real, really alive and which ELUDES  everything -

everything that we feel and understand and know. That is LIVED  in 

the totality of the body with as simple a simplicity as when you jump 

into water to take a good bath ñbut what a bath! That is whe re you 

find yourself in a kind of incomprehensible metamorphosis, an 

òUnliveableó that is lived minute after minute and hour after hour. 

But to the point that even the heart, that old cardio -vascular system, 

knows that its sometimes faltering beats do not depend  on the 

physiological mechanics of the old animal! There is the Other Thing, 

supremely sure  and convincing and obvious , lived, known in those 

billions of cells ñit is really here that you notice an amazing and 

formidable conversion  of the body.  

And a t times the body says: Mâ, there is You, You know what You 

are doing, and what You want, You do. And thatõs all. What You 

want, You can.  

It says: Yes, totally , Yes to the Mystery, Yes to Mother. Oh! may 

you emerge!  

* 

But what is also very surprising is t hat the body is in that 

impossible metamorphosis, in the midst of that incomprehensible 

Mystery ñreally a kind of convulsion ñand it is in that for an hour 

and a half, an hour and forty -five minutes, sometimes two hours. 

Then I decide that it is enough and t hat I am going to walk. I sit on 
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my bed (I need two or three minutes of òdecompressionó), then the 

body is quite as usual on its two legs and it goes for a walk in the 

forest as if nothing had happened! It is amazing.  

* 

Thatõs it: the body got rid of life and of death! There is Something 

Else. There is the second Life.  

Then you realise to what extent that òlifeó and that òdeathó are 

perfectly twins.  

Each time it is like a discovery.  

There has really been a turning point since that òearthquakeó of 

Januar y 31 st.  

* 

Evening  

Judging from the way that òblack stormó of two days ago seems to 

have been subdued I think I understand that òthe white lionessó is 

the nickname (!) that those nasty and cruel forces give to Mother, to 

the great Mother and her white Powe r which they fear (!)  

The white lioness is watching.  

 

February 10, 1985  

I see myself again, as a child, listening to the backwash of that 

bay, listening again and again with a nameless question ñwhat? And 

I almost see that brother whom I loved, who commit ted suicide, 

listening to the backwash on a beach of some other continent, 

listening over and over again with the same question without name ñ
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what?  

And it is so poignant.  

For all the lost brothers, for all the brothers to come, for all the 

brothers withou t name, we would like a backwash that ripples with 

joy and a òwható that would be only Divine.  

 

February 11, 1985  

Everything has become so incomprehensible.  

 

February 12, 1985  

You donõt know if it is a torture or a Supreme Grace.  

You donõt know if you are being pulverised or metamorphosing 

yourself or if it is Mother who emerges through this matter.  

It is very terrible and very miraculous.  

You live a kind of impossible Supreme Miracle.  

There is only the Supreme.  

It can  only be the Supreme Divine.  

It seems that those millions and billions of cells are white -hot 

boiling.  

M©, M©, M©, M©, M© é 

The body feels  that it is a Supreme Grace, of the Supreme, buté  

There is no fear, not at all, nothing, but it is a kind of impossibility 

to live, and how you l ive it, you donõt know.  

* 
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Evening  

It is a Blessing, there is no doubt at all, w hatever the outcome ñ

simply the fact that a human body could reach the point that this 

one reached tonight.  

If it arrived at this point, it means that the path to the new speci es 

is open and that others will be able to reach their destination, 

whatever the fate of this one.  

The path to the new species is precisely that impossible possibility.  

* 

After all, the impossibility of the Fish is the beginning of the 

possibility of the  Amphibian.  

It is mechanics, pure ñbut purely divine.  

Each time it is divine, but you believe that it is ònaturaló 

(afterwards).  

There is nothing more natural than the Divine (!)  

He hides the miracles well: He likes that we come to Him with 

loveñthen we  re-cognise. Otherwise, we can study palaeontology.  

* 

If we can understand one mutation, we will understand all of 

them.  

 

February 14, 1985  

Something unforgettable and very strange, mysterious and divine 

occurred. That boiling Power, which makes Matter boil and which 

seemed òunliveableó or òimpossible to bearó, this afternoon, the body 
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began to call it but with a thirst, a cry of thirst, and it let itself be 

submerged and submerged and submerged, oh! it was phenomenal. 

And the body is not mistaken (all t he other parts of the being tell 

stories and are full of literary and òmarvellousóñor tragic ñstories 

and so on and so forth), but the body is very simple and very direct, 

it cannot  be mistaken: it recognises, as a child recognises its Mother 

in all the fib res of its body. So it drank  that, it let itself swell and 

swell: all the cells, all those fibres of the old painful life called and 

called, shouting as if in ecstasy ñah! that is life, that is the cure, 

thatõs it, thatõs it, thatõs it! As if it drank life for the first time ñthe 

body drank, it directly , obviously  felt that it was the blood of its 

blood, the breath of its breathing, the food  of its body ña white 

ecstasy! Really like a transformation of all the fibres  of the old animal 

lifeñthe same old fibres (or were they others?) discovered the true 

life, the new life ñthe fabulous cure for their thousands and millions 

of years of Misery and desert.  

After an hour and a half, the whole body was like boiling white 

magma, almost solid ñbut it was THE MARVEL . As i f it felt on the verge 

of metamorphosis, as if it were becoming Motherõs child, as if Mother 

had given it birth.  

The body recognised its Mother. And it said: oh! for ever, for ever, 

for everé oh! may I not forget.  

* 

Evening  

Vision  

Now I understand what I saw last night: I was going down the little 
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forest  path for a walk when suddenly I saw a white dog (usually I am 

wary of dogs in my sleep: here, they are often nasty with me, 

enraged), but this one came near me, it was so beautiful, with long 

silky hair, a ll white, almost luminous and above all it seemed so kind 

and fine ñit came near me with a kind of animal tenderness, as if it 

were shyly asking: òShall I come and walk with you in the forest?ó 

Then there was such a strange emotion  in my being, and that 

emotion surprised me and woke me up.  

* 

It is in the body that the worldõs Misery was born, and it is in the 

body that the worldõs Misery will be cured.  

It has been 33 months to the dayé  

 

February 15, 1985  

The Hindu , February 14  

READY TO SEND ASHES INTO SPACE 

On Tuesday, the Government of the United States has 

approved the project of an American consortium to send 

the incinerated remains of 10,330 persons into space for a 

price of $ 3,900 each.  

The Transport Department announced the experimental 

ratificati on of the commercial launch of a first space 

mausoleum from Wallops Island, Virginia, around 1987 

mid -year.  

òWe are quite delighted,ó said a spokesperson from 

Celestis, a private group of funeral directors and engineers. 
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òWe received hundreds of callsñpeople are calling even 

from England and Ireland to sign agreements.ó  

A sarcastic and pernicious devil has taken possession of the Earth. 

And they donõt even notice it! òItõs good business.ó 

They absolutely want to make a planet of the dead out of the 

Earth.   

This is a sign.  

* 

Afternoon  

It is a kind of atomic impossible boiler, and it is a living Divine 

Marvel. Both at the same time. And one is possible because it is the 

other.  

Nothing seems impossible anymore for the body, because  it is 

SheñShe, yes, alive .  

* 

Evening  

I really canõt understand how it is possible.  

* 

òDecentlyó, I have gone mad (!)  

I note down, I observe, and at the same time, I tell myself: Come 

on! this is madness! And yet I am quite sane (until tonight).   

That is to say that I òbelieveó nothing, but I try to describe 

temperatures which are non -existent and illegal on the physiological 

earth of òsuperioró apes.  

I also tell myself that if the body believes in a miracle, it means 

that the miracle is here . The body can believe only what is a lready 

here .  
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If a body of an old Fish could believe in the Amphibian, the 

Amphibian would already exist.  

* 

Obviously, these are not centigrade degrees, but it could well be 

the temperature which made universes before thermometers (!)  

* 

I again think of t hat orbit of Death around the earth: it is really a 

race  between the Transformation and the Death of the Earth.  

Mother must show herself in her New body without delay.  

 

February 16, 1985  

(Extract from a conversation about L.õs recent letter to 

Frederick  in Auroville.)  

L. says it well, doesnõt he, buté  

People who are really sincere find themselves more and more 

isolated, in the midst of a crowd which is there only because it is 

more convenient to be there than to be in Pantin, you know. There 

are at leas t eighty per cent who are like that.  

Frederick is no longer eager. He no longer feels likeé  

L. says it well. But all that is badly perceived: [people will say: ] 

òWhat business is it of his?ó They are there as if in a Club 

Méditerranée ñthat was the critic ism levelled against Auroville in the 

past, it is not all that untrue. At present , it is not all that untrue.   

Those who want to do something are very isolated. And inevitably, 

they come under attack, usually very nastily and very shrewdly. The 
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Adversary i s very clever.  

You see, it is always the same story (you can take the individual or 

the community): as long as the Adversary is not disturbed, it is as 

kind as they come; it attracts lakhs of rupees, it organises everything 

very well. Then, as soon as you begin to want to upset it, you really 

see the claws that start to come outé  

It is a sign.  

I, for my part, have nothing to say.  

But they are very -very few.  

Yes, they are indeed very few! They are very few ñthat is certain.  

It is not my business. I have the impression that it is less and less 

my business.  

 

February 17, 1985  

I woke up again this morning with that kind of sorrow or of pain 

that I thought was dissolved, and I òpulledó the thread a little. Then I 

saw two images of the present lifeõs past appear suddenly, one with a 

woman, the other with my father. Two things that I saw last night. 

Then, all of a sudden, I touched  something. Those sad stories of 

òwomen,ó those horrors of the camps, those pains of certain lives of a 

condemned man, those sorrow s of childhood with a father soé (oh 

well)ñall those are various intensities of the same  vibration. We 

could say of the same Cruelty. They are the same  claws behind all 

those lived images and it is the same  kind of pain or of sorrow. It is 

only the intensi ty that differs. One could think that òloveó stories and 
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stories of the Gestapo or those of a misunderstood childhood or 

those of injusticeé are different worlds or different layers, different 

categories of òmemories,ó but no! It is the same  vibration of P ain deep 

down, the pain of flesh torn by the same cruelty. It is the same  

mortal Force behind. So people make so much of their òloveó and sex 

stories, but it is only the pretty (more or less pretty) surface that veils 

the same  thing. That Cruelty is clever er with òloveó and sex storiesñ

one could say that it cheats better or adorns itself better because it 

takes advantage of nobler elements to divert attention ñbut deep 

down , there are those cruel claws, the first claws of mortal life, those 

claws of death in  Matter.  

This is a fact.  

It is the basis  of life (in all its forms) which must be re -made. It is 

the Basis  that must change, the Basis of all that, which is so much 

the same under its masks of all colours.  

A single vibration of death has taken possessio n of life.  

And it is the same note of Pain under various pretexts.  

It is an immense keyboard with a single background note  

It is the sorrow of misled life which realises that it is only death.  

We will not change anything until we change death.  

What is  the point of changing the moral of death! and the virtue or 

the sins of death or the religion of death or the poetry, the 

intelligence, the science of death ñeverything  must be changedé at 

the root.  

* 

But it is really curious, I woke up with that kind of pain and it is 

afterwards , while trying to know, that I pulled those two images of 

the night, so completely different and yeté  
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The pain was there without  the image. A note had vibrated, 

touched my being and left its mark. And it was the mark of Death.  

* 

The grace is to be able to throw oneself wholeheartedly into that 

sort of unliveable òboileróñwhich is only the òunliveableó of the old 

death.  

* 

I see again that very white hand which came out of a black 

morning coat and was about to strike a note, or the  first note of a 

concertoé That great concert pianist is Death.  

* 

Afternoon  

One would not be able to bear it more than a few minutes, and it 

is going on for an hour and forty -five minutes. As if the body were 

melting down, were becoming a shapeless, burni ng magma, I donõt 

know, as in the heart of a star, in an impossible metamorphosis. It is 

incomprehensible and unbearable and yet it is borne.  

It is very difficult in the brain.  

What is going to happen?  

