JIDDU KRISHNAMURTI

(http://www.kinfonet.org/)

"Friend, do not concern yourself with who I am; you will never know. I do not want you to accept anything I say. I do not want anything from any of you; I do not desire popularity; I do not want your flattery, your following. Because I am in love with life, I do not want anything. These questions are not of very great importance; what is of importance is the fact that you obey and allow your judgement to be perverted by authority. Your judgement, your mind, your affection, your life are being perverted by things which have no value, and herein lies sorrow."
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The extraordinary story of Krishnamurti, hailed early in life as the messiah for the twentieth century, is a tale of mysticism, sexual scandals, religious fervour and chicanery, out of which emerged one the most influential thinkers of modern times.
Krishnamurti was "discovered" as a young boy on a beach in India by members of the Theosophical Society who were convinced that they had found the new World Leader, a spiritual saviour who would be as historic and influential as the Buddha or Jesus. By the 1920's he was attracting worldwide press attention and idealists, spiritual adventurers, progressive politicians, intellectuals and romantics alike flocked to his talks in their thousands, eager to embrace a new Christ from the Orient.
Then in 1925 Krishnamurti experienced a mysterious spiritual awakening while en route to India from America. And in 1929, in a dramatic act of renunciation he bewildered his thousands of disciples by abandoning the Theosophical Society that had moulded him, setting out on a teaching mission of his own, as a secular philosopher of spirituality with no affiliation to sects or dogmas.
For more than sixty years Jiddu Krishnamurti traveled the world giving public talks and private interviews to millions of people of all ages and backgrounds, saying that only through a complete change in the hearts and minds of individuals can there come about a change in society and peace in the world. He was born in Mandanapalle, South India on May 12, 1895 and died on February 17, 1986 in Ojai, California, at the age of ninety. His talks, dialogues, journals and letters have been preserved in over seventy books and in hundreds of audio and video recordings.
A Krishnamurti Chronology
This chronology documents the places where Krishnamurti lived and spoke during his lifetime. It should be noted that he often spoke at one place more than once in a year. Hence place names are repeated.
Krishnamurti born May 12, 1895
Madanapalle, Andhra Pradesh, India 

1909 
Move to Chennai, India 

1911 
London, England 

1920
Paris, France 

1921
Varanasi, India 

1922
California, USA 

1923
Travel and speaking in USA 

1924
Travel and speaking in Holland and India 

1925
Los Angeles, CA, USA
Chennai, India 

1926 
Chennai, India 
Mumbai, India 
Varanasi, India 
Eerde, Holland 
San Francisco, CA, USA 
Los Angeles, CA, USA 

1927 
Hollywood, CA, USA 
London, England 
Paris, France 
Eerde, Holland 
Paris, France 
Chennai, India 
Madurai, India 
Vijayawada, India 
Bangalore, India 
Mumbai, India 

1928 
Calicut, India 
Varanasi, India 
Allahabad, India 
Calcutta, India 
Chennai, India 
Paris, France 
Eerde, Holland 
New York, NY, USA 
Ojai, CA, USA 
London, England 
Paris, France 
Eerde, Holland 
Paris, France 
Chennai, India 
Mumbai, India 
Varanasi, India 

1929 
Varanasi, India 
Chennai, India 
Eerde, Holland 
London, England 
New York, NY, USA 
Ojai, CA, USA 
Los Angeles, CA, USA 
Ojai, CA, USA 
Eerde, Holland 
Mumbai, India 
Varanasi, India 
Chennai, India 

1930 
Chennai, India 
Tiruchi, India 
Rajahmundry, India 
Chennai, India 
Trieste, Italy 
Eerde, Holland 
New York, NY, USA 
Boston, MA, USA 
Santa Barbara, CA, USA 
Los Angeles, CA, USA 
Ojai, CA, USA 
Laguna Beach, CA, USA 
Oakland, CA, USA 
San Francisco, CA, USA 
Seattle, WA, USA 
Philadelphia, PA, USA 
Eddington, PA, USA 
Ommen, Holland 
Eerde, Holland 
Strasbourg, Austria 
Geneva, Switzerland 
Montreux, Switzerland 

1931 
Eerde, Holland 
Hague, Holland 
London, England 
Edinburgh, Scotland 
Berlin, Germany 
Hamburg, Germany 
Frankfurt, Germany 
Vienna, Austria 
Eerde, Holland 
Ommen, Holland 

1932 
Ojai, CA, USA 
Hollywood, CA, USA 
Portland, OR, USA 
Seattle, WA, USA 
Victoria, B.C., Canada 
Vancouver, B.C., Canada 
Calgary, Alberta, Canada 
Auburndale, MA, USA 
Eddington, PA, USA 
Rochester, NY, USA 
Cleveland, OH, USA 
Chicago, IL, USA 
Minneapolis, MN, USA 
St. Paul, MN, USA 
Kansas City, MS, USA 
San Antonio, TX, USA 
Birmingham, AL, USA 
Atlanta, GA, USA 
Montreal, Canada 
Westmount, Quebec, Canada 
Toronto, Canada 
New York, NY, USA 
Paris, France 
Chennai, India 

1933 
Chennai, India 
Ahmedabad, India 
Karachi, Pakistan 
Lahore, Pakistan 
Allahabad, India 
Varanasi, India 
Kastri, Greece 
Athens, Greece 
Stresa, Italy 
Alpino, Italy 
Ommen, Holland 
Oslo, Norway 
Frognerseteren, Norway 
Varanasi, India 
Indore, India 
Sangli, India 
Bangalore, India 
Chennai, India 

1934 
Chennai, India 
Ernakulam, India 
Colombo, Sri Lanka 
Perth, Australia 
Adelaide, Australia 
Melbourne, Australia 
Sydney, Australia 
Auckland, New Zealand 
Ojai, CA, USA 

1935 
Los Angeles, CA, USA 
Chicago, IL, USA 
New York, NY, USA 
Rio de Janiero, Brazil 
Sao Paulo, Brazil 
Nichteroy, Brazil 
Montevideo, Uruguay 
Buenos Aires, Argentina 
Rosario, Argentina 
La Plata, Argentina 
Mendoza, Argentina 
Santiago, Chile 
Valparaiso, Chile 
Mexico City, Mexico 

1936 
Ojai, CA, USA 
New York, NY, USA 
Eddington, PA, USA 
Ommen, Holland 
Chennai, India 

1937 
Mumbai, India 
Florence, Italy 
Ommen, Holland 

1938 
Ommen, Holland 
Mumbai, India 
Karachi, Pakistan 
Lahore, Pakistan 
New Delhi, India 
Varanasi, India 

1939 
Varanasi, India 
Nagpur, India 
Calcutta, India 
Vizag, India 
Chennai, India 
Rishi Valley, India 
Madanapalle, India 
Varanasi, India 
Calicut, India 
Tiruchi, India 
Colombo, Sri Lanka 
Adelaide, Australia 
Newport, Australia 
Melbourne, Australia 
Auckland, New Zealand 
Wellington, New Zealand 

1940 
Ojai, CA, USA 
Eddington, PA, USA 

1941-1946 
Lived in Ojai, CA, USA 

1947 
Ojai, CA, USA 
Chennai, India 

1948 
Mumbai, India 
Chennai, India 
Bangalore, India 
Pune, India 
New Delhi, India 

1949 
Varanasi, India 
Ojai, CA, USA 
London, England 
Rajahmundry, India 
Chennai, India 
Colombo, Sri Lanka 

1950 
Colombo, Sri Lanka 
Chennai, India 
Mumbai, India 
Paris, France 
New York, NY, USA 
Seattle, WA, USA 

1952 
Chennai, India 
Mumbai, India 
London, England 
Ojai, CA, USA 
Rishi Valley, India 
Varanasi, India 

1953 
Pune, India 
Mumbai, India 
London, England 
Ojai, CA, USA 
Florence, Italy 
Chennai, India 

1954 
Varanasi, India 
Mumbai, India 
Ekali, Greece 
New York, NY, USA 
Ojai, CA, USA 
Rishi Valley, India 
Chennai, India 
Varanasi, India 

1955 
Varanasi, India 
Mumbai, India 
Amsterdam, Holland 
London, England 
Ojai, CA, USA 
Sydney, Australia 
Varanasi, India 

1956 
Chennai, India 
Rishi Valley, India 
Madanapalle, India 
Mumbai, India 
Stockholm, Sweden 
Brussels, Belgium 
Hamburg, Germany 
Athens, Greece 
New Delhi, India 
Varanasi, India 
Rishi Valley, India 
Chennai, India 

1957 
Colombo, Sri Lanka 
Mumbai, India 

1958 
Pune, India 
Chennai, India 
Mumbai, India 

1959 
Varanasi, India 
New Delhi, India 
Chennai, India 
Mumbai, India 

1960 
Mumbai, India 
Varanasi, India 
New Delhi, India 
Ojai, CA, USA 
Chennai, India 
Varanasi, India 

1961 
New Delhi, India 
Rishi Valley, India 
Mumbai, India 
London, England 
Saanen, Switzerland 
Paris, France 
Rishi Valley, India 
Chennai, India 
Varanasi, India 

1962 
Varanasi, India 
New Delhi, India 
Mumbai, India 
London, England 
Saanen, Switzerland 

1963 
London, England 
Saanen, Switzerland 
New Delhi, India 
Varanasi, India 
Rishi Valley, India 

1964 
Rishi Valley, India 
Chennai, India 
Mumbai, India 
Rome, Italy 
London, England 
Paris, France 
Saanen, Switzerland 
New Delhi, India 
Varanasi, India 
Chennai, India 

1965 
Chennai, India 
Rishi Valley, India 
Mumbai, India 
Rome, Italy 
London, England 
Paris, France 
Saanen, Switzerland 
Rome, Italy 
New Delhi, India 
Varanasi, India 
Chennai, India 

1966 
Chennai, India 
Rishi Valley, India 
Mumbai, India 
Rome, Italy 
London, England 
Paris, France 
Saanen, Switzerland 
New York, NY, USA 
Ojai, CA, USA 
New Delhi, India 

1967 
Varanasi, India 
Chennai, India 
Rishi Valley, India 
Mumbai, India 
Rome, Italy 
Paris, France 
Amsterdam, Holland 
Saanen, Switzerland 
London, England 
Rome, Italy 
Rishi Valley, India 
New Delhi, India 
Varanasi, India 
Chennai, India 

1968 
Chennai, India 
Mumbai, India 
Rome, Italy 
Paris, France 
Amsterdam, Holland 
Saanen, Switzerland 
Morcelo Rio Piedras, Puerto Rico 
New York, NY, USA 
Waltham, MA, USA 
Claremont, CA, USA 
Malibu, CA, USA 

1969 
Malibu, CA, USA 
Berkeley, CA, USA 
Sausalito, CA, US 
Stanford, CA, USA 
Santa Cruz, CA, USA 
London, England 
Paris, France 
Amsterdam, Holland 
Brockwood Park, England 
Schoenried, Switzerland 
Saanen, Switzerland 
Rome, Italy 
New Delhi, India 
Varanasi, India 
Mumbai, India 
Chennai, India 

1970 
Chennai, India 
Rishi Valley, India 
Brockwood Park, England 
Malibu, CA, USA 
Los Angeles, CA, USA 
Santa Monica, CA, USA 
Ojai, CA, USA 
San Diego, CA, USA 
Brockwood Park, England 
London, England 
Saanen, Switzerland 
Brockwood Park, England 
Perugia, Italy 
Rome, Italy 
Florence, Italy 
Sydney, Australia 
New Delhi, India 

1971 
Chennai, India 
Rishi Valley, India 
Bangalore, India 
Mumbai, India 
Santa Monica, CA, USA 
Los Angeles, CA, USA 
Malibu, CA, USA 
New York, NY, USA 
Brockwood Park, England 
Amsterdam, Holland 
Saanen, Switzerland 
Brockwood Park, England 
Rome, Italy 

