Legend of the Night Flower
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MYSTIC VERSE AND INS IGHTS
THE LEGEND OF THE NI GHT FLOWER

A Tradition of the Steppes

A

T THE VERY BEGINNING OF THE CREATION of the World, and long before the

sin which became the downfall of Eve, a fresh green shrub spread its broad
leaves on the banks of a rivulet. The sun, still young at that time and tired of
its initial efforts, was setting slowly, and drawing its veils of mists around him, enveloped the earth in deep and dark shadows. Then a modest flower blossomed forth
upon a branch of the shrub. She had neither the fresh beauty of the rose, nor the
superb and majestic pride of the beautiful lily. Humble and modest, she opened her
petals and cast an anxious glance on the world of the great Buddha. All was cold and
dark about her! Her companions slept all around bent on their flexible stems; her
comrades, daughters of the same shrub, turned away from her look; the moths,
winged lovers of the flowers, rested but for a moment on her breast, but soon flew
away to more beautiful ones. A large beetle almost cut her in two as it climbed without ceremony over her, in search for nocturnal quarters. And the poor flower, frightened by its isolation and its loneliness in the midst of this indifferent crowd, hung its
head mournfully and shed a bitter dewdrop for a tear. But lo, a little star was kindled
in the sombre sky. Its brilliant rays, quick and tender, pierced the waves of gloom.
Suddenly the orphaned flower felt vivified and refreshed as by some beneficent dew.
Fully restored, she lifted her face and saw the friendly star. She received its rays into
her breast, quivering with love and gratitude. They had brought about her rebirth
into a new life.
Dawn with its rosy smile gradually dispelled the darkness, and the star was submerged in an ocean of light which streamed forth from the star of day. Thousands of
flowers hailed it their paramour, bathing greedily in his golden rays. These he shed
also on the little flower; the great star deigned to cover her too with its flaming kisses. But full of the memory of the evening star, and of its silvery twinkling, the flower
responded but coldly to the demonstrations of the haughty sun. She still saw before
her mind’s eye the soft and affectionate glow of the star; she still felt in her heart the
beneficent dewdrop, and turning away from the blinding rays of the sun, she closed
her petals and went to sleep nestled in the thick foliage of the parent-shrub. From
that time on, day became night for the lowly flower, and night became day. As soon
as the sun rises and engulfs heaven and earth in its golden rays, the flower becomes
invisible; but hardly does the sun set, and the star, piercing a corner of the dark
horizon, makes its appearance, than the flower hails it with joy, plays with its silvery
rays, and absorbs with long breaths its mellow glow.
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A woman’s love, loyalty, and gratitude will always belong to one
lone star.
Such is the heart of many a woman. The first gracious word, the first affectionate caress, falling on her aching heart, takes root there deeply. Profoundly moved by a
friendly word, she remains indifferent to the passionate demonstrations of the whole
universe. The first may not differ from many others; it may be lost among thousands
of other stars similar to that one, yet the heart of woman knows where to find him,
near by or far away; she will follow with love and interest his humble course, and will
send her blessings on his journey. She may greet the haughty sun, and admire its
1
glory, but, loyal and grateful, her love will always belong to one lone star.

Only through her humble, evening star can she be truly happy.
[The] woman finds her happiness in the acquisition of supernatural powers — [car2
nal] love is a vile dream, a nightmare.

1

Blavatsky Collected Writings, (LÉGEND SUR LA BELLE NUIT) I pp. 7-9; [English translation of the foregoing
French text. <Night-Flower is a> more descriptive name has been chosen for our flower, instead of the very unromantic names of Four-o’clock and Marvel-of-Peru, by which it <Mirabilis jalapa> is known. — Boris de Zirkoff.]
2

ibid., (H.P.B.’s SKETCHBOOK – p. 3) I p. 5; [English translation of the foregoing French text: “La femme trouve
son bonheur dans l’acquisition des pouvoirs surnaturels — l’amour c’est un vilain rêve, un cauchemar.”]
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