There is no fear at all in any part of the body, bu t will it be able to 

bear ? That is the only question. How to bear it?  

It is beyond any expression and comprehension.  

It is like disintegration and yet it does not disintegrate, it goes oné 

How?  

The only prayer of the body: if only Mother could come out,  if only 

this could be of use to Motheré  

* 
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It would be better to say nothing anymore but to wait and see 

what is going to come out of that boiler (?)  

 

February 18, 1985  

Vision  

At one point, this morning, there has been a fleeting òswitch of 

sectoró and I saw a very high and absolutely black mountain range, 

and behind the ridge, a white light, as if the sun was about to 

emergeé  

* 

Last night, I had a very strong òapnoeaó and I woke up with a 

violent jolt in the heart.  

* 

Evening  

Such a cruel assault.  

One would feel like crying like an idiot.  

O Lord, never again, never againé NEVER .  

* 

Vision  

Now I understand. Last night, before that jolt in the heart, there 

was a fierceness against me: all the forces that regulate or rule the 

material life were raging. W e could say the òguardians of the material 

law.ó Symbolically, it manifested as small Government officials who 

put (or donõt want to put) a stamp on your passportñfor hours (of 
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that time) I have been facing their inquisition and their small offices. 

And at  the end, one of those small òstampersó told me: òPut that 

Yagna  out.ó Yagna  is the òsacrifice of fireó. They are furious.  

But it is so cruel, one cannot  imagine.  

Put your yagna  out and you will be left alone ñyou will get your 

stamp of life.  

And I also understand that black Mass, immutable like a 

mountain.  

These are global  forces.  

Men do not know what they are walking on ñor what makes them 

walk.  

They lacerate your heart.  

But I understand, there should be nothing  left to lacerate.  It is 

like an old se ntimentality that they lacerate. There must be nothing  

left.  

* 

All day long, I have been like a gnome lifting that black mountain. 

And tonight, the heart was torn.  

I am informed of everything.  

But it does not prevent the pain.  

* 

Seeing clearly brings a  little relief.  

After all, if they are furious, it is a good sign.  

 

February 19, 1985  

Vision  
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In the middle of the night, òmy motheró was telling me that she 

wanted to get a ònew coató made for òall her children.ó It was a very 

long, pearl grey (very nic e) coat which came down to the feet, and I 

looked for or I had to take charge of finding the tailor or the cloth, I 

donõt know exactly. And òmy motheró gave me the list of her children, 

on which my name was written.  

I donõt know what all this means, but I have often seen in my 

dreams that Mother would become mixed up with my physical 

mother.  

A new coat for all her childrené???  

In my consciousness, that òlistó consisted of the eight children of 

my physical mother ñthat is, a limited number. I indeed rememb er 

that the list (beautifully written in black ink, as it was done in the 

past) was short.  

It is obvious that had it been my present physical mother, she 

would have had no need to give me the òlist of her children,ó as if I 

did not know them! It must have  been more universal òchildrenó (!)  

It is curious, very often in my òdreams,ó it is quite naturally my 

mother, and afterwards, upon waking up and while trying to 

understand, I realise that it is Mother.  

I think that the sample of the so lovely pearl grey  coat that I saw 

was on me! There was even a strange collar, nice too, made of a 

tracery in white (rather like the pattern of a beehive). The whole was 

rather òlooseó or wide and could suit men as well as womenñwithout 

difference!  

* 

Afternoon  
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Again the bo iler.  

Always that sensation of something emerging through those 

millions and billions of cells, as if from each  of those cells or through 

each  of those cells a density or a fire came out and out and outé and 

that is what makes the òboileró. All those billions of òfiresó or 

òdensitiesó or òintensitiesó give the impression of something emerging 

from the body.  

And the total prayer of those cells: oh! if only Mother could come 

out! all of a sudden make a little girlõs pirouette and hop! go and tell 

the world a few home truths and deflate those presidential 

windbagsé oh! it would be so marvellousñall the windbags 

punctured in a little girlõs laugh!  

I would give my life for that.  

* 

I donõt know, I have the impression or the sensation that there 

should be a con nection or a òcorrespondenceó between what is 

happening in that tomb and what happens on this bed where the 

whole body burns and burns and burns.  

The prayer of the body is to PULL HER OUT ñsomebody, some human 

matter which òoffers her the passageó, if I dare say so (!). If there is 

nobody, no human matter to call her, why should she move?! A 

CORRESPONDENCE  is needed, or a co -respondence at the material level.  

We donõt know anything, but we can always pray. 

 

February 20, 1985  

In the òBook of Fateó (Savitri ), I find this:  
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A fatal seed was sown in lifeõs false starté 

Then the end, Savitri (in the tomb):  

In that tremendous silence lone and losté 

When being must end or life rebuild its base  

Savitri, VI.II  

This is what is at Stake.  

It is that basis of Life.  

All the disasters of my life taught me only that and only led me 

there: we must rebuild the base of life.  

And it is like the cry of my heart towards that Mother, alone in 

that terrible silence: O Mother, if only I could help You?  

The only good thing in my  life was when you were holding my 

hands. And I did not know it enough.  

* 

 

Afternoon  

It is so incomprehensible and beyond the human being that one 

can say nothing. It has to be.  

* 

Evening  

How is it that one bears that without dying of it or without being  

pulverised, that is the mystery ña repeated and always surprising 

mystery.  

It is like a gruel of metamorphosis and yet nothing changes 

(apparently!).  
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But the sensation is not so much sapphire blue anymore than 

white ña mixture of both.  

The òexperienceó is really not to die of it!  

It is perhaps the sign that the òbase of lifeó is no longer the same.  

* 

Normally, a ònew coató would mean a new bodyé  

Perhaps the time is near. Or else why would she show me all this?  

* 

It would be good if tomorrow were the c elebration of the Earth!  

 

21 February 1985  

It came to the point where I cannot say anything anymore.  

* 

Last night, Mother gave me a bouquet of òTrust in the Divineó. It 

was so luminous, as if the flowers were made of white light.  

* 

Rama came  

to install  the human era  

and Ravana will come  

and dethrone the human era. 4 

 

* 

     The Hindu , February 21  

                                       

4 Rama, one of Vishnuõs main avatars in the Indian tradition, represents the 

perfection of the moral and noble man. He vanquished the demon Ravana 

who ruled in Lanka, the ògolden landó, and who wanted to conquer the earth.  
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Sunday evening. According to a Chinese legend, the 

Buddha summoned twelve animals to his deathbed and 

immortalised them by giving their names to the years. In 

the Eastern zodiac, the ox is the second after the rat. The 

others are the tiger, the rabbit, the dragon, the snake, the 

horse, the goat, the monkey, the rooster, the dog and the 

pig.  

Interesting to note that we are leaving the era of the rat!  

The ox = the  one that ploughs the earthé  

 

February 22, 1985  

A horde of small nasty material forces each armed with its 

particular fang. In one second everything is as if poisonous and you 

struggle ñyou struggle amidst a swamp of snakes.  

It never ends.  

And if you sa y that it is crushing, they snigger ñòAh! he is 

touched.ó  

Until when?  

Really, they are like nasty gnomes in Matter ña horde.  

It is that which dominates the whole life in Matter.  

Mother did say òa mass mobilisation.ó 

* 

Evening  

And each time, you meet Deat h behind those hideous gnomes. A 

Death of basalt. A black NO.  

It is life torn and harrowing which calls for the  only relief it knows, 
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or rushes with rage against itself.  

There must be no more tears in the body to do this work.  

 

February 23, 1985  

Vision  

(Seen last night:) In the spiderõs lair.  

It is that, death.  

* 

Evening  

Now I understand the entire genealogy of the Gestapo and its 

present ramifications down to the cold maliciousness that we see 

spreading everywhere.  

It is rather overwhelming.  

* 

Iron ically, even the Buddhists of the Great Compassion can be 

heirs to the Gestapo (see Ceylon). All religions are atrocious masks.  

(The one of Mr Reagan is no exception.)  

* 

Just now, I came upon this:  

The Hindu , February  23  

Ramu, the wolf -boy whose capture  in a forest in the 

Sultanpur district of Uttar Pradesh created a sensation in 

1976, is dead. The boy, who was an inmate at Prem Nivas , 

a home for the sick or dying destitute managed by Mother 

Teresaõs Missionaries of Charity near here, died on 
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Monday.  

He seems to have developed cramps  about two weeks 

ago and did not respond to medical treatment. Although 

the love and care of the sisters of the home instilled human 

qualities * in him such as bathing and wearing clothes, he 

never learned to speak.  

In 1976, Ra mu was discovered in a forest near 

Musafirkhana in company of three wolf cubs.  

The sight of raw meat attracted him and he never lost an 

opportunity to sneak out and prey on the nearby poultry 

farmõs chicken. He was then handed over to the sisters of 

the Little  Flower  convent in Sultanpur then transferred to 

Prem Nivas . 

With real wolves, he would have been happier. My god, protect me 

from the wolves of Christian charity.  

 

February 24, 1985  

The spider is a chess player. It knows all the pawns of the being 

and it creates the òimpossible combinationó: this+this+this, and you 

cannot get through. Each way out is a particular trap. You cannot 

move anymore.  

Checkmate.  

It is diabolical.  

* 

Evening  

 

                                       

* ! (underlined by S atprem).      
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 It is as if I wanted to completely eradicate myself of all the  

psychology of the body ñcenturies of òhumanó psychology.  

I donõt know whether it is the task of a crazy man or of a titan or 

ofé a desperate man.  

The whole human chessboard.  

* 

One has the impression that nothing will change as long as that 

very protein do es not changeé yes, the protoplasm, that first mode 

of assembly of life in Matter.  

* 

I cannot take that human misery anymore.  

* 

Of course, it must be evolutionary mechanics in order to reach the 

required tipping point ñletõs hope that the tipping will be on the right 

side.  

With all my strength, I try to òundo myself forwardóñnot 

backward.  

At present, I understand all this with a cry ña CRY.  

* 

After all, let us not complain: to remove the spider from its nest is 

already a great achievement.  

Every inch of  ground is snatched from Pain.  

I am looking for the radical cure.  

From November 15, 1943.  

* 

Life walks on a swampy bottom and each step is snatched from a 

mud whose name is Ignorance: hence the Error, the Pain, hence all  

the perversions and the Falseho od of the world. It is that very 
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bottom  that must change. And naturally, the same Mud is kindly 

handed down to us from father to son by all the Worthy Abominable 

who more or less tried to sanctify or to justify or to scientify the 

Mud ñit is this method of birth  that must change.  

My only faith or my only hope is that impossible òBoileró out of 

which a new bottom of life and a new way of birth must come. How? I 

donõt know, but it is to This that I give myself with all my heart and 

with all my body.  

When you  are in the Boiler, you feel that Everything  is possible.  

We just have to persist.  

I am looking for the path to the second Evolution. Nothing less will 

satisfy me.  

* 

To grieve is still to stick to the Mud.  

To rebel is to drown into it.  

To blame onesel f and to feel guilty is to thicken the Mud.  

 

February 26, 1985  

Now I see the methods of the spider out in in the open. You need 

to have no pain and no tears left at all to look at that.  

I think it would be better to say nothing.  

It would seem that it i s the first seed of cruelty in terrestrial life.  

It is Pain which changed itself into Cruelty ñthe first pain of the 

Earth swallowed by that foul thing.  

I will never write novels anymore.  

I donõt know why I am made to do those awful explorations.  
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Perhap s it rises up by itself under the effect of the Boiler?  

* 

It is a kind of perfection of perversion ñlike a maleficent chess 

player.  

One needs to remain silent.  

* 

It is certain that sorrow is the favourite food of the spider.  

It feasted upon the death of  Christ.  

(We could say that there are òright side upó perversions and 

òupside downó perversionsé)  

* 

WE MUST WORK.  

Sri Aurobindo and Mother came precisely to undo all that at the 

root.  

* 

I do not explore to catalogue ñI explore to  SET IT ON FIRE .  

* 

Afte rnoon  

It is very difficult to bear all that.  

Never have I seen so much refined cruelty.  