1972 
Ojai, CA, USA 
Malibu, CA, USA 
San Diego, CA, USA 
Santa Monica, CA, USA 
New York, NY, USA 
Brockwood Park, England 
Saanen, Switzerland 
Brockwood Park, England 
Rome, Italy 
New Delhi, India 
Varanasi, India 
Chennai, India 
Rishi Valley, India 

1973 
Rishi Valley, India 
Bangalore, India 
Mumbai, India 
Brockwood Park, England 
San Francisco, CA, USA 
Ojai, CA, USA 
Brockwood Park, England 
Saanen, Switzerland 
Brockwood Park, England 
Rome, Italy 
Rishi Valley, India 
New Delhi, India 
Chennai, India 

1974 
Bangalore, India 
Mumbai, India 
Brockwood Park, England 
San Diego, CA, USA 
Malibu, CA, USA 
Santa Monica, CA, USA 
Ojai, CA, USA 
New York, NY, USA 
Brockwood Park, England 
Saanen, Switzerland 
Brockwood Park, England 
Varanasi, India 
Chennai, India 
Rishi Valley, India 

1975 
Rishi Valley, India 
Bangalore, India 
Mumbai, India 
San Francisco, CA, USA 
Ojai, CA, USA 
Malibu, CA, USA 
New York, NY, USA 
Brockwood Park, England 
Saanen, Switzerland 
Brockwood Park, England 
Ojai, CA, USA 

1976 
Ojai, CA, USA 
New York, NY, USA 
Brockwood Park, England 
Saanen, Switzerland 
Brockwood Park, England 
Chennai, India 
Varanasi, India 
Rishi Valley, India 
Chennai, India 


1977 
Mumbai, India 
Brockwood Park, England 
Ojai, CA, USA 
New York, NY, USA 
Saanen, Switzerland 
Brockwood Park, England 
Mumbai, India 
Rishi Valley, India 
Chennai, India 

1978 
Chennai, India 
Mumbai, India 
Brockwood Park, England 
Ojai, CA, USA 
Wolf Lake, Vancouver, Canada 
Brockwood Park, England 
Saanen, Switzerland 
Brockwood Park, England 
Varanasi, India 
Rishi Valley, India 
Chennai, India 

1979 
Chennai, India 
Mumbai, India 
Ojai, CA, USA 
Brockwood Park, England 
Saanen, Switzerland 
Brockwood Park, England 
Rishi Valley, India 
Chennai, India 

1980 
Chennai, India 
Mumbai, India 
Ojai, CA, USA 
Wolf Lake, Vancouver, Canada 
Brockwood Park, England 
Saanen, Switzerland 
Brockwood Park, England 
Chennai, India 
Colombo, Sri Lanka 
Rishi Valley, India 
Chennai, India 

1981 
Chennai, India 
Mumbai, India 
Los Angeles, USA 
Ojai, CA, USA 
Brockwood Park, England 
Saanen, Switzerland 
Brockwood Park, England 
Amsterdam, Holland 
New Delhi, India 
Varanasi, India 
Rishi Valley, India 
Chennai, India 

1982 
Chennai, India 
Mumbai, India 
Brockwood Park, England 
New York, NY, USA 
Ojai, CA, USA 
London, England 
Brockwood Park, England 
Saanen, Switzerland 
Brockwood Park, England 
New Delhi, India 
Varanasi, India 
Calcutta, India 
Rishi Valley, India 
Chennai, India 

1983 
Chennai, India 
Mumbai, India 
Ojai, CA, USA 
New York, NY, USA 
Ojai, CA, USA 
Los Angeles, CA, USA 
San Francisco, CA, USA 
Ojai, CA, USA 
Brockwood Park, England 
Saanen, Switzerland 
Brockwood Park, England 
New Delhi, India 
Rishi Valley, India 
Chennai, India 

1984 
Chennai, India 
Mumbai, India 
Brockwood Park, England 
Ojai, CA, USA 
San Francisco, CA, USA 
Los Alamos, NM, USA 
New York, NY, USA 
San Francisco, CA, USA 
Brockwood Park, England 
Saanen, Switzerland 
Brockwood Park, England 
Chennai, India 
Varanasi, India 
Rishi Valley, India 
Chennai, India 

1985 
Chennai, India 
Mumbai, India 
Ojai, CA, USA 
New York, NY, USA 
Washington, D.C., USA 
Ojai, CA, USA 
Brockwood Park, England 
Saanen, Switzerland 
Brockwood Park, England 
Varanasi, India 
Rishi Valley, India 
Chennai, India 

1986 
Chennai, India 
J.Krishnamurti dies 
February 17, 1986 
Ojai, California USA
On Krishnamurti

The Throne That Was Christ's[image: image2.png]


 
by Rom Landau
From "God is My Adventure" published in 1936 (Ivor and Nicholson) 
I
One Sunday morning I sat in a small paneled room in one of those fine Queen Anne houses that are still to be found in certain parts of Westminster. The street outside the window was deserted. It was raining hard, and the lowering sky robbed the room of the few bright colours that some roses in a vase and an old chair covered with tapestry had introduced into it. The house belonged to the Dowager Lady De La Warr, and I was waiting to meet Mr. Jiddu Krishnamurti, who was staying there on a short visit.
This was to be my first meeting with Krishnamurti. The young Indian was supposed to be rather shy, and, in view of all the sensational reports about him in the newspapers, I did not find this in the least surprising. I had determined to come to this meeting with an open mind, but I must confess I found it hard to feel anything but the profoundest skepticism. I recalled several of the strange tales that I had read in the course of the last few days. One of them remained in my memory with particular vividness, though it described an event that had taken place almost twenty years earlier. It was an account of a conversation at Benares, and its author was at the time private secretary to Krishnamurti, then aged fifteen. He had written: “The line of members began to pass up the central passage… with a bow to the Head [Krishnamurti]… The whole atmosphere… was thrown into a powerful vibration… All saw the young figure draw itself up and take on air of dignified majesty… The approaching member involuntarily dropped on his knees, bowing his head to the ground… A great coronet of brilliant shimmering blue appeared a foot or two above the young head and from this descended funnel-wise bright streams of blue light… The Lord Maitreya was there embodying Himself in His Chosen. Within the coronet blazed the crimson of the symbol of the Master Jesus, the rosy cross…” I am afraid I did not read much further after the “rosy cross”; but I was told that the writer of these impressive lines was not the only one who claimed to have seen this colourful performance.
There seemed some justification for an attitude of skepticism, and as I sat waiting I experienced a feeling of superciliousness which we are all occasionally apt to indulge in when we know a particularly weak spot in the life of the person we are going to meet. In me this feeling had been strengthened by the fact that I had read in a newspaper only the night before that Krishnamurti’s followers had proclaimed him the “World Teacher”. He himself had uttered these words: “Krishnamurti has entered into that life, which is represented by some as the Christ, by others as Buddha, by others still as the Lord Maitreya…” These words had put the conscience of Krishnamurti’s followers at ease and had induced them to proclaim him once and for all “The Vehicle of the Lord”. For ordinary people this was, to say the least, alarming news.
I was thinking of all these strange things while I was looking on the empty street half hidden by the heavy drizzle. I had plenty of information about Krishnamurti’s life to counterbalance my skepticism. I knew that some of the people who stood behind him were seriousminded and intelligent.
I had come across the name Krishnamurti directly only a few weeks previously at the house of Lady De La Warr at Wimbledon, where I had met some of his most intimate friends - experienced elderly men and women who were not at all the sort of people to be bluffed. The center of the group was Mrs. Annie Besant, then almost eighty years old and a most attractive person, very bright and untheosophical, full of political and intellectual interests, which she expressed in a most lively and amusing manner. Next to her was Mr. George Lansbury, the veteran labour leader. He too was preoccupied with Indian and other political problems. There was very little to suggest a religious ecstatic in his slow, deep-voiced pronouncements. Anything more solid, more natural, could hardly be imagined. Even our hostess mentioned the subject of theosophy only casually. Then there was a member of Parliament who, I believe, was an Under Secretary of State; he was evidently a great authority on India. There was nothing exalted or mystical about the other people in the room. These were Krishnamurti’s closest friends in England. It was difficult to imagine these people talking of the “great coronet of brilliant blue” and “the rosy cross of the Lord Jesus”. Annie Besant herself was obviously a very shrewd woman. Though I knew little about her or her work at the time, I could see that there was not much in life that had escaped her.
 

II
And then Krishnamurti entered the room. He walked towards me with an inviting smile, and we shook hands. I was immediately struck by his remarkably handsome face, and after a few minutes’ conversation I was equally charmed by his attractive personality. These two impressions were very strong, and I suppose they determined in some ways my future attitude towards him. I heard later from other people that their first impressions of Krishnamurti were the same as mine.
My former superciliousness gave way to a feeling of pleasure. At first I thought that this feeling was due to the aesthetic delight caused by his appearance.
Indeed, he was much more handsome than his photographs made him appear. He seemed no older than twenty-two or twenty-three, and he had the slender grace of a shy young animal. His eyes were large and deep and his features finely cut. His head was crowned with thick silky black hair. But it cannot have been the aesthetic impression or the musical quality of the voice alone that put me at ease so quickly. He was obliging, though reserved; but in spite of this after half an hour’s conversation he made me believe that I had known most of my life; and yet there was nothing particularly easy going about him, though there was a pronounced feeling of balance and proportion in his manner. And there was an undercurrent of warmth which was responsible for the atmosphere of spiritual intimacy between us.
These were my first impressions of Mr. Jiddu Krishnamurti of Adyar, Madras, India; Castle Eerde, Ommen, Holland; Arya Vihara, Ojai, California and the Amphitheatre, Sydney, Australia.
 