I understand why, on February 21 st, Mother gave me a bouquet of 

òtrustóé  

* 

It is hell.  

* 

Evening  
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Hell is the refusal of Love.  

* 

Cruelty is Pain that refuses the cur e of Love.  

* 

Now I understand my whole Karma  and particularly that of my last 

lifeñI could never bear the refusal of Love.  

I lived through hells to go and fish back someone who was in hell.  

* 

Always, Pain has kindled more fire in me.  

* 

It is for that a nd to understand that that I went into the lair of the 

spider. Now I understand.  

Understandings are painful.  

* 

Conversation with Sujata  

It is not very interestingé Anyway it was something that was 

shown to me. Since I am not interested at all by the Ashr amõs affairs, 

it must be something that they wanted to tell me so as to show me.  

I found myself in a place, and all of a sudden, I saw Nolini. * He 

was lessé he was younger than these last years, wasnõt he. But 

perfectly himself: smiling, like that. He was  smiling. I looked at himé 

And you know, it is like a mask of a smile, that is to say that behind 

it, you donõt meet anythingé  

(Sujata:) Yes, yes.  

                                       

* Let us recall that Nolini passed away one year earlier, in February 1984 

(February 7).   
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You understand?  

It seemed òniceó, but it was only a sort of mask of a smileñbehind 

there was nothing.  

Then I told him very strongly something that remained clear in my 

consciousness and that I noted down that same night. I told him: 

òWHERE  is the Truth in your heart if you canõt see the Truth that is in 

MY heart?ó  

(silence) 

You feel something, you understand  something?  

What seems certain to me is that there are, arenõt there, 

there are many forces of Falsehood that put on human faces.  

And Motherõs.  

Once I told Mother that I had seen a òfalse Mother,ó do you 

remember? And Mother knew. And Mother herself saw  a false 

Sri Aurobindo, didnõt she. Soé  

What do you mean?  

I donõt knowé You see, in normal people, like this, in daily 

life, those forces are not attracted in this way.  Where there is 

an attempt for Truth, to establish something true, this is where 

they rush toé  

To destroy, to corrupt.  

To corrupt, mainly.  
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There are òlovelyó things happeningñwhich never ceased to 

happen ñsince Motherõs departure.  

And what are those forces doing?  

I find that at presenté those people there are so far behind 

and dusty tha t the forcesé  

No longer take interest in them.  

Yes. But you see, there must still be something.  

But perhaps not, my Douce, perhapsé  

Because for such a long time and until his death, until Noliniõs 

death, I asked myself: But really, what, Nolini? Who is  Nolini? In 

spite of what I saw twice, I always gave the benefit of the doubt; I told 

myself: Perhaps he is serving something? Perhaps he is trying 

something? Some transformation or whaté I always had a doubt, 

you understand. So maybe this came to òclear upó my doubt! by 

telling me: òYou see, it is like that.ó Because the present Ashram, 

they are phantoms, they are full of dust, as you say.  

Well, one never knows, my Douce, you know. One never knows. 

Those forces have the talent to bury themselves and then to 

reappear.  

There, thatõs all. Itõs not worth getting muddled up more with 

those people.  

I remember, when he was here, alive, how many times you 

said: òBut as for him, is he doing a work of physical 

transformation?ó  
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Yes, I remember.  

How many timesé and you were the only one, by the way; 

not all those people who supposedly òadoreó Nolini, not at all. 

But you, from a distance, you were always sayingé  

But you know, I always have the tendency to give the benefit of the 

doubt to people ñand to blame myself,  besides! I am alwaysé I want 

to trust as long as possible!  

I am very stupid, you know, it takes a lot for me to believe that 

people are badé  

(Laughing) It hurts to believe in peopleõs evil!  

Yes, I find it hard to believe in nastiness. Wellé  

Only the g aze of the soul can go through all this.  

As in the canyons.  

 

February 27, 1985  

Pain locks itself in more and more pain, in more and more refusal, 

it becomes hard and desperate, it tries to break itself by any meansé  

I have known that well.  

To cry, to grieve, to die for our brothersõ and our sistersõ Pain is 

useless. In our own body, we contain all the negations, all the 

refusals, all the horrors and the hells ñwe must go down into our 

own hells, which are the hells of the earth, and change each refusal,  

each negation, each misfortune. It is that fire which can transform. It 

is not death, not the sorrow or the sacrifice that can help brothers 
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and sisters of misery ñit is to transform oneself and transform all the 

Pain in oneõs own body.  

When you go down i nto Matter, to the root of Pain, it makes a hell 

of a fire, until you realise that this fire is love and that this love is the 

Divineõs Love.  

Then the fire of Pain changes itself into transforming power.  

Death is hardened fire, like the false matter in w hich we live.  

We grew up in a first shell of Ignorance and Pain ñit is the black 

and hard evolution which only knows how to break itself in order to 

remake itself, to destroy itself in order to be reborn, to die in order to 

forget its failure; we must ligh t the Fire of the second evolution and 

of the second life in true Matter made of powerful and free Love.  

The cure is at the very root of pain.  

At the melting point of the hardened false Matter.  

* 

And eventually, I dug into my own pain to realise that it  is the pain 

of the world.  

 

February 28, 1985  

The spider must have gone through the Boiler!  

Requiescat in pace . 

* 

I have never seen (or rather lived) such a boiler. The whole body 

like melting dough ñafter an hour and a half, this becomes very 

immobile, almost solid.  

One does not know what happens.  
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Something happens ñor passes, maybe.  

A white sensation.  

* 

Evening  

It may be the great Boiler of all the evolutionary past ñup to the 

Breton Precambrian (!) But this is perhaps to see only the negative 

sideñone feels that there is a supreme Positive in there, but what?  

Obviously, if that atavistic òmode of birthó has to disappear and 

give way to an extra -atavistic birth, the whole old atavism must 

disappear ña thing disappears only when its necessity is over an d it 

has no longer any power for the evolution (which means that it 

transformed itself into something else, because nothing disappears ñ

what had been useful for òcoagulatingó the first evolution, was now 

useful to de -coagulate it. The horrible atavism led t o the root of 

atavism and to the fabulous opening).  

* 

I remember Mother: òWhen you come out of that, you wonder 

whether you still have a shape.ó  

It is exactly that.  

It is a kind of metamorphosis without (apparent) metamorphosis.  

* 

One day, all of a sudd en, the meaning of all that will reveal itself, 

as the last piece of a jigsaw puzzle falls into place and reveals 

everything.  

What seemed to be a little piece of a spiderõs leg was an oar that 

led to Motherõs islandé (My Douce has just made an unexpected 

little drawing: òit was a long journeyóñwas?)  



Notebooks of an Apocalypse  ñ Volume 5 / p. 113  

I understand now fully what Sri Aurobindo called òthe dark half of 

truthó.  

 

 

It was a long journey  
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March  
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March 1, 1985  

What is happening is absolutely òcrazyó, or it is absolutely 

miraculous ñincomprehensi ble. Only the Divine ñthe Supreme 

Divine ñcan do that, or the supreme Mother ñwell, the one who made 

those millions of galaxies.  

It is not possible that it goes on like that without something 

happening in Matter.   

 

March 2, 1985  

Under the impossible Fire, t he body rediscovers the key to 

Transformation ñit does not know what òtransformationó is, but it 

KNOWS the central secret, the lever, the practical ability to bear òtható.  

That is all I can say.  

It is PRACTICAL . 

* 

In the forest  

One cannot òtelló the secret because precisely its operative power 

must spring from the body itself at the required time ñit is useless to 

tell the secret: the body must find it or dis -cover it.  

* 

One could say that the operative power of oxygen is when the body 

discovers that it ca n be breathed. Or else what is the use of speaking 

of O=16?  

It is intra -cellular, and divine, chemistry.  

* 
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It rises when it becomes pressing ñunavoidable (òat the limit ofó).  

* 

But what is happening isé an impossible Mystery.  

What means do we have to tal k about what does not yet exist? But 

it becomes.  So it is some òentirely impossibleó that becomes possible 

or that finds itself possible or that makes its way towards the 

possible.  

The very nature of the transformation is an impossible possibility.  

All (I do say all)  the laws of the universe topple over, burst or 

change.  

Perhaps this is the open egg that I saw ñthe supreme reality of 

Matter. * 

To understand, one has to live it.  

* 

I wonder whether the transformation is possible without a 

complete  tearing a part (?).  

* 

Evening  

While I was resting after lunch (without sleeping), I suddenly saw a 

red sun half emerging out of a fog. The light was so strong that I 

jumped.  

But if what is happening now is only half of the suné babababaé  

* 

There is no fear in the body, only the sensation of aé difficult 

Grace.  

                                       

* Vision of December 24, 1984.  
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* 

There is only one thing to discover, it is the Lordõs love for (in) his 

universe.  

* 

For fun I could give my òformulaó for Transformation:  

TM = TSE  

Now go and find it!  

 

March 3, 1985  

A fact has become v ery clear: all the pains, all the disasters and 

misfortunes, all the sacrifices, the sufferings and what goes wrong in 

life are food for  the spider . It is that which nourishes pain in order to 

feed on pain.  

This is an absolute fact ñseen, lived, dis -covered (at what price!)  

And I remember a fact that had òmovedó me a lot without my really 

understanding it: one day, I wanted to sever a bond which I held 

dear and it hurt a lot, and I felt that pain made a veil, an 

obstruction, a coarsening, but then somethin g in me protested with 

violence, like a revolt: òBut I do have the right to grieve!ó 

Yes, it is the right of the spider, and it is very difficult to 

overcomeñeven to accept. But the spider is at the root of Pain ñthat 

is where its nest lies.   

It will let yo u play all the games of Death (with heroism if needed), 

but if you touch its sorrow and its pain, it will become ferocious.  

But it is strange how everything, always, in the least detail, works 

in both directions.  That spider kills you and it is at the con cealed root 
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of more than one cancer ñit is dreadful. It is diabolical. And at the 

same time, it is that which forces you to go to the root to discover the 

passage to the new life ñat the bottom of its hole.  

It is the instrument of death, and the instrument of life -without -

death.  

It is the obstacle and the lever.  

It is really strange how everything, always, works in both 

directions ñeither you accept the challenge and you go through, or 

you fall into the trap and you die. It is to take the same thing well or  

badly.  

Which means that evil exists nowhere, death exists nowhere ñthey 

are in our choice.  

If you make the wrong choice, it is only fair that death snatches 

you because you did not find the meaning of life which was to uproot 

Death and find the Life Divi ne.  

It is the same thing that kills or saves.  

And everything is like that, down to the slightest detail ñto force 

you to find the Only thing.  

Where is the òDeviló and where is God?  

I really believe that everything is good.  

Sri Aurobindo would say: every thing is One.  

But there is a quite surprising detail in that vision I had when I 

went into the den of the spider (decidedly, those visions of the new 

consciousness are of an unthinkable precision ñevery detail counts). 

It was a spider like those that are f ound here, of the tarantula type, 

with long legs, about 5 to 6 cm long. And I saw it move its legs with a 

velocity that I did not suspect (and yet I have observed spiders): it 

went up and down, moved sideways from one side to the other as 
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when it glues its  threads and enwraps its victim, but with a quite 

surprising swiftness in the movement of its legs. And I saw that the 

tip of each of its legs was orange! The body and half of its legs were 

black and hideous as usual, but the tips of its legs were orange!   

It is black and it is divine!  

That is, everything  does the Divineõs work, even the devilsñit is up 

to us to choose or to take our chance ñthe black, or the orange of the 

same òbugó. 

* 

Evening  

It is only in the secret inner mechanisms of the cellular, mate rial 

Subconsci ent  that we find the key to the cure of Matter ñtrue, free 

Matter, powerful and without death.  

But we must go down to that point.  There is no half -way or half -

depth.  

The Boiler automatically takes care of the cleansing.  

The more you go down , the more it boils.  

One could say: the more it is impossible, the more possible it 

becomes (!) And it is true.  

* 

Then you wonder what type of God they worship on the surfaces of 

Matter and in a Sunday suit?  

A God who is only the other side of the Devil . All in all a kind of 

prison for the Devil! (with several surreptitious and sinful 

breakaways).  