III
Jiddu Krishnamurti was born in 1897 at Madanapalle in Southern India. He was the eighth child of a Brahmin family. His father Narayaniah had a minor post in the civil service, and afterwards became an official at the headquarters of the Theosophical Society at Adyar, Madras. One day in 1909, when little Krishnaji was bathing in the river with his younger brother Nityananda, the Rev. Charles Leadbeater saw them. Mr. Leadbeater was Mrs. Besant’s closest collaborator and one of the leaders of the Theosophical Society. He talked to the boys and invited them to his bungalow. And now something took place which was to affect not only the life of the two Jiddu brothers but equally that of many thousands of people all over the world. Mr. Leadbeater discovered that the older boy Krishnamurti was none other than the “Vehicle of the new World Teacher, the Lord Maitreya” whose last incarnation had apparently been in the person of Jesus Christ.
Now, this was a most extraordinary discovery for anyone to make, even for a theosophical leader of some fame. Charles Leadbeater, however, not only believed in his vision but even convinced Mrs. Besant of the truth of it; and then began a series of events, almost unparalleled in modern history. Krishnamurti was to be prepared for his mission, and both he and his brother Nitya were taken into Charles Leadbeater’s charge - Nitya merely as a playmate for his more exalted brother.
As there had previously been some gossip about Mr. Leadbeater, the father Narayaniah demanded the return of his two boys. The former notoriety of Mr. Leadbeater seemed to have outweighed in the father’s estimation the future fame of his own son. Mrs. Besant was appointed guardian of the boys, and excitement upon excitement kept newspaper correspondents busy for a long time until eventually Charles Leadbeater had to leave India, and the boys were sent to England. They were to receive an education that would prepare young Krishnaji for his future activities in the Western world.
The cheap publicity caused by Krishnamurti’s association with Mr. Leadbeater entirely overshadowed all that had been favourable to the boy in that association. Krishnamurti himself admitted that thanks to Mr. Leadbeater he had enjoyed all the privileges of an all-round education, combining the best of Eastern and Western methods. Such an education is usually available to only a few Indians. Thanks to Mr. Leadbeater, he had been rescued from a life of poverty and from the unhealthy conditions in which he had been reared and brought up and removed to surroundings that were beneficial to both mind and body. Krishnamurti also admitted that Mr. Leadbeater was always the most considerate guardian, and that he was never anything but the teacher anxious for the spiritual and bodily happiness of his pupil. In view of the slanders that followed Mr. Leadbeater for many years it is important to state these facts as they really were.
Meanwhile in India a new society, “The Order of the Star in the East”, had been formed. Its aim was to provide the necessary platform for the message of Krishnamurti, “to proclaim the coming of a World-Teacher and to prepare the world for that event.” Most of its members were theosophists. With Mrs. Besant they believed deeply in the truth of Charles Leadbeater’s visions and in the part that Krishnamurti was to play in the future history of mankind. Nevertheless certain small sections of the Theosophical Society found it impossible to subscribe to the new doctrine, and felt obliged to leave the movement. The German branch of the Theosophical Society not only disapproved of the Krishnamurti legend but broke away altogether under the leadership of Rudolf Steiner.
There is another version of the origin of Krishnamurti’s “divine mission”. Hardly anyone knows it, and I heard it for the first time from Ouspensky; yet, since its source is impeccable, I shall quote it, even though Krishnamurti himself does not seem to know it.
According to this version, Leadbeater’s original “vision” was pure invention. Together with Mrs. Besant he is supposed to have believed that a young human being brought up as a “messiah” - educated in an appropriate manner and supported by a world-wide wave of love and the implicit faith of masses of people - ought to develop certain Christlike qualities; and it appears that Leadbeater and Annie Besant believed to the very end that Krishnamurti was thus developing naturally into the personality of the “World Teacher”.
The difference between the generally known and the above version is not quite as large as it appears to be at first - for in the both cases Leadbeater and Mrs. Besant did not claim that Krishnamurti was the messiah but that about twenty years’ preparation would be necessary for him to develop into the “perfect vehicle” for the messiah. In either case they seemed to have no doubts as to the successful results of their method.
From 1912 to 1922 Krishnamurti and his brother lived in England, being educated partly at private schools and partly by tutors. They used to spend their holidays with Lady De La Warr, who became a sort of guardian to them. Krishnamurti was intended for Cambridge, but, when it appeared that the university authorities were loath to accept a youth of his unique fame, it was decided that he should go on studying under private tutors.
He was intelligent and keen, and seemed to absorb Western learning with much greater zest than and with even better results than does the ordinary English boy. Though certain influences during his early youth at Adyar may have been detrimental to him, there is no doubt that the spiritual training he had to undergo in those years and the feeling of grave responsibility that had been instilled into him had a good effect. His personal charm, which had impressed me in the first minutes of our meeting, must have had the same effect on other people. There are many people who felt rather hostile to Mrs. Besant, and perhaps not without reason, yet few have doubted the sincerity of intentions and the power of her intellect. Such a mentor was bound to leave strong impressions on the mind of a sensitive youth.
After the year 1921 Krishnamurti began to lead a more independent life. He traveled extensively; he gave up more and more of his time to writing poetry, and also he wrote articles for the many international publications of the “Order of the Star”. Those were the days when Krishnamurti began to make friends with people outside the auspices of the Theosophical Society and the shadow of his own renown. He laid the foundations of many valuable friendships with men of letters, artists and musicians, who were all attracted by the charm of his unusual personality.
Perhaps the closest friendship - and the most interesting to us - was that with Bourdelle, the French sculptor. After the death of Rodin, Antoine Bourdelle was considered the leading French sculptor, and his fame extended far beyond Europe. In the days when the friendship between the old artist and the Indian youth had matured, L’Intransigeant published a report of an interview with Bourdelle. Bourdelle had been greatly impressed with Krishnamurti at their first meeting, and had subsequently modeled a large bust of him. He always considered it one of his most important works, and I remember that, in a posthumous exhibition of Bourdelle’s sculpture in London, the bust of Krishnamurti had the place of honour. “When one hears Krishnamurti speak one is astounded,” said Bourdelle to the representative of L’Intransigeant; “so much wisdom in so young a man!” Evidently Krishnamurti was a personality without the labels that had been attached to him by his ardent followers. “There is no one in existence”, Bourdelle went on, “who is more impersonal, whose life is more dedicated to others… In the desert of life Krishnamurti is an oasis”.
Krishnamurti’s greatest following was in England, but it was interesting to note the impression he made on the French, who are, as a race, usually hostile to spiritual manifestations that cannot be defined in terms of logic. Nowhere have there appeared so many valuable books and articles about Krishnamurti as in France. Frenchmen of an artistic disposition were the first to whom his personality appealed, quite apart from his fame or his supposed mission in the world. The blend of a beautiful appearance and a sensitive personality was bound to impress people with an artistic and intellectual fastidiousness of the French. Krishnamurti’s exotic personality was no doubt an added attraction in the eyes of his French admirers.
Equally typical as his popularity in France was the suspicion with which he was regarded in Germany. The very fact that Krishnamurti’s message came in a foreign language limited the extent of its influence. In the first place it could only appeal to those Germans who understood English. These were mostly people of a higher education, and they expected to find some clear philosophical structure in a spiritual message. It was the class that had been interested in Steiner, in Keyserling, in Stefan George. For the intellectual appetite of these people there was not enough solid fare in Krishnamurti’s gospel, and his aesthetic assets were here of little avail.
In 1925 the Theosophical Society considered that the moment had come for Krishnamurti to acknowledge his destiny in more formal fashion, and this official recognition accordingly took place during the celebration of the jubilee of the Society. Theodore Besterman, a biographer of Mrs. Besant, describes the central scene of the proceedings: “… In the shadow of the great banyan tree in the grounds of the Adyar headquarters, Mr. Krishnamurti was addressing some three thousand assembled delegates… A few of those present had been warned what to expect, and these communicated their excitement to those around them. The whole audience was in the sort of state in which the individual is merged in the mass - a revivalist psychology… The words of the speaker became more and more urgent. ‘We are all expecting Him,’ he said; ‘He will be with us soon’. A pause, and then, with a dramatic change from third person to the first, the voice went on, ‘I come to those who want sympathy, who want happiness… I come not to destroy but to build.’… And afterwards Mrs. Besant said that ‘the voice not heard on earth for two thousand years had once again been heard’.”
It was now decided that Krishnamurti should have something more than the merely spiritual sphere of influence which was provided by the “Order of the Star”, and various pieces of land were purchased for the establishment of enormous camps in different continents. A suitable territory was bought in the Ojai valley in California, where people from all over America could gather for yearly meetings at which Krishnamurti would deliver his message. California was particularly dear to Krishnamurti’s heart, since it was here that his beloved younger brother Nityananda had died a few years earlier. For the Australian followers there was erected the Amphitheatre in Sydney; for the Indian friends a camp in the Rishi Valley. A Dutch nobleman, Baron Philip van Eerde, an enthusiastic admirer of Krishnamurti, put at his disposal his Castle Eerde at Ommen in Holland with its old gardens and extensive grounds. Eerde was to become Krishnamurti’s European headquarters, and here his European followers were to assemble at a vast camp meeting which was to be held every summer.
In January 1927 Krishnamurti spoke at a meeting in California, and concluded his speech by reading one of his recent poems, which ended with these words:
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	“I am the Truth,
I am the Law,
I am the Refuge
I am the Guide
The Companion and the Beloved”.


The imaginative reporter of the Theosophist added to this a poetic summing up of the situation: “As the last words were being uttered there was a sprinkle of light rain that seemed like a benediction and, spanning the valley, a perfect rainbow arch shone out.” Meanwhile Mrs. Besant was traveling from country to country, giving lectures to packed halls and speaking in her masterly way of the new World Teacher.
Many details of this extraordinary “life story” flashed through my mind when Krishnamurti entered that room. But after half an hour’s conversation with him I was willing to forget most of the reports I had heard. The picturesque story of his life seemed to me no longer of much importance. How right I was I could not foresee at the time.
We parted friends, and I accepted an invitation to come and stay with Krishnamurti at Eerde. There I should meet his friends from all over the world; and, besides listening to his public speeches, I should also have an opportunity of further personal conversation.
 

IV

I actually went twice to Eerde in the course of the summer. The first time I could only spend two or three days there, so I decided to visit Krishnamurti again in a month’s time, when I should be able to stay at least ten days, and witness the huge gathering of theosophists and members of Krishnamurti’s movement. There would be many visitors from the United States, from India and even from Australia.
To a writer of fiction the atmosphere at Eerde would probably offer the most attractive material. I could imagine all sorts of books inspired by it - psychological, devotional, religious, romantic, hysterical, lyrical, satirical. How tempting it would have been for a novelist to describe the little castle, an elegant building of the late eighteenth century rising up from a moat and connected with the “mainland” by a delightful semicircular terrace; the romantic canal spanned by a decorative stone bridge; the long low pavilions on each side of the castle; the formal circular garden in front of it. And what opportunities were offered by the ancient park around the castle, its dignified avenues, its magnificent trees, its fields, its river, its water roses on the pond!
And then the guests themselves, wandering reverently along the garden paths, discussing under old trees the deepest problems of life, and greeting one another with smiles of forgiveness and looks of understanding.
There were fair Scandinavian girls with transparent complexions, and voices so soft that they seemed incapable of saying anything but the holiest of things. Some of them helped in the kitchen, others in the offices, and in the evenings they sat together and held one another’s hands. Though I have not found out for certain, I imagine that they were “disciples” who had been driven by faith to leave their comfortable homes in Oslo or Stockholm and come to the castle for the common good. There were several Americans in whose mouth the masters, gurus and astral worlds used to lose all their ethereal qualities and become convincingly matter of fact. There was a very learned French lady with at least three daughters who looked as though they preferred the Cote d’Azur to the Dutch scenery, but had to content themselves with their mother’s knowledge of all sorts of devas, Chinese saints and Tibetan gomtchengs. There was an Italian countess who was always telling me of yet another dream she had about Krishnamurti; and there were several elderly English ladies, quiet, kind, helpful, and wearing a surprising amount of jewelry, though their jewels, even if less obvious, were in a way like the taboos and charms of the African Negroes, made of lions’ teeth or human bones, since although they were mostly of gold and often of precious stones, their triangular or circular shapes showed clearly that they were worn for their symbolical significance and not in order to satisfy a craving after beauty. There were several Indians of indeterminate age but obviously higher education, who at night would sometimes appear in their attractive native coats, with tight white trousers and coloured shoes, the envy of their American, Dutch, British and Scandinavian brethren, many of whom wore homely sandals and looked altogether less picturesque. Some charming Australians and Anglo-Indians and a Scottish couple completed the houseparty.
The writer of fiction would have found even better models and more vivid “local colour” in the large camp, situated in the woods a couple of miles outside the castle. Such readers as have ever attended a theosophical or practically any sort of religious convention will know the type, and I shall refrain from describing it at length. They generally abhor the idea of meat as violently as that of wine or tobacco; they look deep into your eyes when they talk to you; they have a weakness for sandals, for clothes without any particular distinction of shape, for the rougher kind of textiles and such colours as mauve, bottle-green and purple. The men affect long hair, while the women keep theirs short. There were several workmen and farmers among them who had been saving up their money for several years in order to come here. Two German youths had walked for two or three weeks from a distant part of Germany. Indeed, the three thousand visitors would have been worthy of a much more gifted pen than mine.
The organization of the camp lay in the hands of a few Dutch followers of Krishnamurti, experienced business men, who had succeeded in turning out this model camp city in the midst of uninhabited forests and fields. Tourists and journalists from many countries arrived solely to visit the camp, and organizers of similar gatherings would come from distant countries in order to learn form the organization at Ommen. There were rows upon rows of tents of all sizes; there were shower baths, attractive huts with post office, bookshop, photographer, ambulance and information bureau. In huge dining-tents excellent vegetarian meals were served; there was a lecture with seats for three thousand people and there was even an open-air theatre. Everywhere one found helpful guides and interpreters and a fine spirit of fellowship.
As the Dutch summer was at times trying - with incessant rain and icy winds - the nerves of the people must have been somewhat strained. Harmony could be achieved only by self-discipline. Ignorance of the language was, no doubt, a tiresome handicap for many people. Some of them must have come merely for the sake of a new experience and for human fellowship, for the Serbs and Russians, South Americans, Rumanians, Turks and Greeks who hardly knew one word of English could not understand one word of the lectures. And yet most of them remained happy till the very last day. This was undoubtedly due, to a very great extent, to the efficiency of the organization.
As I did not live in the camp, which I visited only for the lectures and an occasional meal, I knew the routine of life at the castle much better.
 