* 

Vision  
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Night from March 3 to 4: saw Rajiv Gandhi.  

 

March 4, 1985  

It becomes so terribleé  

Will the body be able to cope without disintegrating?  

* 

And it keeps on increasing and increasing and increasingé it is 

crazy!  

I am not afraid, buté how is it physically possible? (most of all 

that boiling mass in the brain).  

 

March 5, 1985  

India is very sick.  

* 

Afternoon  

A kind of complete transparency where the impossible seems to 

become physically possible (or bearable in any case).  

* 

Vision  

This morning, during the operation, suddenly there was a òswitch 

of sectoró: I was in that impossible boiler, then everything became 

very immobile (as nothing is, on the ea rth) and, on the small table 

near my bed where I usually put my thermos flask of tea and a cup, I 
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saw a glass bowl or a crystal bowl, and in that bowl there was an 

extraordinary golden coloured liquor, like amber or like a very fine 

cognacñthere was neithe r a thermos nor a cup but that glass of 

radiant nectar!   

I wonder whether this corresponds to that kind of òtransparencyó 

that came this afternooné 

In that indescribable physical  transparency, nothing seems 

impossible or unbearable anymore ñit is suddenly s omething 

completely elseé unexplainable.  

* 

It was not a cup, it was a bowl, like a coffee bowl, but made of 

glass or of crystal: I saw that golden liquor through it.  

 

March 6, 1985  

It seems at the same time extremely dangerous and extremely 

easy. 

Somewh at like A=A.  

* 

Now I understand Mother exactly: òIf there is the least difference, it 

is the door of death that opens up.ó5 

It is a kind of practical secret of the disappearance of the physical  

ego. (The physical ego is that which makes a particular body 

separate from the fireplace, the armchair or the neighbour.)  

* 

                                       

5 Motherõs Agenda 13, July 29, 1972.  
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There is no doubt that the only way to survive in molten lava is to 

be like molten lava.  

All that is òforeignó burns or blows up. 

Only, you cannot tell it ñit must be livedé at that temperature.  

It is very intolerant(!)  

* 

Afternoon  

It is at the limit of dissolution, minute after minute.  

It is very difficult.  

You tell yourself: ah! now everything will go awayéñand it goes 

on and on, minute after minute.  

You tell yourself: Will there not be a moment  when the old body will 

have to òdieó, and this spoils everything.  

If I knew (if the body knew) how to really  put its head on Motherõs 

lap, it would be easier, and then let everything go.  

It is that òlet everything goó which is difficult at the physical, 

cellular level.  

So it is no longer yoga, it is thermodynamics ñit is difficult. And 

you feel that a very small central  surrender would be enough. But 

what is difficult is the limit of this surrender. Does one have to let 

everything -everything go?  

You tell yourself òambulando solvitur ó, but someone needs (or not?) 

to be there or to remain to òambulare ó? No? 

It is really òat the limitó, and it is that final limit that isé I donõt 

know.  

It is true, you only have your own misery to lose, buté you cannot 

help saying that if you burst, the experience is over. That is all.  
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I only have to go on. Weõll see.  

* 

There are indeed seconds of complete -complete surrender, but 

seconds last and last, and the previous second does not count 

anymore ñone hour and for ty -five minutes make many seconds, and 

seconds òat the limitó. Thatõs it.  

* 

In the forest  

At times, you really touch the Secret, but the next moment, the 

secret has vanished. It is as if the body had to continuously  uncover 

the Secret again and again!  

It  has something to do with yesterdayõs òphysical transparencyó.  

* 

The question remains: is there not a moment when one has to 

decompose in order to recompose differently  (?)  

And this, all the same, is ané uncommon display of fireworks.  

Mother did use to say that her atoms, like those of the carpet or of 

the table, were the same, and that it is only a change in the order or 

in the positioningé But wellé it is an unexpected or unknown 

positioning.  

* 

Conversation with Sujata  

The Lord of Nations?  

It is some thing that I saw already two or three months ago.  

Oh! Such a long time ago!  
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It was towards the end of last year, I donõt know when, I did not 

note it down. I did not note it down becauseé it is very occult. And 

those occult thingsé You understand, I am interested in the visions 

I have concerning the Work, which give me indications of what I have 

to do; I am a practical man, I need to know where I put my feet. So 

indications for the work are good; things that are very occult, like 

this one, I look at them,  but for me they donõt have the vivid 

importance of the visions of the New Consciousness. But anyway, I 

saw it ñwhy did I see that, I donõt know. Well, it is so clear in my 

memory that I can describe it as it happened.  

It was something very -very strange.  

I was climbing great  stairs, as if in mid -air. Every step was made 

as of a marble slab, or what, I donõt know: it was a light colour. And 

it was very  wide, each step was at least twenty meters wide and four 

or five meters deep. And it went up and up, there  were lots of them; 

it was held up by I donõt know what and it seemed to go up as if in 

mid -air. And it was lined (I looked for the word in the dictionary a 

moment ago), it was lined with kinds of wooden posts, somewhat like 

what is seen iné (unfortunately, I did not find it in the dictionary) 

somewhat like what is seen in Chinese or Japanese temples: they 

often have kinds of pillars which line their temples, wooden pillars on 

top of which another piece of wood is fixed. I donõt know exactly, it 

was somewha t like that.  * 

Yes, in Rangoon, I think, there is a famous templeé  

                                       

* The exact name is Torii. But instead of a crossbar with a post on each side, 

there  was only one post, here and there, always on the right side of the steps 

(while going up).  
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But the posts were simply there, they did not support anything at 

all.  

Oh! 

They were like an ornament, or what, I really donõt know. And it 

was not on every step: it was here and there an d it went up ñthose 

kinds of large, huge  terraces went up and up. Then there was a 

landing, and it went up and up again. And all this in a kind ofé very 

strange sky and atmosphere that gave me the impression of 

something Himalayan or Tibetan or Chinese (or Japanese, but 

perhaps rather Chinese) or what.  

It was very beautiful, you understand, but as Chinese or Japanese 

beauty can be which is icy ñit is very beautiful, but there is 

something icy in that beauty. It is very bare: only those big slabs that 

went up  and up and, here and there, those kinds of pillars of 

sculpted wood (or not ñhardly, not even sculpted); on top of the 

pillar, there was something like another piece that was fixed ñI could 

not describe it. But most of all, it was very high , very high, and that 

atmosphere, really so strange.  

Then, I arrived somewhere. I cannot even say that I saw a house or 

anything else: all of a sudden I was there, and in front of me was a 

tall being, very tall being, all dressed in black (like a judgeõs robe or 

something ): he was entirely dressed in black. He was very  tall: he 

was maybe, I donõt know, three meters tall; between 2.5 m and 3 m 

tall. A very tall being, who looked rather thin. But next to it I was 

very small, you see. And I canõt say that I clearly saw its face.  

So what remained in my memoryé (and I canõt even say that I had 
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any sensation: it unfolded as if naturally; I canõt say that I had a 

feeling, a sensation or anything else, it was something that unfolded 

naturally)... Then I handed an Agenda to him, re d. Where did that 

Agenda come from? I really donõt knowñI handed that red Agenda to 

him. He took it , without looking at it and he put it on a shelf that was 

there, up above. A shelf. Without looking at it. Then, he showed me a 

plan: it was like a painting,  a rectangular board that was perhapsé 

(proportions are not easy to describe because that man was so tall 

thaté that òmanó or that being was so tall that it is difficult to 

say)ébut perhaps it was 20 cm wide and 15 cm high, I donõt know, 

and it was pasted (pasted or drawn) on a white background that 

framed it. And everything was in green: there were different shades of 

green, but most of all a greenish green, murky, you know, and a few 

other touches of green.  

And he was showing me that.   

As for the Agenda,  he took it, he flung it ñnot òflungó: simply as if 

it did not interest him at all, did ité  

Yes. 

He immediately put it on a shelf (I donõt know whether it was a 

bookshelf or what, but since it was very high, I saw his hand putting 

it there), then he showed  me his plan.  

That was the interesting thing.  

And at that moment, everything has been cut off.  

But then, what was that green plan? He could not explain 

why he was showing it to you and what it was about?  
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No, he did not explain it to me, he simplyé We were interrupted.  

What I understood afterwards is that the Agenda is something that 

he does not want; but he has his own  plan.  

Yes. That is clear.  

He has his own project ña project for the world, for the evolution of 

the world; he has his own  idea. And tha t is what he wanted to show 

me. It must be a great Being from some mental level, probably an 

Asura.  

Did he have a hat on his head?  

I had the impression. I had the òimpressionó because, really, I 

could not distinctly see his face: there was the fact the h e was so 

much taller than me, wasnõt he, but he must indeed have had 

something black, perhaps likeé not pointed, but like a cape with a 

slight point, perhaps.  

Yes. Yes 

I describe it very badly. Something that was put on his head, that 

was pulled up from b ehind, and it wasé maybe like a slight point.  

Yes. And he was white -skinned?  

He gave me that impression, yes. I did not have a particular 

sensation of him being Chinese or Japanese or whatever, I would not 

be able to tell.  

Not a Westerner?  
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He rather gav e an impression like that, some sort of white mané 

but I cannot say exactly.  

Did you feel something?  

No, it reminded me of what I saw years and years ago: I met 

such a being, all dressed in black, with a hat, precisely. I took 

that being for a magician (I  was very young at that time, I did 

not understand). He wanted to harm young girls; and I 

protested, I wanted to protect the young girls, didnõt I. Mother 

was there, then she went away. And, I donõt know, I found 

myself with a òkujaó [water jug ]; there was  water and a brass 

glass; I took some water in the glass and I threw it on that man 

(because he wanted to do harm). I was all alone, I had no 

weapon, nothing: I threw the water. And at that time, the glass 

left my hand and flung itself at him! He was furio us, then! 

Blind with rage, really; he absolutely wanted (how to say?) to 

hurt me. And just at that moment, I felt a great Presence 

behind me ñand it was Mother. And he also threw a knife or 

something at me, but it stopped because at that moment, in 

front of  me, I saw a very white light that protected me: it was 

like a wall of light, you understand? So what he had thrown 

could not go through.  

And your description reminds me of that man a lot. Perhaps 

it is in the same line? Not the same being, you understand .  

Yes. Because the being you speak of seems nevertheless to be 

something small.  
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Smaller. He was smaller in height as well.  

Yes. Whereas here, it seems to be something really tall and veryé  

Yes. It is the great Master.  

A great Master or a great Asura w ho was there. Not a magician, 

not some guy who deals in young girls, but the type that deals with 

the world and who has his own project ñand precisely, he does not 

want the Agenda. He wantsé he has another Plan. And it is greenñit 

is all green, greenish.  

That Agenda was shiny.  

Like a jewel!  

It is the Agenda, isnõt it. He put it there, on a shelf, without even 

looking at it.  

But that being, that very tall Being did not give me the impression 

of being particularly Chinese oré You know, they areé they donõt 

belong to any country, probably.  

All this seems to be in a mental world, beings whoé  

Who play.  

Who play and who would really like to destroy ñnot destroy, buté  

Pervert.  

Pervert Motherõs and Sri Aurobindoõs Work in the mental 

consciousness.  

Yes. Yes, th atõs it.  
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It is like that being Mother had seen who wanted to create a false 

religion of Sri Aurobindo, a cruel being andé I have the impression 

that all this is from that world.  

But in any case it happened simply: I gave him the Agenda and he 

showed his plan to me.  

(silence) 

But it is on a plane where, you understand, the small habitual 

human reactions donõt exist: things are seen on a large scale and 

there are noé  

Everything is neutral.  

Yes, everything is neutral: everything is neutral, you see things , 

you look on. Why do you see them? ñthat is a different question. 

Obviously, I wanted to put the Agenda in his hands; and obviously, 

he showed me that he had another plan.  

Yes. Nothing remained from that plan except the colours?  

No, it was simply a pictu re.  

A picture ñoh!  

Not framed: it was on a piece of white cardboard, like this, the size 

of a pillow, maybe (!). A piece of white cardboard, and in the centre 

there was that rectangular drawing ñit was not a drawing: there were 

colours and everything was g reenish, with touches of a lighter green. 

I canõt say that I saw particular shapes (mind you, it was so hasty 

that I did not have time to see much). What remained is the colour, 
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and that picture.  

Yes. 

He had it on a table in front of him. And he showed it  to me. There 

was the Agenda, bright red, in its flaming red, and there was that 

green thing. Probably, it was his own Agenda!  

It was not the Divine Love.  

Ah! no, certainly not.  

But above all, there was that impression when I was climbing up, 

there, tow ards that place (I did not see the place because, all of a 

sudden, I found myself in the presence ofé)  

That Being.  

Of that Being.  

But those stairs with pillars here and there were at the same time 

very beautiful and veryé weird, you know, but in the sense of icy, 

somewhaté strange. Those large steps that went up and up were 

actually of great beauty.  

Did you take any stairs to go up or did you go up on those 

steps?  

I went up those large steps, as if in mid -air, I tell you. It was at the 

same time very b eautiful and very weird. It gave the sensation of 

something Tibetan or Chinese, or what? It had the quality of that 

beauty, of their Asian, or Chinese beauty, which is very beautiful ñall 

they do is very beautiful.  
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Yes. 

But it has a certain something that is somewhat chilling.  

(silence) 

So I wonder what those beings are doing.  

Obviously, they have a project.  

And there are a number of evil characters whoéñgreat evil 

characters (!) who would like to pervert the Work.  

(silence) 

Of course, with the Chinese or the Japanese, there is not much 

soul ñnot much soul. That is whyé it is the favourite place of 

Asuras. But they like great minds, donõt they, they play with itñand 

they are intelligent.   

That is all I have to say.  

It is perhaps good thaté  

That it is no ted down.  

Yes, but keep it only on tape because it is not so good to 

materialise those things. Even to have spoken of it, I am not sure 

that it is so good.  

Well, maybe it had to be said.  

Yes. 

It is strange that you speak to me now, because I finished 

my  second book, it has been sent [Motherõs Chronicles]; and 

now, I will work on the third: it is occultism, it is Theon who 
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appears. So it is curious, the combinationé  

But Theon... In spite of everything, there was a luminous side in 

Theon.  

Oh! certainly.  

And near him he had that Alma who certainly had a soul; so it 

means that Theon was obviously a little between two worlds, buté 

there was nevertheless a light, you understand. While those beings 

are very icy. It is intelligence, great intelligence, buté  

All  cold.  

It is very cold.  

It is rather malevolent.  

That wants to reign.  

Undoubtedly, they want to reign. They want to beé they are, 

actually they are  the Earthõs Masters. They are the ones who reign. 

Of course, they are happy if they can find human instr uments to 

serve them asé small puppets.  

Well, I think there is nothing more to say.  

P.S. Actually, I think that that great all -black Being is the one 

Mother called the òLord of Nationsó.  

 

March 7, 1985  

I cannot believe or even imagine that this body wi ll transform 
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itself, but its secret, constant prayer: If only there were a spot of 

Matter pure enough, given  enough so that Mother could take her 

steps on Earth and change that terrible reigné If that body could 

call Her loudly enough so that She comesé If that Matter could be 

transparent enough to let Her go throughé One pure spot! Pure!  

* 

Afternoon  

Thatõs it! I think that the body caught the òtrickó. 

It seems to be both very perilous and very marvellous ñoh! aé 

perilous Marvel!  

Time passed strangely fast.   

* 

 

Evening  

Obviously, a certain mortal pressure is needed for the body to 

eventually cope on its own (!)  

There is no other way to do it. It must be like that at each 

evolutionary threshold. Each time, the limit of the ancient death has 

to be crossed.  

Mi nd can do all sorts of somersaults, but the body must do, quite 

simply.  

* 

(Fran­oisõ agony) O Lord, may that way of being be changed, may 

we be able to be born differently, oh! O Lordé  

To be born again with that spider deep down? Follow the entire 

path a gain? Oh! O Lordé  
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I still hear Mother: òThe physical fact  must change! The physical  

fact must change!ó  

Fran­oisõ death remains very sensitive for me, as if my own 

(without Motherõs grace).  

I no longer grieve, but I no longer want my brothersõ grief.  

 

March 8, 1985  

Vision  

I saw a strange thing last night. An earthen hill that had been cut 

out or sliced or dug, and the side of that carved hill showed 

innumerable small horizontal ribs or thin stratifications like slices. 

That detail of lamelliform stratig raphy caught my attention, 

somewhat as if one were in a slate quarry. Then I saw a very white 

being sitting at the foot of that hill (I think that it was me). He 

seemed to be naked and gave the impression of a twelve -year -old 

child. I saw neither the top n or the height of that hill because it was 

that side or that stratified cleft ñreally like innumerable small strips, 

as if the work had been done almost in a microscopic way with a very 

thin instrument ñthat held my attention. But all that was seen very 

fleet ingly for a few seconds. Then (and that is when I found that very 

strange), òon the groundó, as if at the foot of the hill, I saw something 

like finger marks that had scratched the soil (like a child who 

scratched the soil and one sees the mark of all his fingers). That 

scratched soil drew a kind of zigzagging òpathó (a òpathó that was not 

wider than the five fingers of a hand) and what struck me the most 
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was that under those finger marks that had scratched the soil, one 

could see a òbottomó or a òbaseó appearing, cream -coloured.  

In the Vedas, the òhilló or the òearthó is the symbol of the body. 

(The òhill of the beingó.) 

Did I reach the bottom?  

(If what I saw, carved out of the hill, are all the òlayersó of the 

beingé it makes quite a metamorphosed thickness that could very 

well go back to the Precambrian! ñI think that it is called òphyllade ó,6 

precisely, like small òsheetsó. An incredible stack!) 

* 

One is constantly on the brink of dissolution or of bursting.  

It is no longer the laws of Matter that we kn ow or of life that we 

know.  

Instead of that imperceptible cellular tightening under the 

pressure of that boiling fire, the body has learned to become 

òflaccidó, òsoftó, as if to let itself sink to the bottom of the Boiler (that 

is its òtrickó), it is like going into even more danger or more 

impossibility, and that is where one does not quite know anymore 

where the limit is of the extremely dangerous and of the extremely 

marvellous or extremely miraculous.  

It is impossible to tell and it is difficult.  

* 

1 a.m.  

They are setting fire to the whole forest to the north of our placeé  

Between their chemistry, their industries, the tourists and that 

                                       

6 Foliated schist.   
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explosion of rats, what will eventually remain of the Earth, if the 

Divine does not hurry a littleé?  

Probably, a m inimum of evolutionary elements capable of the next 

step is needed before the rest can be recast.  

I gather that the Adversary no longer wants war and no longer 

needs war, even if ostensibly it plays at threatening itself in the East 

and in the West ñits ow n financiers win on all sides. The Adversary 

does not need war any longer because it poisoned everything  and 

contaminated everything : it is EVERYWHERE . It could make war only 

on itself!  

* 

Afternoon  

It is crazy! It is the Miracleé here, almost in the open. How can 

one live that bodily without disintegrating? I donõt know.  

For more than one hour and a half.  

It is Matter that becomes what it is.  

It is Matter that reveals what it is .  

It is not something else that reveals itself or takes its place: it is 

wh at it is  that reveals itself or uncovers itself or is here. The Miracle 

makes its owné natural Miracle! It is crazy and impossible and 

possible only because it is what is ñit is not òsomething elseó: it is 

what is or it is what it is . And it is simply Himse lf. The bottom of the 

boiler is Mother, is Sri Aurobindo, is Matter as it is and never ceased 

to be.  

But it is crazy! How can one bear òtható, I donõt knowñexcept that 

it is a sort of supreme Miracle that makes it so that it is He Himself 

who bears Himsel f 
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A Manifestation is near.  

If I were told that Mother is coming out, it would seem obvious to 

me! oh!  

Great things are ready ñare imminent.  

The òTrue Miracleó, as Mother said.  

* 

There are no òmiraclesó to perform: it is WHAT IT IS !  

It is true Matter.  

* 

That is the Apocalypse.  

This body is in full apocalypse.  

* 

(We could call that the ònotebooks of the apocalypseó, but we 

would seem to be mad.)  

* 

Evening  

I spoke of òrecastingó this morning. It is not out of cruelty, on the 

contrary! Cruelty is to let  that go on and proliferate!  

* 

The bottom of the Boiler is transparency (which means that only 

Transparency can bear that).  

But it is not a òcoldó transparency: it is love in the being that 

recognises forever Love ñòitó melts into That.  

* 

If that òbottomó of Matter reveals itself in one point, will it not 

create a complete tearing off?  

Can a point be separated from the Whole?  
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March 9, 1985  

And we catch the disease of all the dead that we have known. They 

come at night, it takes three minutes and it is done.  

What will dissolve all that? There is no òonce and for alló!  

That is to say, in the end, that one must take the burden of a 

whole world.  

* 

I remember Mother: òIt is as if one kept catching a new illness to 

be cured.ó7  

We only have to GO ON .  

* 

There is no point in reasoning or discussing: it is like touching a 

stinging nettle ñit has to pass. Meanwhile, it burns.  

But what would have to be changed is that mode of contact, 

inherent to òlifeóñhow?  

That contact is also the power to heal.  

So one just  has to remain silent.  

 

March 10, 1985  

THE DIVINE HOUR IS HERE.  

THE BODY KNOWS!  

                                       

7 Motherõs Agenda, July 18, 1961.  
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THE BODY KNOWS! 

* 

Evening  

For one hour and forty -five minutes this afternoon, the body in its 

billions of cells has completely lived the Marvellous Secret. It KNOWS! 

It KNOWS!  

The Marvel is here .  

It knows because it could bear THAT.  

It is in Matter that the perfect ñand splendid ñSecret lies.  

The essence of the New Being is born.  

(If I may say so, because it was always there, but it is un -covered.)  

An opening has been ma de in the dark net of the world.  

* 

Later  

The question I ask myself: if òtható manifested, would people adore 

without trying to change themselves!?  

Perhaps, the Divine chose the best hiding place, after all (!)  

But if Mother does not reveal herself, what  shock will be needed to 

pull the world out of its galloping Falsehood? What will remain of the 

Earth? * 

* 

One has the impression that the transformation is not a problem ñ

the òproblemó is to discover òtható in Matter, to arrive there . 

                                       

* I learned later that Chernenko died today ñthis one was harmless. His 

funeral will be led by Michael Gorbac hev, which suggests that he could be 

Chernenkoõs successor.  
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* 

And to say that each  human has that Marvellous Secret in his 

skin and that nobody wants it!  

The òstratigraphyó is certainly hard, but it should become easier 

and easier as beings tread upon the path.  

It is like becoming a man in the midst of those chimpanzees: it 

must not h ave been that easy ñat present there are other 

chimpanzeesé more numerous.  

 

March 11, 1985  

Evening  

My Douce was just finishing drawing òDestinyó when X. came and 

brought the news that Chernenko passed away and that this 

Gorbachevé will probably take over. That one òwants to get on in 

lifeó. He has a will.  

But the Divine knows what He wants.  

I feel that the end of that era is near.  

Now Destiny is here.  

We are getting close to the point required .  

All the pawns are in place.  

 

March 12, 1985  

This body k nows the Splendour of the new life ñthese veins, these 

nerves, these fibres and billions of cells.  
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That unimaginable Nectar.  

The whole old life appears like a masquerade of Life. The whole old 

way of being appears like a masquerade of the Being.  

How can one matter be touched by That  without all the rest of the 

earth vibrating?  

I understand why it has been necessary to till the soil so much for 

almost three years, to be able to bear that.  

It is the òbottomó of Nectar of Matter. It is the Aim of the ages and 

what sowed all the ages and all the stars.  

Yes, òthat well of honey under the rock,ó said the Rishis.  

* 

To speak of òtransformationó seems superfluous, secondaryñ

òtható itself is  the transformation, the rest is a game for Him.  

* 

But such a powerful Nectaré!  

One could say a nuclear Nectar (!)  

And it is Loveé pure.  