V

Since the castle itself was not large enough to accommodate the twenty or more personal guests of Krishnamurti, most of us were put up in a long pavilion flanking the castle. Besides Krishnamurti and his closest friend Rajagopal, the head of the whole organization, only a few friends stayed within the castle itself. The dining room, library, reception rooms and offices were on the ground floor. In the reception rooms were several attractive pieces of Dutch furniture, and the main room, called the state room, contained, besides some fine panelling, four handsome Flemish tapestries specially made for the castle. An ingeniously constructed wooden Louis XIV staircase led from the entrance hall to the first floor and to the bedrooms.
The former owner of the castle, Baron von Pallandt, was a quiet middle-aged gentleman, who had kept for himself only one or two of the castle rooms. He went on administering the big estate, and all the secretarial, clerical and household work, besides that of organizing the movement itself, was done voluntarily.
I stayed in one of the two pavilions, where all the rooms were alike - simple, attractive and comfortable. Every visitor had to look after his own room and make his own bed. When, however, after a day or two some kind spirit had discovered that my talent for manual domestic work was more original than effective, my services in this direction were no longer expected, and for the remainder of my stay there, whenever I returned to my room after breakfast, I found that my bed had already been made with enviable skill.
In the morning we assembled in the big state room. We took off our shoes - more experienced guests than myself would appear in bedroom slippers - and sat down on the floor to meditate. Perhaps it was my native cynicism that prevented my enjoying the morning meditation as much as I ought to have done. It always put me in the wrong frame of mind.
There were several problems connected with the morning meditations about which I wished to be enlightened. Of course I might have asked any of the other twelve or fifteen fellow guests attending this service, but I could never summon the courage to do this, for fear lest they might find out how ignorant I really was. I wanted to ask them whether they considered it necessary to meditate in a crowd. I sincerely believed in meditation, but I always found it much more successful in solitude or with a single companion. Just when I was getting into the right frame of mind, one of the meditators must needs sneeze or cough, and thereupon all my limited powers of concentration would be dissipated.
And I should have liked also to ask whether it was essential to sit on the floor without having been instructed previously how to do it. Most of us had been brought up in the Western world, and were not used to Eastern attitudes. I found that my attention had to be directed towards my aching spine and ankles, and a good deal of the energy that was wanted for a better purpose was thus wasted. Eastern postures for meditation are taught solely by the yoga of body control, and can be learnt successfully only in the far East. Of the eighty-four different postures for the various meditations, only the first few have ever been achieved by any European. Even the elementary “lotus posture” which is indispensable to meditation done in the pose adopted by my fellow meditators, can only be comfortably assumed after many patient and painful exercises. How, then, could I expect all these people, most of whom had never been to the East, or undergone the essential training, to have the necessary command over their bodies? I could see for myself that hardly one of them was sitting in the correct attitude - that of intertwined ankles and straight spine. Possibly the worst indication of my own immaturity was to be found in the fact that sight of all these people sitting there in stocking feet always evoked in me a schoolboy propensity for practical joking.
Had it not been for my shortcomings, the morning mediations would undoubtedly have provided me with a source of inspiration. Someone read aloud a few words - I believe it was always one of Krishnamurti’s sayings - and after that we were meant to meditate upon it. The tightly shut eyes of the other guests made me feel very envious of the wonderful ten minutes they were spending on some blissful plane.
From the state room we moved into the dining room for breakfast, which was always an enjoyable meal, with excellent honey and delectable nut pastes. Lunch, too, was a very attractive meal, not only by virtue of the quality of the vegetarian dishes but equally because hunger, and the pleasure of satisfying it, induced many of the guests to cast off their reserve and to show a greater individuality of character than conversation at other times had led one to expect.
As a rule everyone attended to his own wants, but I was often permitted to wait on Annie Besant, and I several times had the privilege of sitting next to her at meals, and each time it was a joy to be near this exceptional woman. There was a childlike quality about her - not the childishness of old age, but rather the essential simplicity and happy disposition of childhood itself. You felt that she knew so much more than anybody else present; but her greater wisdom and experience never interfered with her manner of treating even the youngest members of the party as her equals.
The saintliness that hung over Eerde, like a pink cloud in a play, made me somewhat skeptical; and yet the first meeting between Annie Besant and Krishnamurti on her arrival at the castle had greatly impressed me.
Krishnamurti had been waiting for the car that was bringing his guest, in the circular garden in front of the castle. He was by himself, and we, his other guests, kept in the background. One could see that he was nervous. When the car arrived, Krishnamurti walked up to it to open the door. Annie Besant appeared, dressed in white Indian robes with white shoes, and a white shawl over her snow-white hair. Krishnamurti bowed his head and kissed the old lady’s hand. She in her turn put both her hands on his black hair and whispered a few words to him. In her face there was the expression of the deepest tenderness, and I could see that she was crying. It was obvious that their welcome was an expression of their personal affection for each other and had nothing to do with their theosophical relationship. Krishnamurti took Annie Besant’s arm and led her slowly towards the castle. We were introduced to her and shook hands. Her eyes were still moist and the loving smile was still lingering on her lips.
Krishnamurti hardly ever came down to breakfast. Generally he remained in his bedroom. It was a very simple bedroom, and must have been the smallest in the castle. Each morning after breakfast some of his most intimate fellow workers used to walk up the staircase and disappear into a room which connected with Krishnamurti’s bedroom. My curiosity was pricked by these morning processions. I imagined mysterious happenings behind the doors: special initiations or mental exercises of a higher order, reserved only for the “inner circle”. I never found out what went on behind the doors - probably household bills and questions of daily routine were discussed.
In the mornings and on most afternoons there were lectures in the big tent in the woods. Krishnamurti spoke almost every day; and then there followed speeches by Annie Besant, Mr. Jinarajadasa, the vice-president of the Theosophical Society, a Frnechman Prof. Marcault, a Dutch scholar Dr. van der Leeuw, and one or two other followers of Krishnamurti. The main tenor of Krishnamurti’s talks was that the kingdom of happiness lies within ourselves, and the other lecturers spoke on very much the same lines. Krishnamurti’s principal talks were of an autobiographical kind, and he tried to explain in them how he himself had found truth by giving up all conventional conceptions of one life after another.
There were several meetings at the castle in the afternoon, and often at these there were visitors, both legitimate and also of a less legitimate but more intrusive kind. Many people from the camp would come to see the home in which their prophet lived. They were taken inside the castle and along the quiet garden paths, and they often hardly dared utter a word. There were also sightseers and tourists, who had heard of the new messiah from India and who would peep through the gates as though expecting strange miracles to occur at any moment. They looked at Krishnamurti’s guests, apparently convinced that we were the disciples of a magician or of a yogi. Each time I left the castle or came back, I noticed the inquisitive glances of the occupants of some motor car, and I would hear their interested chatter. This embarrassed me and made wish that I had the power to produce white rabbits from my coat pocket or flames from my mouth, since I always felt as though the people in the cars were not being treated with that consideration to which they believed themselves entitled.
In the hall of the castle there was a very large and very new gramophone, given to Krishnamurti by one of his admirers and placed here for the enjoyment of the guests. I knew that Krishnamurti was a great lover of music, and I caught him one evening sitting by himself in the corner of a little study off the main hall. It was after dinner and the room was quite dark. I can still remember the record: it was the slow movement of the G Minor Quartette by Debussy - that almost unreal piece of strangely coloured cascades and sudden melancholy halts. Whenever I hear that movement I see the night over the castle and Krishnamurti sitting by himself in the little room and listening joyfully to the violins.
Several members of our houseparty were fond of music, and would spend the evening listening to the gramophone. The prevailing taste seemed to be Parsifal, Gotterdammerung and Siegfried. The listeners would sit in just those attitudes in which you would expect to find them, when reveling in the superior boredom of Kundry’s endless laments or Siegfried’s narratives. Their eyes were closed, their souls no doubt very wide open, in their faces a mixture of happiness and reverence, and you could see all the silver and mauve ethereal pictures that the music painted for them. Perhaps I was too frivolous for them, and at times I would become genuinely alarmed by my cynicism, and would decide never again to make critical comments even to myself. And yet there was one thing which gave real cause for irritation.
 

VI

My inability to find the true meaning of Krishnamurti’s teaching led to the anxiety that my visit must be an utter failure. Krishnamurti’s lectures were too vague to give me clear answers to many of my questions.
I had been hoping to find those answers among the people who stayed at the castle and who must have known exactly what was to be understood. They were only too willing to help me; but it seemed that they had all sacrificed their personalities in order to become members of the Order of the Star in the East. I talked to many of them in the course of the day, but they left too little impression to enable me distinguish them in my mind later on. They all met me halfway; and they would talk of reincarnation and karma with an understanding smile on their lips and as though they were speaking of the next train from Ommen to the Hook of Holland. They did their very best to copy Krishnamurti, to be kind and sincere or to make jokes and show how jolly they were. But I was not among doctors, farmers, schoolmasters, politicians, housewives; I was just among theosophists and members of the Order of the Star. I had expected that their new spiritual experience would have made them more enlightened about their former problems; that they would talk with greater understanding about the world at large. They were political and economic congresses, religious disputes, naval conferences going on all over the world; new movements in art, in literature, music, the theatre, the cinema were being experimented with; the world talked of unemployment and reparations; there were thousands of things that had to be discussed, improved upon - but none of them seemed to have penetrated the woods of Eerde.
One day I was told that the moment had arrived when Krishnamurti’s message would be heard by the outside world which had hitherto known it only through distorted newspaper reports. A new organ was to be founded. My opinion was sought, since I had some experience and enjoyed press connections that might be helpful. The publications of the Order of the Star - periodicals, pamphlets and news-sheets - were run by amateurs. I knew that the outside world could only be reached if one were to use a language intelligible to it. Devotional poetry, accounts of personal visions were not likely to convince men and women used to a matter-of-fact world. Those lawyers, business men, theologians and scientists of the outside world would only grasp Krishnamurti’s ideas if they could be presented in a clear and sober way. People must see that they were dealing not with dreamers but with men who knew the world and her needs better than others did, and who therefore might be able to solve some of the most pressing problems.
The few people with whom the plans were discussed listened patiently to my suggestions; they nodded obligingly, and assured me that this was the right way to proceed. In actual practice not one of these suggestions was adopted, and the events of the following months showed that a metaphorical and semi-theosophical jargon was still being employed for enlightening the world at large about the “World Teacher”.
 

VII

I am sure that none but myself was to blame for my intellectual disappointment. The general atmosphere of adoration had put me into a state of expectancy which simply could not be satisfied anyhow or by anyone. My intellectual upbringing had made me expect a clearer message than Krishnamurti was willing or able to offer. I had not yet found in his friends and followers that inner readjustment to life that would have allowed me to accept the new message in the form in which it was offered.
I had gathered enough to see that Krishnamurti’s teaching was not Eastern - that it repudiated passivity. Everyone should find truth for himself; should listen to no one but himself; should consider unification with happiness as the final goal. But when I asked how this could be achieved I received no clear answers. It is not enough to see the summit of Mont Blanc. If we want to reach the top, we must be informed as to the most advantageous season, the best route, and such details of equipment as the most suitable boots to wear. Most of Krishnamurti’s answers would be dissipated in similes and metaphors. You asked him about your personal troubles, your religious beliefs, your intellectual doubts, and he would talk to you about mountain peaks and streams running through fields. When asked about his own road and the road along which one might find happiness, he would answer: “The direct path, which I have trodden, you will tread when you leave on one side the paths that lead to complications. That path alone gives you the understanding of life… If you are walking along the straight path, you need no signposts.” But where, exactly the direct path lay, or how we were to find it, he did not disclose. The very same day Krishnamurti might renounce all paths and say that no one path was better than any other.
I had several talks with him, and each time I eagerly looked forward to our meeting. We would talk as we walked through the woods and across the fields of Eerde. One afternoon we suddenly found ourselves in front of a charming little house, flat roofed and rather modern, surrounded by high trees but with a view on one side across the fields. It was Krishnamurti’s retreat, a self-contained little home, where he could get away from people, meditate and rest in solitude. He must have been very sensitive to solitude. He was not very strong physically, and though he went in for all sorts of games and was a great lover of lawn tennis, he remained rather delicate. The camp with its thousands of people, with its daily lectures, interviews and visitors, must have been a heavy strain on his health.
I found no further intellectual satisfaction either in Krishnamurti’s lectures or in his books, and I wondered whether this was not due to his Eastern origin. On the other hand, I had experienced no similar difficulties when reading the writings of Eastern sages. Even if one did not grasp their full meaning, there still remained enough to provide intellectual contentment. Among the books by Krishnamurti that I tried to read were Temple Talks, The Kingdom of Happiness and The Pool of Wisdom. There was also a few volumes of poetry. I admired their oriental beauty and their deep ring of sincerity, but I was baffled by their vagueness. It is certainly unfair to judge lyrical poetry by the same rules as those by which we attempt to judge scientific books. On the other hand Krishnamurti’s poetry was supposed to contain not only the lyrical confession of a sensitive youth with the gift for poetry but also the account of a deep spiritual experience. When I read:
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	“As the flower contains the scent,
So I hold Thee,
O world
In my heart.
Keep me within the heart,
For I am liberation
And happiness.
As the precious stone,
Lies deep in the earth,
So I am hidden
Deep in thy heart…”


I enjoyed the beauty of the poem and I felt the truth in it. But this poem, called “I am with thee” and written in 1927, was considered by Krishnamurti’s followers and even his biographer Lilly Heber as of great importance. I seemed to remember having seen poems of that kind in various anthologies containing Eastern poetry. At times you would even find such poems in those slender volumes published by young men who had come down from Oxford and Cambridge and had been greeted by some of the London critics with prophecies of a splendid literary future.
But we were not dealing with a talented young man whose earlier poems had been accepted by the Editor of the Oxford Outlook. We were dealing with a teacher who did not repudiate this title; who allowed thousands to come and listen to him and to expect guiding principles from him, and who must have been conscious of the immense responsibility that all this implied. I felt that I had a right not only to expect answers but even to expect them in a language that was common to people of the Western world. I even felt entitled to expect perfection in everything he said or did. The unity between the content and the form was of great importance in a person like Krishnamurti. When I read:
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	“Thou must cleanse thyself
Of the conceit of little knowledge;
Thou must purify thyself
Of thy heart and mind;
Thou must renounce all
Thy companions,
Thy friends, thy family,
Thy father, thy mother,
Thy sister and thy brother;
Yea,
Thou must renounce all;
Thou must destroy
Thy self utterly
To find the beloved,”


I could see a glimpse of Krishnamurti’s philosophy, but I felt that the same truth might be expressed less pretentiously: “Thou must purify thyself of thy heart and mind. Thou must renounce all thy companions, thy friends, thy family, thy father, thy mother, thy sister and thy brother…” If we write these lines without the lineal demarcation of poetry we acknowledge at once the fine statement contained in them, but we do not maintain that they are poetry. And yet I wanted Krishnamurti to write poetry that would convince people, and such as I might show to my skeptical friends.
When after a certain time I was able to perceive the main idea of Krishnamurti’s teaching I understood hat it was complete liberation, which means complete happiness. It is achieved by love and it rests within our own inherent power. Krishnamurti defined it in later years when he said: “The goal of human feeling is love which is complete in itself, utterly detached, knowing neither subject nor object, a love which gives equally to all without demanding anything whatever in return, a love which is its own eternity”.
As far as I understand, this is the teaching of Christ, the teaching of Buddha. We all heard these words when we given our first religious instruction. I asked myself, therefore: If Krishnamurti’s teaching is just a repetition of the teaching of Christ, or of Buddha, then why all this theosophical background; why the Star in the East, that huge organization; why the talk of a new path; why the followers, camps and labels? Would it not have been easier to remain in our old-established Churches which give us clearer words for all these messages? Is it all humbug?
I was very fond of Krishnamurti, otherwise I should have left Eerde after the first few days. But I wanted Krishnamurti to be able to help me in my own way, and to help the other three thousand people in their own way. I wanted to be able to convince the cynic within myself that Krishnamurti was right and capable of helping, and that he had fulfilled my highest expectations. Instead, I felt uncomfortable when the Saul within myself would say to the Paul after every talk I had with Krishnamurti: “Wasn’t I right? Did you grasp more today than yesterday? Didn’t I tell you it would be a waste of time? Why don’t you talk instead to the rivers and the trees? Their language will be more intelligible.”
And yet there were people, with less intellectual resistance, who perceived Krishnamurti’s message quite clearly. Looking back on those days I am particularly struck by the impression Krishnamurti made on a man brought up in the rough school of English working-class life, a man matured in political battles. I mean George Lansbury. This is what the old labour leader wrote after one of their meetings at Ommen: “I have seen the glorious march of the Socialists in Paris, in Brussels, in Stockholm and in our own country, and I have seen them sitting and standing around our platform. But I think that those gatherings round the camp fire… are somehow the most wonderful of all… When we Socialists come together, we come pledging ourselves to fight in order to raise the material conditions of ourselves and our fellows. Round this camp fire we were listening to one who is teaching us the hardest of all truths… that if mankind is to be redeemed it must be redeemed through the individual action of each of us… There must be great hope for the future… whilst there are living in our midst those who are inspired by a great ideal - to work and toil for impersonal causes.”
I hoped that Mr. Lansbury was right, and that some of the characteristics that I seemed to have found among some of Krishnamurti’s followers were only evident when they were all together. They may have talked and behaved in quite a different manner when left to themselves in their normal surroundings. Perhaps all these people were really leaders in their various professions, efficient and capable of reforming their individual worlds in a direction that had disclosed itself to them during their visit to Eerde. Perhaps it was only due to blindness on my own part that even when I saw them later in London at one or two gatherings and in several offices, I again had the impression they had given me at Ommen.
Though my intellect remained critical, I felt that I was indeed becoming happier every day through my contact with Krishnamurti, and that only intellectual barriers within myself prevented me from accepting him as wholeheartedly as I longed to do. But even this reaction irritated me. I knew that the three thousand people who had come here were as anxious to catch his smile and were almost in a fever every time Krishnaji, as they called him affectionately, addressed or approached them. I had imagined myself more critical than they.
 

VIII

Only the evenings round the camp fire were really impressive. After dinner we would drive out in cars belonging to members of our houseparty to the camp fire in the woods. A large amphitheatre had been built there, with innumerable circular rows of seats; in their midst was Krishnamurti’s own seat. This was made of large tree trunks and suggested some huge Nibelungen throne. Each time I saw this seat I imagined that Wotan and Hunding and the many substantial valkyries must have sat in such chairs when attending a family party in Valhalla. Krishnamurti, slender, dark, rather shy, looked strange and lost on his Wagnerian throne.
Most of the people who had come to the camp at Ommen looked upon the evening gatherings, quite rightly, as the climax of the day. Krishnamurti, stepping into the center of the amphitheatre where a huge heap of wood for a beacon had been prepared, would kindle it and stand in front of it for a few minutes watching the fire grow higher and higher. The he would walk back slowly to his seat. Smoke would begin to rise to the sky and the flames would suffuse thousands of eager faces with a red glow. Many members of the audience were sitting with their hands resting quietly in their laps and their eyes shut, and you could see how deeply they enjoyed the moment. In the evenings there was a festive feeling, there was an atmosphere of human fellowship and spiritual satisfaction. It was a real holiday to the three thousand people. On one or two occasions the light of the flames and the last pink of a sun that had disappeared more than an hour ago would merge into each other and would produce striking colour effects in which, I daresay, some of the people present discovered symbolical meaning.
I have never heard Krishnamurti speak so well as he did in the evenings round the camp fire. On the whole he was not a very effective speaker; he often repeated himself; he often halted; and many of his sentences were too long. His hold over the masses was not due to any forensic talents. In the evening time his words seemed to come more easily to him, and his voice would carry melodiously across the silent crowd, the pictures evoked by his words becoming more clearly visible and the whole atmosphere more convincing.
Now and then he would begin to chant an Indian chant at the end of the evening, and on such occasions he was even more impressive than during his speech. Though he spoke English with mastery, you could not help feeling that English was not his language. It was, I remember thinking at the time, the melodious quality of his voice that may have given that impression. At the evenings round the camp fire the contrast between his entire personality and the English language would become more striking. In the evenings he wore Indian clothes, a simple brown coat reaching below the knees and buttoned up to the neck, tight white trousers and white shoes, and his appearance would only emphasize the emotion produced by his voice. During the Indian chants the precise meaning of his words seemed to matter little, and there was no longer a gulf between the man and his words. In the unintelligible language there was the magic sound that words assume in a strange tongue.
After his chants Krishnamurti would sit silently for a few minutes, with an expression of great serenity on his face. He would then leave his seat and walk away to the car that took him back to the castle.
 

IX

One or two experiences may help to show what a real influence Krishnamurti had on my life. It may be considered a mere coincidence that when I met Krishnamurti for the first time, on that rainy Sunday morning in Westminster, I gave up smoking. I had smoked since I was seventeen, usually thirty cigarettes a day, and I had become something of a slave to the habit. Nevertheless I had never tried giving up smoking, because I had never seen any convincing reason for so doing. Even today I cannot explain clearly why I should have given it up the day I met Krishnamurti. We did not discuss this subject; I did not know that he himself did not smoke. And yet to give up smoking at once seemed the most natural thing. Though I carried a cigarette case in my pocket for many days I never felt tempted to light another cigarette. Nor have I smoked since.
The other incident is more difficult to describe. I had been trying for a long time to meditate in the evenings on a particular subject. I used to do it in bed before going to sleep. For months on end I would reach a certain point in my meditation after which it would break up. Either my attention would falter or else I fell asleep before getting beyond the particular point. A few days after I had met Krishnamurti I succeeded for the first time. I experienced the feeling of sinking into a deep well. Though the well seemed bottomless I had simultaneously the two opposed sensations of going on sinking and yet of having reached the bottom. This was accompanied by a very vivid impression of light. The strongest impression, however, was of receiving at once an emotional shock and a mathematical revelation. It is difficult to describe this last sensation; no metaphor or comparison represents it correctly. Though I do not claim any mystical significance for my experience, I can best translate it into words by quoting an abler pen than my own. When Dean Inge once described mystical experiences he said: “What can be described and handed on is not the vision itself but the inadequate symbols in which the seer tries to preserve it in his memory… But such experiences, which rather possess a man than are possessed by him, are in their nature as transient as the glories of a sunset… Language, which was not made for such purposes, fails lamentably to reproduce even their pale reflection.” What, however, can be said is the fact that the culminating point of my experience made me unspeakably happy. It was such an acute happiness that it was almost like a feeling of of physical delight or physical pain. The division between delight and pain seemed lifted. How long the moment lasted I could not tell; but I imagine it to have been no more than the fraction of a second. When it was all over, I was awake and fully conscious, and I recorded my experience to myself with a feeling of deep gratitude.
The above experiences showed me that Krishnamurti’s effect upon me was vital enough to act even against my intellectual resistance.
 