 

March 13, 1985  

The greatest mystery is that one is not disintegrated ñit is a kind 

of miracle second by second.  

It is like being given birth again. And the strangest thing is that 

one do es not know whether one is given birth or one gives birth!  

Really, one does not know what is happening and sometimes the 

seconds are long.  
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March 14, 1985  

I saw a lovely sunny corner where They could comeé  

 

March 15, 1985  

An average cell contains appr oximately one thousand billion  

atoms.  

Our body contains more than one hundred thousand billion cells.  

* 

1 p.m.  

Vision  

I made a discovery or rather an òunmaskingó. Last night, I met 

òMotheró (Sri Aurobindo had just left the place, or I had just left Sri 

Aurobindo, I donõt know exactly) and òMotheró told me, like an 

observation: òSri Aurobindo does not see welló (in my consciousness I 

understood that Sri Aurobindoõs vision was not good, as when he 

was physically in his body, towards the end). So I answered to 

òMotheró: òYes, I donõt know whether he would recognise his old 

disciplesó!!! With that, òMotheró had a start and she pinched her lips 

as if she were displeased. And I woke up telling myself òThatõs it! 

Mother is upset.ó (Even so I found that my answer was not so bad!) 

Then I remained for a long time worried by that comment: òSri 

Aurobindo does not see wellóñMother would never have said such a 

thing!   
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I did not try to go further into it and I entered the òoperationó as 

usual ñI had a lot of difficulties t his morning. Then, around noon, I 

went for a walk in the forest (what remains of it) and I told myself: 

òBut really! Why do I meet that false Motherñit is not  Mother, it is 

not possible!ó And above all I was telling myself: òBut really! What 

effect  does she have on me, why do I meet her?ó  

And all of a sudden, clear as daylight, I remembered the difficulty I 

had this morning, as if there were something sticky  on me. The whole 

morning I had to repel a flood of small muted insinuations and 

suggestions (òsneakyó, we could say) which kept on whispering in my 

ears: òYour attitude is not the one needed, you donõt do as Sri 

Aurobindo would like you to do, you are not surrendered, your 

aspiration is not pure, you try to take instead of giving yourself, and 

beware, t he Asura is the one who wants to take by force instead of 

letting the Divine do things.ó It was an outpouring! A real poultice of 

sticky lies, and I told myself: but really! I am sincere! Or am I not 

sincere? Is it really what Sri Aurobindo wants? ...   

Then I understood! The ugly lady had come by and she had glued 

on everything necessary to bog down the simplicity of aspiration.  

And among the eucalyptus trees, I suddenly told myself, òBut this 

is the false Mother of virtuous criticisms!ó And she reproaches! that 

hideous impostor. As a result, I understood what happened to me 

dozens and dozens of times when I found myself in the morning with 

that sticky poultice of: òYou donõt do, you are not, you should notéó  

Here it is! Now I will know where that virtuous  glue comes from ñ

that ugly woman got me more than once! So you are here, doubting 

everything, doubting your own aspiration and your own intent ñit is 

awful! You find yourself glued with sins and spiritual falseness ñ
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stuck!  

But I am very happy with what I an swered her (and I understand 

why she was stiff): òI donõt know whether Sri Aurobindo would 

recognise his old disciplesó!  

But that bad, nasty woman reigns much more forcefully and 

widely than we think.  

* 

In the invisible as in the visible, one finds onesel f in front of a 

world so twisted that one has the impression of being very small 

before a hundred -headed devil.  

One has really to be very pure (sincere) to get through.  

It is only in Matter that the invincible (and unforgeable) Purity is 

found.  

* 

Then s uch an intense prayer of the body, in the body: O Lord, O 

Mother, a spot of pure Matter that could be used by You to make the 

Falsehood of the world crack ña hole of Light in that.  

* 

Afternoon  

I seem to have understood in my body what the Simplicity of the  

Supreme could be. Something fabulous in which there are no laws ñ

a fabulous upside down, all our òlawsóé UNREAL . And it is that 

òbottomó of deceitful laws that creates that sensation of 

òimpossibilityó, of òunbearableó, of òperilousóñor of òmiraculousóñin 

the body. The Miracle is quite simply the NON-EXISTENCE  of everything 

that we thought was òrealó!  

Then the simplicity of the Supreme in that, in that fabulous 
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trickery of the human Mind ñan incredible simplicity! ñyes, 

unbelievable, of course: That did not exist, there was NOTHING  of all 

that you believed with your scientific and practical and realistic and 

materialistic head ña formidable unreal trickery. So where is the 

òdifficultyóñit is of a childlike simplicity! There was NOTHING  in all 

that you believed !  

It has to be lived  in Matter.  

O Lord, you are the supreme Realism.  

Then I remember Mother: òA breath and thatõs it!ó  

The difficulty is not at all, at all where we think it is!  

Truly, we  are in the tomb.  

* 

When Matter boils well and unbearably, one has to choose 

between being really boiled or becoming aware of the simplicity of the 

Supreme (!)  

At that pressure, things become very tangible (!) The needle tilts a 

little to the left and it is pulverisation, and only a little to the right 

and the cells open their eyes wide: but, but, buté  

They canõt believe it!  

One has to realise the simplicity of the Supreme at the cellular 

levelñthat is the Supreme miracle. Or rather the miracle of the 

Supreme.  

It is another way of saying: You ALONE  exist.  

* 

And th at old vixen of a false Mother puts  thousands of òspiritual 

lawsó and sins each more lethal than the next in your way.  

(There is an odd spiritual mafia in the invisible.)  

* 
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In short, the Supreme puts up all the barriers and all the 

difficulties required untilé we realise that there is only  the Supreme.  

Then everything melts ñeven death.  

Only, one has to realise it at the true  level.  

* 

Evening  

I told Sujata about that vision of the false Mother.  

Conversation with Sujata  

The false Mother unmasked  

Yes, la st night, I met that false Mother.  

She is a dirty  woman.  

And this morning, I unmasked what she was doing, you 

understand.  

And it has lasted for a long time.  

But now, I know what she does .  

She is a dirty woman and she is vicious, that woman. She is 

perverted, that woman. It is really aé well done deception.  

So last night, at first, something happened with Sri Aurobindo. I 

donõt know, I was in a place, he had just left; or I had met him and 

he had left, I really donõt know. And Mother was there. In my 

consciousness, it was Mother, wasnõt it.  

Yes. 

And she told me: òYes, Sri Aurobindo does not see well.ó So I 

understood that it wasé  



Notebooks of an Apocalypse  ñ Volume 5 / p. 148  

Due to the physical.  

é as in physical life: his eyes, his vision was not very good. So, 

quite innocently and quite naturall y, I answered, as it rose from me; I 

told her: òYes, if he met his old disciples, I donõt know whether he 

would recognise them!ó Then Mother had a start, like that (gesture) , 

her  lips pinched (and it woke me up), I told myself: Thatõs it, Mother 

is upset!  

Then, I told myself: Damn! But Mother would never say, òSri 

Aurobindo does not see welló!  

Yes. 

I told myself: That is not possible, Mother would never say that, 

Mother would never say, òSri Aurobindo does not see wellóñHe sees 

EVERYTHING, doesnõt He! And that reaction? I told her like that, almost 

jokingly, as I was with Mother, entirely natural, quite simple, I said: 

òYes, I donõt know whether he would recognise his old disciples if he 

met them!ó (Satprem laughs)  Really, somewhat like a joke, but a joke 

with truth: Would Sri Aurobindo recognise that bunch of people? 

Would he even recognise them? You understand, òrecogniseó: he 

would say, òBut really, it is nothing of what I have knownó, or elseé I 

donõt know. Then, truly, she had a start, and not the start of a 

human being: a start of a force that is not happy, isnõt it. And I woke 

up with that, telling myself: òThatõs itó (with the usual human 

reaction), I told myself: òThatõs it, Mother is upset!ó You know, 

sometimesé  

But it haunted me. I told myself: I t is not possible, it is not Mother, 

it is a false Mother.  
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Then I let it go, I had my breakfast, then I lay down and entered 

into the work. And I had all sorts of difficulties this morning. But not 

for a second did I link the difficulties I had to the vis ion I had last 

night. Not for a second. Simply waves of suggestions and 

insinuations came.  

Well, I went for a walk among the eucalyptus trees, and all of a 

sudden, I told myself: òDamn! Why do I meet that false Mother? And 

what effect  does she have on me? ó  

Then, all of a sudden, like an idiot or like a simpleton, there was 

somebody telling me: òLook, what was happening all morning?ó  

Well, all morning, here is what happened, which I did not at all 

link to that nasty woman, did I.  

Yes? 

All morning, it was , you know, sticky, muted insinuations in the 

background ñsuggestions and insinuations: òYou donõt have the right 

attitude; you are not as you should be; your aspiration is not 

pureéóñall morning, it was sticky -STICKY-STICKY-STICKY ! A glue of 

spiritual lies , with pretty appearances. And it was so sticky that I 

told myself: òBut really, am I not sincere? Am I not truthful?ó So I no 

longer daredé it was as if I no longer dared to aspire, as if I no 

longer dared toé do the work! I told myself: òYes, am I sincere? Am I 

truly honest? Do I really do what Sri Aurobindo wants?óñThat 

Pervert, you see how sneaky she is.  

And now I understand, for years and years I have had that 

suggestion: òDo you really do what Mother wants? Do you really do 

what Sri Aurobindo wants? ñDo you -do you -do youé And you are 
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not pure, and youéóñSHE IS THE ONE , THAT WHORE , who does that job, 

that dirty job. And who corrupts all the consciousnesses, who 

swallowed the whole Ashram.  

(silence) 

Ah! and you know, it is virtuous, golden: òAnd you are not 

surrendered, and you donõt do exactly what I would like you to do, or 

the way Sri Aurobindo would like; andéó Oh! It is OBNOXIOUS !  

It is a black obnoxious GLUE !  

So it makes you full of sins, full of dirt, full of nastiness, you tell 

yourself: òBut really, my intentions are good! But really, I am sincere, 

that is not possible!ó So there you are, struggling against yourself as 

if you were really a nasty fellow, full of bad intentions, full of 

impurities, full ofé  

Full of ambitioné  

Full of ambition, o f course.  

It is ambitioné  

Oh! The bloody  woman!  

And that is her work.  

Because it happened to me dozens of times, that sort ofé It comes 

like an insidious flood, you know, with all the spiritual appearances 

of spiritual virtue, of spiritual òdoing goodó, of spiritual òpurityó; it 

comes like that.  

Oh! 
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Oh! It is terrible.  

So you end up being bound hand and foot, you no longer dare to 

aspire, you tell yourself: òBut am I really not surrendered? Am I 

really sincere? Am I really honest? Am Ié?ó It is awful.  

She SWALLOWED  the whole Ashram like that, that whore.  

But, I donõt know, they are quite sure of their virtues.  

But they are quite sure of their virtues, of course! And Satprem is 

an Asura andé  

Yes, it is they who say so, donõt they.  

But she swallowed everybody! And they are all sure of their 

virtues: they defend òMotheró, the great òMotheró! And how many 

people does she reign over, that woman? ñshe is powerful.  

For more than ten years, constantly after Motherõs departure, I 

have been meeting that witho ut really knowing. Then that son of 

Mother who came and said that I had tampered with the tapes! òSo 

letõs see, what have I doneñwhat have I done?ó You end up telling 

yourself: but you are mad!  

The dirty thing , I unmasked  her this morning ñI unmasked  her, 

that whore!  Now I know her job.  

And she is clever.  

Very clever.  

And she is slimy, and sticky, and insidious.  

Well, I am happy to have answered her that. I told her: òYes, I 

donõt know whether Sri Aurobindo would recognise his old disciples.ó  
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Perfect!  

You see, this is what I answered her, as if I spoke to Mother, the 

true Mother, in a joking tone, but that told a truth: òYes, I donõt 

know whether Sri Aurobindo would recognise his old disciplesó. Then 

she had a start, her lips pinched, with strong annoyan ceñyou know, 

the power Mother has, she is strong.  

Yes. 

And I woke up saying: Thatõs it, Mother is upset.  