X

In the summer of 1929 I found in a newspaper a report which described at some length how Krishnamurti had suddenly dissolved the Order of the Star, broken deliberately all connection with the Theosophical Society and their teaching about himself, and renounced all claims that had been made in his name. He had, then, at last summoned the courage to sever all the ties that had held back his won spiritual convictions through so many years, and that had forced him to act in the shadow of what looked like spiritual usurpation.
The recent rupture had taken place on 3 August 1929 at the yearly summer camp at Ommen. Krishnamurti decided to renounce all authority that thousands of people had been using as comfortable crutches for their own spiritual incapacity. This is how Mr. Theodore Besterman described the critical meeting in his biography of Mrs. Besant: “One morning Mr. Krishnamurti rose to deliver his address to the assembled campers. It could be seen at once that he was now speaking for himself and not merely as a mouthpiece; and his words confirmed the impression in no dubious manner… He announced the dissolution of the Order of the Star and at one blow laid low the whole elaborate structure so painfully and painstakingly built up by Mrs. Besant during the past eighteen years. ‘I maintain’, Krishnamurti said, ‘that Truth is a pathless land, and you cannot approach it by any path whatsoever, by any religion, by any sect. This is my point of view and I adhere to that absolutely and unconditionally… A belief is purely an individual matter, and you cannot and must not organize it.’ He declared that he did not want followers… he made it unmistakably clear that his words were directed against those who had built up the elaborate structure for him during those eighteen years. Krishnamurti added: ‘You have been preparing for this event, for the coming of the World Teacher. For eighteen years you have organized, you have looked for someone who would give a new delight to your hearts… who would set you free… In what manner has such a belief swept away all the unessential things in life? In what way are you freer, greater?…’ Mr. Krishnamurti continued: ‘You can form other organizations and expect someone else. With that I am not concerned, nor with creating new cages… My only concern is to set men absolutely, unconditionally free’. After this Mr. Krishnamurti gave up all the possessions heaped upon him, and gradually severed his connection with all organizations.”
It was not difficult to perceive what enormous courage it needed to make such a far-reaching decision. To understand its magnitude one has to remember what Krishnamurti was renouncing. There existed an organization with many thousands of members; there were platforms from which to speak on the four most important corners of the globe; there was an independent commercial organization with its magazines, its books and various publications in a dozen different languages; there were helpers among all classes of society, willing to make practically any mental or material sacrifice; there was, in short, a working machine for the transmission of a spiritual message, as powerful as any institution had been. To understand what it must have meant to give it all up, one has to visualize the money, the worry, the energy, the time needed for the establishment of an organization for the disseminating of non-commercial ideals, no matter whether of a religious, social, political, intellectual or any other kind. To throw it overboard as though it meant nothing required personal courage, moral purity and spiritual conviction.
I was glad that I doubted neither Krishnamurti’s sincerity nor his intrinsic spiritual value. The events of August 1929 strengthened the impression I had received when the young Indian entered the dark paneled room in Westminster. Had I not suddenly seen that it mattered little what his life had been up till then? And had I not felt that his personality had nothing in common with the striking headlines in the newspapers?
Krishnamurti In Carmel
by Rom Landau
From "God is My Adventure" published in 1936 (Ivor and Nicholson)
 

I
I had revisited the Continent where my search had begun; I had seen Keyserling again, and I had learned what had become of Steiner’s grandiose visions of a truer world. But I anticipated no change in any of the teachers I had been in touch with more keenly than the one that had taken place in Krishnamurti. I wrote to Eerde in Holland, asking him when and where I could visit him. I waited for an answer for more than three months, and when it eventually arrived I learned that he was just leaving New Zealand after a lecture tour in Australasia, that he was on his way to California, and that he would not be back in Europe for another eighteen months. A journey to California meant a great sacrifice of time and money. Nevertheless I decided to go all the way to the Pacific Coast to learn how Krishnamurti had changed since the days when I stayed with him at his Dutch chateau, and especially since the dissolution of his organization. Krishnamurti’s Californian home was at the Ojai valley, not far from Hollywood.
   When I decided to visit Krishnamurti in California, I hoped to get incidentally a glimpse of the spiritual atmosphere in the country in which he now lived. I had seen enough of America to know that Romain Rolland’s description of what was most striking in American life still held good: ‘… the existence side by side of the hope and fear of the future, the highest and most sinister forces; an immense thirst for truth, and an immense thirst for the false; absolute disinterestedness and an unclean worship of gold; childlike sincerity and the charlatanism of the fair.’ A desire for spiritual knowledge lived side by side with the most blatant materialism.
   When I arrived in the United States in the autumn of 1934 I soon noticed that the disappointment and the growing mistrust of purely material salvation, resulting from the economic disasters of the last few years, had created in many people a hunger for things of the spirit. There was a distinct awakening of the spirit not unlike that which took place in Germany in the immediate post-war years. This was not surprising. Few forms of experience are more conducive to spiritual understanding than suffering. The failure of most of the deities – politics, finance, industry – to satisfy their worshippers was bound to attract attention more and more to the power of the spirit – the only power that had been left unexplored.

   It was, then, not without significance that Krishnamurti was to be found in the American scene. He was not the first teacher from India to exercise a spiritual influence over American thought through personal contact. Almost half a century before him young Vivekananda, the great Indian teacher and disciple of Ramakrishna, had visited the United States; had impressed the Parliament of Religions in Chicago in 1893 more than any philosopher, theologian, or churchman, and had influenced William James, the great American philosopher. The peculiar form of spiritual truth, as it is perceived by the East, was no longer unknown to the American public. After the teachings of Ramakrishna and Vivekananda, the message of Krishnamurti was transplanted to American soil at one of the most critical and thus spiritually most propitious times in the evolution of American civilization.

 
II
 

    As my time was limited, I decided to travel from New York to California by aeroplane. I had never flown before, and though the speed of over two hundred miles an hour meant little to me, I was strangely moved when seventeen hours after we had left the icy atmosphere of New York we landed three thousand miles farther west, at Hollywood’s airport, Glendale, bathed in a brilliant sun and encircled by mountains with snowy peaks.
   No one awaited me – a depressing arrival. When I telephoned I was told that Krishnamurti was not at Ojai but at Carmel, where he had been staying for the last few weeks. But I was assured by the voice at the other end that I would like Carmel, which was not very far from San Francisco, much better than Ojai.
   After I had got over my first disappointment, I was glad to be going to Carmel. I remembered Carmel from a previous visit to California, and I anticipated that it would offer more possibilities of quite and concentration with its proximity to Hollywood.
   I left Hollywood in the evening in pouring rain. I had to leave the train at Monterey, and I telephoned from the station to Krishnamurti to inform him of my arrival. Half an hour later a car pulled up in front of the station and Krishnamurti jumped out.
 

III
 

    I had not seen him for a number of years. There was still the graceful slenderness of appearance, but the face had no longer its former boyish smoothness. Seven years ago he had radiated nothing so strongly as beauty and, though already older, he had looked a youth in his early twenties. Now the cheeks seemed hollower, and under the eyes there were deep shadows. Silver threads ran through the thick black hair, and the lines of the face betrayed, perhaps, some hidden worry or conflict – or was this merely the evidence of increased maturity?
    We drove out to Carmel, which was several miles away. It had stopped raining, and the countryside was emerging from its drabness. In the morning sun the plains were green and golden and the hills and mountains purple and violet.
    Since all the rooms were occupied in the little hotel in which Krishnamurti was staying, he took me to a larger one nearby. My hotel was situated in the very midst of huge pines, on a hill overlooking the sea. Except for the dining room and the lounge, the hotel consisted of a number of small huts, scattered in the woods. This was a particularly attractive way of living. You had your own hut with its little front porch, and your own grounds. Pines, shrubs and innumerable plants grew between the various huts, situated on different levels. The effect was pleasing and picturesque, and you could work or relax in your room without being disturbed by any of the other hotel guests.
    After I had taken a look around my new home and expressed my delight with it, Krishnamurti said: ‘I don’t quite know what you want from me, or whether I’ll be able to satisfy you. How do you propose to proceed?
    ‘Let us just be together as much as possible, if you can bear it’, I answered. ‘We will talk, and things will probably develop automatically. I came here to pick your brains and to ask you many indiscreet questions’, I added, not quite as a joke.
    Krishnamurti promised to visit me that afternoon, when we would go for a long walk and have our first conversation; in the evening we would dine together, and I would meet the people whom among he lived.
    We were both very fond of walking, but heavy clouds gathered during the afternoon, and when Krishnamurti came to fetch me, it rained so hard that we had to remain indoors. Between the trunks of pines outside my window you could overlook the sea covered with the white combs of hurrying waves. I was slightly nervous at the thought of our first conversation. The lack of common daily experiences tends to make such a conversation artificial.
    In several books and in many articles attacks had been launched against Krishnamurti, and as far as I was aware he had not answered them. There was, for example, the question of his attitude with regard to the claims of a second Christ made on his behalf; again there was the question of his finances and of his private life. I considered that our conversation could serve no useful purpose while there remained a doubt in my mind as to Krishnamurti’s absolute honesty of purpose.
    I said, without looking him straight in the face: ‘I am afraid my first question will seem tactless to you. But I have not come all this way to enjoy a polite conversation with you or to plunge into abstract philosophical discussions. I came to find out the truth. I want to be able to tell my readers that I believed what you have told me, and therefore the first thing I ask of you is absolute frankness and honesty. Otherwise I shall feel that my whole journey out here will have been in vain. I may perhaps formulate my request by quoting the relevant passage from a biography of Mrs. Besant by Theodore Besterman. This is what the author has to say about you: “Mr. Krishnamurti is now in a position in which he is able to do much good; the message he is bringing to the world is one which is badly needed; if he can succeed in inducing a large and influential number of people to adopt these views and to act on them, the benefit conferred on the world would be incalculable. But Mr. Krishnamurti must realize that, as an advocate of truth in the largest sense, he must himself act the Truth. He has been very frank, but he must be franker still. Up to 1929 Mr. Krishnamurti’s life was entangled in a complex network of far-reaching claims. Mr. Krishnamurti must tell us the truth about these things, however painful it will necessarily be to discuss his past friends in public.”’
    Krishnamurti took my hand with an almost passionate gesture, and said: ‘Now listen. No apologies are necessary. You can ask me anything you want, the most tactless, the most intimate questions. There is no privacy in my life, and everyone may hear any detail that may interest him. Let us put our whole relationship on that basis, and it will save us a lot of unnecessary trouble. Ask anything you want – go ahead.’
    I decided to begin with a point, the best formulation of which I found in the same book by Mr. Besterman. It dealt with Krishnamurti’s authorship of a short mystical book, which he was supposed to have written as a little boy, but under the guidance of the ‘master’ preparing him for an ‘initiation’. I went on: ‘This is what Besterman says about one of your earliest “crimes”: “… he must tell us the truth about the authorship of such books as At the feet of the master, which appear under his name… I must say in the plainest terms that so long as Mr. Krishnamurti does not speak to us frankly about these years before 1929 he will never obtain the ear of intelligent and educated people…”
    Krishnamurti became pensive for a second and said: ‘People have asked me that question before. Some of them were satisfied with my answer, others weren’t. For anyone who does not know me well it may be difficult at first to accept my answer. I am bound to say a few words about myself before I can answer your question. You must have noticed that I have got an extremely bad memory for what one may call physical realities. When you arrived this morning I could not remember whether we had met two, three or ten years ago. Neither can I remember where and how we met. People used to call me a dreamer and they accused me, quite rightly, of being desperately vague. I was hopeless at school in India. Teachers or friends would talk to me, I would listen to them, and yet I wouldn’t have the faintest notion of what they were talking about. I don’t recollect whether I used to think about anything in particular at such moments, and if so, what about. I must have been dreaming, since facts failed to impress themselves upon my memory. I remember vaguely having written something when I was a boy educated by Bishop Leadbeater, but I haven’t the slightest recollection whether I wrote a whole book or only a few pages. I don’t know what Leadbeater did with the pages I wrote, whether he corrected them or not, whether they were kept or destroyed. I don’t know whether I wrote of my own accord or whether I was influenced by some power outside myself. I wish I knew. I don’t claim to be a writer, but it seems to me that no-one can ever tell whether a writer is directed by a power outside or just by his own brain and his own emotions. I would very much like to know the hidden subtleties of that complex process which is called writing. I, too, would like to know the facts about the writing of the book At the feet of the master. I can still see myself sitting at a table and writing something that did not come at all easily to me. It must be some twenty-five years ago.’
    ‘How old are you now?’
    ‘I can’t tell. In India age matters less than in the West, and records of age are not kept. According to my passport I was born in 1897. But I can’t vouch for the accuracy of this.’
    The atmosphere seemed by now intimate enough for what I considered the most difficult question to put to him. I personally attached little importance to it, but I knew that people interested in Krishnamurti were always discussing it. ‘Many people are sceptical’, I said, ‘with regard to you because you have never denied the claims made on your behalf. You have never got up and said clearly: “All this talk about my being the World Teacher is bunkum, I deny the truth of it.”’
‘I never either denied or affirmed that I was Christ or anybody else’, Krishnamurti replied. ‘Such attributions are utterly meaningless to me.’
    ‘But not to the people who come to listen to you’, I interrupted.
    ‘Had I said yes, they would have wanted me to perform miracles, walk on water or awaken the dead. Had I said no, I am not Christ, they would have taken this as an authoritative statement and acted accordingly. I am, however, against all authority in spiritual matters, against all standards created by one person for the sake of others. I could not possibly say either yes or no. You will probably understand this better after you have been with me for a few days, and after we have had several talks. Today I can only say that I consider my own person of no special importance, Christ or no Christ. What matters is whether what I say can help people or not. Any confirmation or denial on my part would only evoke corresponding expectations on the part of the people. When I visit India people ask me: “Why do you wear European clothes and eat every day? You cannot be a true teacher. If you were one, you would be fasting and walking about in a loincloth.” My answer to this can only be that everyone teaches what it is his particular duty to teach and that everyone has to lead his own life. It does not follow that because Gandhi wears only a loincloth and Christ walked on water, I must do likewise. The labels for my personality are irrelevant. But there was another reason as well for never denying clearly the claims made on my behalf. It was regard for Dr. Besant. Had I said that I was not the World Teacher, people would have cried, “Mrs. Besant is a liar!” My categorical denial would have harmed and hurt her. By saying nothing I did spare her without harming anyone else.’
    ‘Why did you go on lecturing even after renouncing your organization?’
    Krishnamurti seemed surprised. ‘I never thought of that’, he said after a short pause; ‘I went on lecturing out of habit, I suppose. I was made to do it since boyhood; it became a sort of tradition with me, and I just went on doing it. I suppose I was never quite conscious in those days of what I was doing. It is only in the last few years that I have become fully aware of all my daily actions and that I no longer act as though walking in a dream.’
    ‘I believe you, Krishnaji, but do you think my readers will?’
    >‘I can help neither you nor them if they won’t. I am not hiding anything from you, I am telling you the whole truth. I presume that people with a strongly developed sense of facts and a good memory must find me exasperating. But I cannot help that.’
    I had never spoken to Krishnamurti since he had given up his huge organization, and I was anxious to know more about that momentous decision. Then we should be able to turn to more important matters.
    ‘When did you decide to give up that organization which had been built up for you, and to renounce all your earthly possessions? And why did you really do it?’ I asked. ‘Was it in 1929 that you spoke about it for the first time?’
    ‘No, a year or two before. But I did not feel clearly about it till 1929. I talked to Rajagopal about it; we had long discussions, and eventually I spoke to Mrs. Besant about my decision. She only said: “For me you are the Teacher, no matter what you decide to do. I cannot understand your decision, but I shall have to respect it.” For a certain time she appeared to be rather shaken, but she was a splendid woman and at last she seemed to agree with what I was doing. I gave up my organization because I came to realize beyond all doubt that anything of that sort must be hindering if you want to find truth. Churches, dogmas, ceremonies are nothing but stumbling blocks on the road to truth.’
    ‘But you go on lecturing even today, don’t you?’
    ‘Indeed I do. I feel more than ever that I can help people. Of course I cannot give them happiness or truth. No-one can. But I can help them to discern a way of approaching truth. Last year I went to Australia and at times I had to speak to ten thousand people. In a few months’ time I shall probably go on a lecture tour to most of the South American countries.’
I had intended to question Krishnamurti about his financial situation and the moment seemed particularly appropriate. ‘Do you make much money during these tours?’
‘None at all,’ Krishnamurti answered, ‘though they pay for my expenses.’
There are so many stories regarding your financial situation,’ I said, ‘that it would make it easier for me if you could enlighten me about it. Some people accuse you of having accepted large fortunes left to you by a number of very rich people in England and America – it is said, in short, that you are practically a millionaire.’
Krishnamurti laughed. ‘Do you know what I possess? A couple of suits, a few books, a few personal belongings – and no money. There are a few kind friends who help to keep me alive. They ask me to stay with them; they pay my modest expenses when I travel. Take Carmel for example: I stay at my hotel as the guest of an old friend who has got a house in the neighbourhood and who knows that I love working here. If I had money I should give it away as I did once before. My needs are so small that what I receive is ample. If no-one gave me anything I should just work for my living.’
‘I am glad we have cleared up that point’, I said; ‘from now on I need no longer feel like counsel for the prosecution, and we can spend time on things that really matter.’
‘Then let’s start straight away and go have some dinner’, Krishnamurti exclaimed, getting up. ‘We dine early here, not like you in England. I generally go to bed soon after nine, and get up in the morning before six.’
It was quite dark outside, and we drove slowly to Krishnamurti’s hotel. The road took us higher and higher over cliffs and through pine woods, while from deep below came the thunder of waves breaking against the rocks. The road was narrow and steep, and there were many sharp corners. On one side there seemed to be a deep precipice. ‘I don’t drive very much these days’, Krishnamurti said as his hand lay rather vaguely on the steering wheel; and he added with a chuckle: ‘I hope you insured your life before you left England?’
IV
The weather was glorious next morning, and I went to fetch Krishnamurti for a walk. We had not gone very far when we reached a clearing in the huge pine trees up on the hills, with an endless view over the picturesque coastline. We decided that it would be easier to talk sitting down. Krishnamurti sat down in Eastern fashion with crossed legs on the heather-covered ground. I had already worked out a plan which would enable us to talk every day about certain definite subjects, hoping that this would help us not to lose ourselves and that it would introduce a certain structure into our talks.
‘What is your message today?’ I began.
Krishnamurti’s answer came in a very definite tone: ‘I have no message. If I had one, most people would accept it blindly and try to live up to it, merely because of the authority which they try to force upon me.’
‘But what do you tell people when they come and ask you to help them?’
‘Most people come and ask me whether they can learn through experience.’
‘And your answer is?’
‘That they cannot.’
‘No?’
‘Of course not. You cannot learn spiritual truth through experience. Don’t you see? Let us assume that you had a deep sorrow and you learned how to fight against it. This experience will induce you to apply the same method of overcoming grief during your next sorrow.’
‘That does not seem wrong to me.’
‘But it is wrong. Instead of doing something vital, you try to adapt a dead method to life. Your former experience has become a prescription, a medicine. But life is too complicated, too subtle for that. It never repeats itself; no two sorrows in your life are alike. Each new sorrow or joy must be dealt within that particular fashion that the uniqueness of the experience requires.’
‘How can that be done?’
‘By eliminating the memory of former experiences; by destroying all recollection of our actions and reactions.’
‘What remains after we have destroyed them all?’
‘An inner preparedness that brings you nearer truth. You never ought to act according to old habits but in the way life wants you to act – spontaneously, on the spur of the moment.’
‘Does this apply to everything in life?’
‘It does. You must try to eliminate from your life all old habits and systems of behaviour, because no two moments in life are exactly similar.’
‘But all this is only negative, and I don’t find anything positive at all in your scheme of things.’
Krishnamurti smiled and moved nearer me: ‘You don’t need to search for the positive; don’t force it. It is always there, though hidden behind a huge heap of old experiences. Eliminate all of them, and truth – or what you call the positive – will be there. It comes up automatically, you cannot help it.’
‘I pondered over his words for a while, then I said: ‘You have just used the word “truth”. What is truth, according to you?’
‘Call it truth, liberation, or even God. It is all the same. Truth is for me the release of the mind from all burdens of memory.’ This definition was new to me, but before I could say a word Krishnamurti went on: ‘Truth is awareness, constant awareness of life within and without you. Do you follow?’ His voice became almost insistent.
‘I do, but please explain to me what you mean by “awareness”’, I replied.
Krishnamurti came even closer to me, and his voice became even more persuasive. ‘What matters is that we should live completely at every moment of our lives. That is the only real liberation. Truth is nothing abstract, it is neither philosophy, occultism nor mysticism. It is everyday life, it is perceiving the meaning and wisdom of life around us. The only life worth dealing with is our present life and every one of its moments. But to understand it we must liberate our mind from all memories, and allow it to appreciate spontaneously the present moment.’
‘I take it that by spontaneous appreciation you mean an appreciation dictated solely by the circumstances of that very moment?’
‘Exactly – there can be no other spontaneity of life; and that is precisely what I call real awareness. Do you understand?’
‘I do, but I doubt whether such awareness can really be expressed in words… I think it can only be understood if we actually experience it ourselves. No description can possibly do it justice.’
Krishnamurti did not answer immediately. He was lying on the ground, facing the sky. ‘It is so’, he said slowly; ‘but what is one to do?’
‘What indeed, Krishnaji? I wondered what you really meant when you told me yesterday that you tried to help people by talking to them. Can anyone who has not himself gone through that state of awareness of which you speak comprehend what it means? Those who possess it do not need to hear about it.’