But which Mother is upset, huh?  

Which òMotheró became angry?  

Then this morning, all morning, that invasion, it was truly sticky 

like a poultice, yo u know, of glueé  

Yes. 

é where you find yourself all nasty, all black, all unclean, allé 

Oh! Full of falseness.  

Yes. 

It is awful.  

That world is full of sins, as one says, no?  

Oh! It is appalling.  

Well, here is what she does, that woman. That is her wor k.  

The most surprising is that I did not link all that happened in the 

morning to what I saw last night. Simply, once again ñas it has 
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happened dozens of times in the almost twelve years now since 

Mother has left. I know that wave well, which comes andé I tell 

myself: Well, I am not sincere enough, not honest enough, not 

transparent enough, noté and in the end, I end up being so 

strangled by that thaté One is strangled!  

So in the forest, when I went for a walk earlier, all of a sudden, I 

told myself: òWhat effect does she have on me, that woman, that false 

Mother, what effect does she have?ó (laughing)  So, like a simpleton, 

suddenly, somebody told me: òWell, what happened all morning??ó 

(Sujata laughs)  Then I opened my eyes wide and I understood. I told 

mys elf: Well, there it is! Yes, all that happened this morning ñand it 

was that nasty womanõs work during the night. She had stuck, glued 

meñand it was well done.  

She is the Mother of virtuous criticisms.  

Oh! And clever.  

In the forest, earlier, I was flabberg asted when I discovered this. 

Because I thought again, I told myself: òReally, what effect does she 

have on me? Why do I meet her? What effect does she have on me?ó 

And then, I opened my eyes wide when I was told: òWell, look, what 

has happened this mornin g?ó I had not linked the two things, you 

understand.  

Yes. 

So my emotion, or my anger, if I may say so, is because it has 

lasted for twelve years!  I have been meeting that for twelve years!  

And for the first time, I put my finger on the false Mother. She is 

the one, she is the one who does that job. She comes during the 
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night with all Motherõs appearances, she kindly pastes that in your 

consciousness and thatõs it: the day after, òby chanceóé You donõt 

link things because you donõt remember the meeting, or you donõt 

remember exactly what happened ñthe day after, you are full of that 

glue. And you struggle like a thief against yourself.  

(silence) 

So as a result, I feel angry because I have been struggling with 

that for twelve years without being able to put my finger on that false 

Mother! I took that for criticisms of my own consciousness, or at 

best, I said: òWell, they are suggestions from people from the 

Ashram, or what?ó One always blames oneself, you understand. My 

difficulty is that I always blame mysel f. I am always doubting my own 

honesty, I am in a way so scrupulous that I am always ready to 

listen: letõs see, is it not exactly that?  

Well, she does an ugly work ñclever, sneaky, pernicious.  

(silence) 

Then I noticed that often during those years, my re action following 

that type of invasion, without knowing, was a kind ofé the word is 

perhaps strong, but like a revolt against Mother. I used to tell myself: 

òBut really, why? Why iséó You understand?  

Yes. 

That impostor of Mother wants also to try to creat e a revolt against 

Mother.  

Against Mother, yes.  
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Because, really, Mother does not act like this. Mother never 

acts like this.  

Of course! But it is so cleverly done, it is so clever! It is so clever.  

This time, I unmasked her.  

From now on, I will know w here it comes from. (Sujata laughs)  Oh! 

Lordé 

Thatõs it, my Douce. 

But it is not the òevil personaó which Sri Aurobindo spoke 

of?8 

No, I think that it is really a false Mother.  

It is the false Mother.  

It is the one who wants, precisely, to corrupt everyth ingñcorrupt 

everything. And make the beautiful, virtuous, spiritual religion: òWe 

are surrendered to Mother and Sri Aurobindo; we  are following 

whatéó  

Yes. 

They are the religious of Mother and Sri Aurobindo. The others, 

precisely like me, are people full of bad intentions, not sincere, not 

transparent, dishonest, ambitious ñwell, they are almost Asuras, if 

not Asuras! Thatõs it. And this is sowed, spread in consciousnesses.  

Oh yes! And how!  

                                       

8 In a letter addressed to Mother, dated December 31,  1915.  
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Many a consciousness is swallowed by that.  

But that you could see  (of course it took twelve years), but 

that you finally understood is alreadyé  

Ah yes! I assure you, now I understand!  

But it means that her time is perhapsé  

Oh my Douce, there are thousands of ears all ready to listen to 

her.  

Yes. But I mean that it h as been a great hindrance for the 

work.  

Ah! for me it has beené  

òA hindranceó: in a certain way, if you wish, everything works for 

the Divine. So she forces you to really put a knife there, to see 

whether you are sincere or not.  

Yes. 

But it has such a s ubtle art to bind and to glue you ñyou are as if 

strangled. So you no longer dare! You no longer dare to aspire, you 

tell yourself: Letõs see, is it reallyé?ñShe glues! She sticks, she 

binds.   

The result, in the end, if I had listened to that  voice, after M otherõs 

departure: but I would have given the Agenda  to the Ashram people! 

I would have listened to all their words!  
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Yes. And Mother would have remained with a twisted back. 9 

She is clever.  

It is the Great spiritual Virtue: òOh! Buté It is the great surrender 

to the Divine, huh, beware, you are a small rebeléó  

Well. That woman, she should not come back and see me, 

becauseé I will give her a piece of my mind.  

* 

(A few remarks from Sri Aurobindo about the Asuras:)  

 

1) The Asuras are really the dark side o f the mental, 

or more strictly, of the vital mind plane. This mind is the 

very field of the Asuras. Their main characteristic is 

egoistic strength and struggle, which refuse the higher 

law. The Asura has self -control, tapas  and intelligence, 

but all that f or the sake of his ego.  

2) Yes, some kinds of Asuras are very religious, very 

fanatical about their religion, very strict about rules of 

ethical conduct... There are others who use spiritual 

ideas without believing in them to give them a perverted 

twist an d delude the sadhak [disciple].  

Letters on Yoga  

3) There are Asuric forces that are very calm. Do you 

think that the Asura is a fool? Sometimes, Tapasya  is 

his chief weapon...  

Doing good to humanity is one of the favourite  

weapons of the Asura. Of course, he seeks to do it in his 

                                       

9 Allusion to my vision of April 2, 1976.  
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own Asuric way. The Asuric maya can take up any garb: 

even the pursuit of an ideal or sacrifice for some 

principle!  

Evening Talks  (15.9.1925)  

 

March 16, 1985  

One has such a thirst  for everything to be unmasked, TRUE , as it 

isñDivi ne.  

* 

It is a kind of physical impossibility, overcome second by second ñ

it is like a supreme Grace and a supreme Peril, together. And from 

second to second.  

* 

If only this body knew where it is taken, but it does not know and 

this is what makes the cellu lar sensation of an extreme peril.  

It clings to the Supreme and it closes its eyes.  

If a human body had already gone through this, it would be easier. 

One would have reference points.  

It is that complete  unknown which is somewhat terrible.  

It is like g oing into the non -existent.  

Bodies always go into something that exists , even into death they 

go into something that exists, but here, one goes intoé nothing, 

which is not death, which is not life, which is one does not know 

what. It is that physical, cel lular òone does not know wható that is 

difficult. It is that, that sort of òimpossibilityó which is as if overcome 

second by second.  
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* 

There is always a base of racial, genetic, animal knowledge that 

presides invisibly over the existence of all the bodies , and here it is 

as if that òbaseó no longer existed.  

It is truly a kind of evolutionary leap, like the passage from Matter 

to Life, but at present it is another passage. There has not been 

anything similar since the little blue algae of the Precambrian. It is 

neither an improvement nor even a mutation in the midst of a known 

Lifeñit is something else.  It is an unknown, completely unknown 

type of life.  

Men would understand me if a second pair of arms, a third eye or 

a new bronchial  system suddenly grew ou t of me ñbut here, there is 

nothing to see! It is another system.  

With their visual organ, they would only be able to see a way of 

being of the old life, linked to the mode of being of the old life.  

The Armorican rock could see nothing of the little blue algae.  

(Although the atoms  of the Armorican rock could, perhaps, 

recognise the atoms  of the little blue algaeé? It is perhaps at the 

atomic level that the continuity occurs.)  

The òboileró is perhaps the perception of the general atomic 

environment?  

* 

Afternoon  

May the body give you that proof of love: a complete self -giving, 

down to the last atom, and one lets oneself sink to the bottom of the 

Boiler, more and more, more and more, in a COMPLETE  surrender.  

That is the fact.   
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* 

How long will the body be ab le to last in that state?  

* 

Evening  

Sujataõs little drawing made me visualise what the new being could 

beñthe divine child. It is the first time.  

Then the Earth would change.  

A process that others could follow.  

A miracle with a process (!)  

 

March 17,  1985  

Yesterday, at one point during the òoperationó, I told myself deeply: 

a sort of boldness of love is needed.  

I think I understand better.  

Probably, there must be a moment when you have to forget that 

you òknow how to liveó.  

Something much deeper th an òamnesiaó. 

There must be a very deep cataclysm in the being.  

I have the impression that I come near, or that I am made to come 

near that òcataclysmic pointó.  

The amnesiac is supposed to forget everything, but there is a 

phantom of the being that conti nues behind.  

It would perhaps be the opposite! All the òrealó phantoms of our 

old way of being and knowledge of being would crumble, leaving only 

the divine essence.  
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The state of a child, but without human atavism or human 

memory behind.  

That is, aé strange transition.  

Perhaps that very powerful sensation of òdisintegrationó first 

concerns this centre of the òselfó in its billions of cellular 

ramifications?  

To sink to the bottom of the Boiler is to sink into Mother ñonly this 

centre remainsé and in Godõs hands!  

One must be ready for anything.   

* 

Actually, I know utterly nothing: I take Motherõs hands on the 

other side of the tomb and I let happen what happens.  

Above all, one must know how to be SIMPLE . 

I remember so much and so often from Mother: òThe Lord is not a 

pontiff.ó For me, it is like a key.  

* 

Afternoon  

Everything is so incomprehensible andé  

* 

Evening  

One has the impression of only talking nonsense and of applying 

words or speculations to a phenomenon that is as incomprehensible 

as the bird i s for the seahorse. I should remain silent. All one can do 

is to undergo, give oneself. And if something occurs, weõll see! By the 

way, the seahorse cannot even see the bird ñand how could a bird 

come out of the belly of a seahorse!  
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Although sometimes, I t ell myself that Mother could come out of 

the tomb through the lotus of my hearté  

 

March 18, 1985  

YOU ARE. 

* 

Something unimaginable and tremendously SIMPLE .  

* 

It changes the whole òissueó of the transformation. 

* 

When the òthermodynamicsó become quite impossible and 

problematicé YOU ARE . 

And it is no longer impossible and no longer problematic.  

The òissueó is the issue of Falsehood. 

The issue is on this side of the tomb.  

* 

Afternoon  

It is as if you were perpetually disintegrating at a crazy 

temperature,  and it does not disintegrate, like a miracle from second 

to second. And it goes on and on.  

You donõt know if it is torture or divine miracle.  

To You, to You, to You  

For You, for You, for You  

It is You, it is You, it is Youé  
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March 20, 1985  

Last nigh t, with an intensity that woke me up, I told Mother: òIf I 

had to leave the stage of this world, I would like to go on walking 

with youé because I love You.ó There has been a golden light and I 

woke up.  

* 

I am ready to live, I am ready to die, I am ready to disintegrate, I 

am ready to transform myself ñI am ready for what They want 

provided it is what They want and this Earth is changed.  

* 

Evening  

There is something in my body that feels and says: It is so awful! 

And at the same time , there is something th at feels and says: It so 

marvellous!  

There is something that very concretely feels: it disintegrates, and 

at the same time there is something that feels: Mother emerges.  

And it goes on from second to second.  

And something childish feels that body like t he tomb in which they 

imprisoned her and prays so fervently for her to come out of the 

tomb. And if it is shattered, it does not matter as long as She comes 

out and the Divine reign is established.  

The miracle is that it is not shattered, buté  

What do we  know?  

* 

One very well sees how it can disintegrate, but one does not see at 
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all how it can transform itselfé  

(In cerebral matter, the òboileró is very convincing.)  

 

March 22, 1985  

It is not something that must die to become something else, it is 

not t hat substance that must burst to change into another 

substance ñit is YOURSELF  whoé òbecomesó YOURSELF . The reversal is 

that moment of YOURSELF . The transformation is this YOURSELF  which 

is HERE.  

I have spent ñthis body has spent the whole afternoon on the 

point of death, for one hour and forty -five minutes, until it perceived 

that IT IS YOUR SELF.  

The sensation of death is that passage from the old animal to that 

YOURSELF.  

* 

Evening  

The body already ònoticedó that several times, but it is as if it had 

to b e discovered each time. It is not òacquiredó, it has to be 

discovered each time.  Like a breath to take each time. It is not a 

mental discovery, it is a cellular phenomenon ñit is òdiscoveredó at 

that level. A sort of òcellular breathingó.  

It is not to be i nvented: it is done or not.  

But during each second of that one hour and forty -five minutes, 

the body has been offering its life to the Supreme and to Mother as to 

the death, untilé it is YOURSELF . And this YOURSELF  sprang from the 
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bottom . Simply.  

When I say that it òhas been offering its lifeó, it means that it was 

dying , until thisé it is YOURSELF.  

Death is (was) the passage to that.  

* 

Vision  

Last night, I saw something. I was in a completely dark place 

when, all of a sudden, I saw hundreds or thousand s of red lights 

turn on, exactly like the rear lights of a car, but of thousands of cars, 

and of that colour and dimension (it was round). It was very sudden 

and surprising.  

Like a night that lights up.  

I have the impression that it is the translation òin pictureó of the 

Phenomenon.  

It is death which all of a sudden lights up.  

 

March 23, 1985  

That is the key!  

I experimentally arrived at a fabulous conclusion: all the physical 

sensations of the body, even the most òconvincingó, even the most 

òboilingó or the most òburstingó are sensations created by Death . And 

the body is learning how to feel only  the Divine sensation.  

It is You, it is You, it is YOURSELF .  

Then the tremendous Power flows unhindered  through matter .  

Then you are like a child carried aw ay by the tremendous Current.  
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You arrive at the fabulous door.  

It is like the limit of a world that has been crossed.  

Buté it becomes so FORMIDABLE ! 

You sink into that.  

It is like a supreme Grace in action.  

It is the  key.  

Only the divine sensation.  

* 

Yes, it is like the barrier  of Death that has been crossed.  

 

March 24, 1985  

That is, you spend your time beyond the known physiological 

limits of the possible. Obviously, it is the old òpossibleó, and now you 

go towards the new possible (which, natural ly, seems quite 

impossible!). It is that journey into the New Possible which is 

difficult. A kind of physiological, cellular consecration is needed, 

which looks sometimes like heroism or like a supreme prayer ñor like 

love.  

* 

And in Godõs hands.  

 

March 2 7, 1985  

All the rest crumbles.  

There is You.  
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March 28, 1985  

It is so difficult and dangerously miraculous.  

One has to abandon everything -everything -everything.  

One has the impression that it hangs on a breath and one must 

even be able to give up that  breath ñas if one had to go further than 

the end.  

* 

I could be told that everything is in fusion and in fever, I could be 

told that everything will disintegrate, I could be told that I am quite 

simply going to die, I could be told that Mother is going to emerge 

through that melting ñI could be told everything and everything is 

possible at each second and it is terribly unknown, miraculously 

unknown.   

And there is that prayer: May She come out of that tomb! May She 

come out of that tomb!  

That tomb seems an abominable Falsehood where we have 

imprisoned Her.  

So I tell myself: If one bit of matter could be entirely pure, it could 

undo that evil spell.  

That is what the body feels.  

And it CRIES OUT . 

* 

One will never know the ease of having a model who could te ll you 

or show you: Here, this is how one becomes a sea lion or a penguin 

(!)  
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This is how one becomesé what?  

* 

A dauntless purity is needed.  

Or an utterly complete love.  

* 

All links are dangerous.  

* 

I am wondering whether this intensity of fire which comes out of 

the body does not form  something?  

The unknown adds an intensity.  

* 

Evening  

Undoubtedly, it is a kind of burning disintegration, and yet one is 

not disintegrated! (up to now).  

So what is happening??  

* 

And the body knows the practical secret  that ensures that it ògoes 

throughó or òit happensó with a kind of simplicity, but it does not 

always reach the point  of the effective Secret. So it makesé difficult 

òintervalsó which seem very dangerous.  

 

March 29, 1985  

Now I KNOW ! The body KNOWS!  

All  the laws of Matter are a Lie. All the laws of the bodies are a 

misleading fabrication of the Subconscient. Everything  is FALSE ! 
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There is YOUR Law.  

There is this other Sun.  

There is a true Matter.  

There is the divine Sensation which annuls, dissolves, òunrealisesó 

that millennial Falsehood.  

òDisintegrationó is the disintegration of the scientific and atavistic, 

material Subconsci entñtorn to shreds!  

There is THAT.  

There is what That wants.  

There is That Law.  

There is the divine Matter where all that vain nightmare of the 

dead is no more.  

We are on the Threshold of the New.  

* 

For one hour and forty -five minutes this afternoon, I have sunk to 

the deep bottom of that Boiler, down to the depths of òdeathó, to the 

depths of the òimpossibleó, to the depths of OFFERINGñand I KNEW . 

The body KNEW .  

It is the New Matter, free from its millennial Falsehood, from its 

millennial Pain, its millennial helplessness, from its old Death which 

seemed inexorable.  

Science, Science, the ABOMINABLE Falsehood of Science.  

* 

It was on March 29 (1914) that Mother met Sri Aurobindo for the 

first time. In her Diary, She noted down, òHe whom we saw yesterday 

(March 29) is on earth; his presence is enough to prove that a day 

will come when darkness shall be transformed into light, when Thy 

reign shall be indeed established upon earth.ó It was 71 years agoé  
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* 

Evening  

Vision  

Last night, I saw something that I understand only now, after this 

afternoonõs òoperationó. These are very accurate and humorous 

visions of the òNew Consciousnessó.  

Suddenly, I saw a huge abscess on my knee ñit was as big as the 

egg of a duck (I had such abscesses in the concentration camps, 

twice on my knees and once on my arm ñwe had to shovel and fill 

lorries, and walking was torture, and above all I should not show 

anything ñhow I did not die, I really donõt know!) Now, knees are the 

centre of the physical Subconscient. I looked at that abscess, then 

Sanyal, Motherõs doctor, came and that abscess had to be òopenedó 

with a lancet. I told myself: It is going to hur t a lot. Then, I donõt 

know how, I did not notice anything, I hardly felt a scratch andé the 

abscess had disappeared! That is what surprised me: almost without 

my noticing it and I donõt know how, what was there had 

disappeared!  

It is going to hurt a lot , andé pff! disappeared as if nothing 

happened!  

But it is all the Falsehood of the body that burst and the old 

atavistic abscessé pulverised ! does not  exist.  

There is a type of Matter where that does not  exist.  

All the: òThis, you cannot; this is mortal; this is an illness, cancer! 

This is impossibleéó That entire pustular jumble, explodedñthe 

BARRIER  of the Species. The òit is the lawó. 
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Well, there is another Law.  

It is the Law of the second life which conforms to another Sun.  

* 

Thinking of my abscesse s in the concentration camps, I marvel (in 

retrospect) at the Divine Grace and I tell myself that luckily there are 

holes in òmedical wisdomó. 

As for their deoxyribonucleic wisdom (hmm!), it is like railway 

tracks, it only functions when you take the train .  

They want their Prison to be absolutely impenetrable.  

There is an òI donõt know howó that changes everything.  

In truth, when you òknow howó, you are already a prisoner.  

* 

If I were told that God was a sailor before being God, I would not 

be surprised ñGod, how free and capricious!  

 

March 30, 1985  

I hardly slept last night and everything became disorganised in the 

body, simultaneously but as in different areas: teeth, head, nerves in 

the neck, back, digestioné as if there were a revolt in the ancient 

System (!) Then, this morning, I felt a disorganisation in all the little 

facts and acts of the material life. I told myself: òThere is a fury.ó All 

the small forces that govern the material life in a rageé Around 

noon, when I came out of the òoperationó, òtheyó had lit a fire on the 

hill of eucalyptus trees below our house. One of the areas of fire 

climbed up to the terrace of the garden, 25 meters away from the 

house.  
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There is a point where the negative begins to become very positive 

(!)  

A rage in the f orces that govern the material lifeé  

Therefore we are progressing.  

I cannot take that fire as òchanceó or a òcoincidenceó.  

What do Mother and Sri Aurobindo want?  

Now, the assault is very close all around the house. They burn and 

destroy all the forests , then put up huts for the babies (and the rest). 

We are surrounded.  

* 

But that Marvel of òthere is Youó in the whole-whole bodyé An 

Adoration.  

And one feels: the Time is near.  

 

March 31, 1985  

There is one thing that makes me somewhat puzzled (and brui sed), 

it is not only that disorganisation in my body, but a sort of 

demolition: the least wrong move damages the nerves, twists the 

muscles, etc. People would say it is òageó (as for Mother), but I donõt 

believe in it and my body has seen worse. But that e xtreme physical 

fragilityé So I donõt understand: there is that Power, so tremendous, 

there is that call, that intensity of fire in the body, that ADHERENCE  to 

the New Sun (as òboilingó as it can be), how is it that this whole old 

system becomes disorganis ed? This òold systemó is made of cells 

which aspire so intensely, and that Power, so tremendous, 

penetrates and soaks  my body  and not my òspiritóé So how is it?... 
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Of course, I am not expecting this New Power to make one young, 

beautiful and muscular in th e old manner, but is there no 

connection, no link between the old system and the New Power?  

I again find all the questions of Mother.  

Is that old system unfit, unable and should it give way to another 

movement, to a new matter or to a new organisation of  Matter ñbut 

how? òGive wayó is very good, but how? By which transition and 

which process? What is the link  between the two states?  

I remember, one day, a reflection of Mother struck me deeply, even 

disturbed me; she said: òI wonder whether what we call Matter is 

precisely not the  false appearance .ó10  (I quote from memory).  

A new unknown organisation of Matter? (But it is precisely that 

which we call òtransformationó without knowing very well what it isñ

and how to do that without making all those atoms boil?  An atomic 

candle!)  

But my question remains: Is that old system, made of cells as it is, 

utterly unfit or unable to adapt itself?  

I can also tell myself that the Subconscient of the body (the purely 

physical Subconscient) is not yet truly pure and must g o through the 

òboileró for a longer timeé  

* 

All those bacteria and staphylococci are full of Falsehood!  

So? 

Our body is built on a constant necrophagia! It eats and is eaten.  

* 

There is a letter from Sri Aurobindo (a rare letter about physical 

                                       

10 Motherõs Agenda 5, March 25, 1964.  
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transform ation) which remained very present in my memory. He says 

this:  

The subtle process will be more powerful than the 

gross, so that a subtle action of Agni will be able to do 

the action which would now need a physical change 

such as increased temperature.  

 (Letters on Yoga)  

That is the boiler.  

So, letõs hope.  

(Letõs wait and boil!)  

 

Night from March 31 to April 1, 1985  

Vision  

(Briefly noted in my bits of vision, but I still remember it very 

precisely.)  

I was or I lived in a kind of blockhouse made of gre y-brown 

concrete (like the old German bunkers which had seen better times) 

and I did not find that very pretty. So I went in search ofé columns 

of pink stucco! To improve the aesthetics of the blockhouse! (I 

thought of placing them on each side of the entr ance of the 

blockhouse!) I was going to a lot of trouble to find those columns, put 

them in a lorry and bring them òhomeó when, suddenly, I heard the 

sound of a bell and òmy motherõsó voice as if coming from a ògarageó 

or from a workshop (somewhat like the  one here), saying, in a firm 

but simple tone: òYou are late, you keep the baby waiting.ó Thatõs all.  