Krishnamurti paused again, and I could hear that he was affected by the turn our conversation had taken. He said after a while: ‘And yet this is the only ay one can help people. I think that one clarifies people’s minds by discussing these things with them. Eventually they will perceive truth for themselves.’
I knew that Krishnamurti disliked all questions that seemed to arise out of mere curiosity or to depend upon abstract speculation, but I nevertheless asked him: ‘Don’t you think that the limits of time and space must cease to exist once we establish within ourselves a constant awareness of life?’
‘Of course they must. The past is only a result of memories. It is dead stuff. Once we cease to carry about with us this ballast there will be no time limits with regard to the past. The same is true in a slightly different way with regard to the future. But all this talk about seeing into the future or the past is only a result of purely intellectual curiosity. At every lecture I give half a dozen people always ask me about their future and past incarnations. As though it mattered what they were or what they will be. All that is real is the present. Whether we can look into the to-morrow or across continents is meaningless from a spiritual point of view.’
‘Don’t you think that conscious perception through time and space can be very valuable? Don’t you think that the results obtained by Rudolf Steiner’s occult perceptions are really helpful to humanity?’
‘I have never studied Steiner, and I wish you would tell me more about him. All I know about Steiner comes from Dr. Besant’s occasional remarks. I think she had great admiration for his unusual gifts, and was sorry that their relationship had to be broken, but I never studied him properly. As for occult perceptions, for me they are not particularly spiritual: they are merely a certain method of investigation. That’s all. They might be spiritual at times, but they are not always or necessarily so.’
‘You have never read any of Steiner’s books?’
‘No, nor have I ever read any of the other philosophers…’
‘But Steiner was not a philosopher’, I interrupted.
‘Yes, I know. I only meant writers of a philosophical or similar kind. I cannot read them. I am sorry, but I just can’t. Living and reacting to life is what I am interested in. All theory is abhorrent to me.’
Although noon was at hand and it was growing very hot, Krishnamurti suggested a walk towards the sea. ‘Are you writing anything at present?’ I asked him when we reached the road going down to the sea. 
‘Yes, I am preparing a book. But it is nothing consecutive – just a book of thoughts.’
‘What about your poetry?’
‘I feel poetry, but somehow I cannot write it at present.’
‘What books do you read? I remember that at one time you used to read a great deal, and that you liked choosing your friends especially from among artists and writers.’
‘What books does one read?’ Krishnamurti answered, slightly embarrassed.
Questions about his personal habits always seemed to make him uncomfortable. I noticed this repeatedly during my visit at Carmel. Though he derived every detail of his teaching from personal experiences, and preferred talking about it in a personal way, it seemed to me that he withdrew himself, as it were, whenever I put questions that were not connected directly with his mission in life or that dealt with such matters as his personal tastes and habits. Discussion for the satisfaction of intellectual curiosity seemed to cause him discomfort. This was not any result, I believe, of what is usually called natural modesty. It was rather as though he tried to remain perpetually on a plane of inner awareness, and felt uneasy whenever he had to switch over to a plane of intellectual discussion. But he loved ordinary conversation about topical subjects, politics, music, the theatre or travel. It was only when the outside world was brought into direct intellectual relationship with his personality that he shrank away from such interrogation. 
‘I am not a specialist of any kind’, said Krishnamurti, in answer to my original question. ‘I read everything that seems interesting – Huxley, Lawrence, Joyce, Andre Gide…’
‘Did you really mean what you said when you told me that you never read any philosophy?’
‘Goodness me, yes! What should I read philosophy for?’
‘Perhaps to learn from it.’
‘Do you seriously think that you can learn from books? You can accumulate knowledge, you can learn facts and technicalities, but you cannot learn truth, happiness, or any of the other things that really matter. You can read for your entertainment, for thousands of other reasons, but not to learn essential things. You can only learn from living and acknowledging the life that is your very own. But not from the lives of others.’
‘Does that mean that in your opinion nothing can ever be learned from books, from the experience of others?’
’I shall refrain from saying definitely yes, though I feel inclined to do so. The knowledge of others only builds up barriers within ourselves, barriers that stand in the way of an impulsive reaction to life. Of course it is easier to go through life learning from the experience of others, leaning on Aristotle, on Kant, on Bergson or on Freud; but that is not living your life, facing reality. It is merely evading reality by hiding behind a screen created by someone else.’
‘Do many, among thousands who come to listen to you, ask you questions about religious matters?’ 
‘Most of them do. There are three questions that crop up over and over again, and no meeting is complete without the, whether I speak in India, in Australia, in Europe or in California. I deduce from their popularity that they must deal with the three most urgent spiritual problems of modern man. They are questions about the values of experience, of prayer and of religion in general.’
Krishnamurti had already given me his opinions of experience and religion, so I only asked: ‘What is your attitude towards prayer?’
‘Prayer in which you ask God for something is in my opinion utterly wrong.’
‘Even if you ask God for help to achieve the awareness you were talking about?’
‘Even then. How can anything be spiritual – and prayer, I take it, is supposed to be something spiritual – that asks for a reward? This is not spirituality but economics, or whatever else you like to call it. In spiritual truth things just are; but there can be no requests, promises or rewards. Things happen in life because they simply have to happen. A reward can never be anything else but fixed, stationary, if you understand what I mean. Spiritual life, true life, must be always moving – fluctuating, alive.’
‘But cannot prayer be just a bridge along which we move towards inner awareness?’
‘It can, but that is not what people generally understand by prayer. What you now mean is simply a state of real living, of inner expectation. This identifies us with truth. Do you see the difference?’
‘I do, and I therefore presume that you deny all “crystallized” forms invented by man for the attainment of truth, such as meditation, yoga or other methods of mental exercise.’
‘Yes, it is so. How can you expect to achieve something which is constantly fluctuating through a method that, in your own words, is crystallized – or in my words, dead? People often come to me and ask about the value of meditation. All I can tell them is that I see no reason why they should meditate on one particular subject, instead of meditating on everything that enters their life, because it seems to me that deliberate concentration on one particular thought, eliminating all others, must create an inner conflict. I consider it wiser to meditate on whatever happens to enter your mind: whether it be about what you will do this afternoon or as to which suit you will put on. Such thoughts are as important – if attended to with your full inner awareness – as any philosophy. It is not the subject of your thought that matters so much as the quality of your thinking. Try to complete a thought instead of banishing it, and your mind will become a wonderful creative instrument instead of being a battlefield of competing thoughts. Your meditation will then develop into a constant alertness of mind. This is what I understand by meditation.’ 
I remembered Keyserling’s answer to my question on meditation, and was struck by the similarity of the views held by these two so different men. ‘Keyserling’, I said, ‘quite recently told me something of much the same sort. He said that for him meditation was nothing else but facing reality as it came along.’
‘I agree with him in that respect. You can only find truth only by your own constant awareness of life. You must not try to live up to somebody else’s standards, because inevitably those of two different men can never be really identical.’ 
‘Does this mean that you believe in the absolute equality of men?’
‘Of course I do, though not in the way Communism understands it. Because I preach equality of races, religions and castes, Communists think that I preach Communism. American communists often come to visit me at Ojai and say: “We believe you because you preach the things that we do. But why don’t you join our party?” They don’t understand that I am not only unable to join their party, or any other party, but that I cannot possibly agree with their methods. You can achieve equality among men only by greater knowledge, by deeper understanding, by better education, by making people grasp what life means. How can you do this if the leaders themselves don’t know, if they themselves behave like automatons and preach their particular gospels not from an inner awareness if life and its necessities – which means according to real truth – but by repeating over and over again certain formulae invented by others. You cannot achieve equality by taking their possessions away from people. What you must take away from them is their instinct of possessiveness. This does not apply only to land and money, a factory or a sable coat. It also applies to a book, to a flower, to your wife, your lover or your child. I don’t mean to say that you must not have or enjoy any of these things. Of course you must! But you must enjoy them for the sake of the joy they transmit, and not for the feeling of pleasure that their possession gives you. This fundamental attitude has to be changed before anything else can be done. Nothing can be altered by taking things from the rich and giving them to the poor, thus developing their feeling of greed and possessiveness.’
V
When we met again we no longer pretended that we were going for a walk but went straight to our pine-shadowed resort on the hill. It was an ideal place for conversation – not a single human being passed it all through the day and the view was exalting. The only noise was that of the sea breaking on the cliffs. I no longer felt intimidated by the subjects on which I had considered it my duty to question Krishnamurti; I knew that I could speak freely about everything; and I felt that the moment had arrived when I could question him about sex. 
‘Life in England had taught me to assume that sex was of much smaller importance than I had to believe it to be in the days when I lived on the Continent. I had learned to treat sex in the way one treats poorer relations or in the way Victorian society treated women’s legs: pretending that they do not exist and never mentioning them. Such an attitude may provide a temporary solution, and it is probably of practical value in all the more conventional circumstances of life, but it does not solve the essential problem. It brings no happiness, nor does it release any of those forces that sex, properly and honestly expressed, ought to create. Hypocrisy, or rather make-believe in matters of sex, may be laudable in the face of certain necessarily superficial aspects of the life of a community; but hypocrisy can never be more than merely a means of escape – it shirks the facing of reality. Hypocrisy pushes sex behind hundreds of screens, each one of which can hide it for only a short while, without doing anything to solve the essential underlying problem. Among the few people who find sexual satisfaction in perfect love the sex problem does not exist – but such people are few. The majority are not capable of regulating their sex impulses in a satisfactory way. Listen to the cases in the police courts of any country; ask your medical friends to tell you the whole truth about themselves, speak seriously to educationalists – and you will find out this sad reality for yourself.’
I asked Krishnamurti whether he thought it wrong for people with a very strong sexual impulse to give way to it. ‘Nothing is wrong if it is the result of something that is really within you’, was his answer. ‘Follow your urge, if it is not created by artificial stimuli but is burning within you – and there will be no sex problem in your life. A problem only exists arises when something within us that is real is opposed by intellectual considerations.’
‘But surely it is not only intellectual considerations that cause many people to believe the satisfaction of a strong sex urge to be wrong, even if it is too strong to be suppressed.’
‘Suppression can never solve a problem. Nor can self-discipline do it. That is only substituting one problem for another.’
‘But how do you expect millions of people, who have become slaves of sex, to solve the friction between their urge and that judicial sense which tries to prevent them from giving way? In England you will find fewer people openly ruled by sex, but consider America; consider most of the countries of the continent of Europe; consider many of the Eastern nations – for them their sex needs are a grave problem.’
‘I noticed an expression of slight impatience on Krishnamurti’s face. ‘For me this problem does not exist’, he said; ‘after all, sex is an expression of love, isn’t it? I personally derive as much joy from touching the hand of a person I am fond of as another might get from sexual intercourse.’ 
‘But what about the ordinary person who has not attained to your state of maturity, or whatever it should be called?’
‘To begin with, people ought to see sex in its proper proportions. It is not sex as a vital inner urge that dominates most people nowadays so much as the images and thoughts of sex. Our whole modern life is propitious to them. Look around you. You can hardly open a newspaper, travel by the underground or walk along a street without coming across advertisements and posters that appeal to your sex instincts in order to sing the praises of a pair of stockings, a new toothpaste or a particular brand of cigarette. I cannot imagine that so many semi-naked girls have ever before walked through the pages of newspapers and magazines. In every shop, cinema and café the lift attendants, waitresses and shopgirls are made up to look like harlots so that they may appeal to your sex instincts. They themselves are not aware of this, but their short skirts, their exposed legs, their painted faces, their girlish coiffures, the constant physical appeal which they are made to exercise the over the customer do nothing but stimulate your sex instincts. Oh, it is beastly, simply beastly! Sex has been degraded to become the servant of unimaginative salesmanship. Someone will start a new magazine and, instead of racking his brains for an interesting and alluring title-page, all he does is to publish a coloured picture of a girl with half-opened lips, suggestively hiding her breasts and looking altogether like a whore. You are being constantly attacked, and you no longer know whether it is your own sex urge or the sex vibration produced artificially by life around you. This degrading, emphatic appeal to our sex instinct is one of the most beastly signs of our civilization. Take it away, and most of the so-called sex urge is gone.’ 
‘I am not a moralist’, Krishnamurti added after a pause; ‘I have nothing against sex, and I am against sex suppression, sex hypocrisy and even what is called sexual self-discipline, which is only a specific form of hypocrisy. But I don’t want to sex to be cheapened, to be introduced into all those forms of life where it does not belong.’
‘Nevertheless, Krishnaji, your world without its beastly sex appeal will found only in Utopia. We are dealing with the world as it actually is, and as it will probably be in days to come, long after you and I are gone.’
‘That may be so, but it does not concern me. I am not a doctor; I cannot prescribe half-remedies; I deal simply with fundamental spiritual truth. If you are in search of remedies and half-methods you must go to a psychologist. I can only repeat that if you readjust yourself in such a way as to allow love to become an omnipresent feeling in which sex will be an expression of genuine affection, all the wretched sex problems will cease to exist.’
He looked up for a few seconds and then gave a deep sigh. ‘Oh, if you people could only see that these problems don’t exist in reality, and that it is only yourselves who create them, and that it is yourselves who must solve them! I cannot do it for you – nobody can if he is genuine and faithful to truth. I can only deal with spiritual truth and not with spiritual quackery.’ His voice seemed full of disillusion and he stopped and lay back on the ground.
I began to understand what Christ must have meant when He spoke of His love without distinction for every human being, and of all men being brothers. Indeed, the omnipresent feeling of love (in which sex would become meaningless without being eliminated) seemed the only form of love worthy of a conscious and mature human being. Nevertheless I wondered whether Krishnamurti himself had reached that stage of life-awareness in which personal love had given place to universal love, in which every human being would be approached with equal affection.
‘Don’t you love some people more than others?’ I asked. ‘After all, even a person like yourself is bound to have emotional preferences.’
Krishnamurti’s voice was very quiet when he began to speak again. ‘I must first say something before I can give you a satisfactory reply to your question. Otherwise you may not be able to accept it in the spirit in which it is offered. I want you to know that these talks are quite as important to me as they can possibly be to you. I don’t speak to you merely to satisfy the curiosity of an author who happens to be writing about me, or to help you personally. I talk mainly to clarify a number of things for myself. This I consider one of the great values of conversation. You must not think therefore that I ever say anything unless I believe it with my whole heart. I am not trying to impress, to convince or teach you. Even if you were my oldest friend or my brother I should speak in just the same way. I am saying all this because I want you to accept my words as simple statements of opinion and not as attempts to convert or persuade. You asked me just now about personal love, and my answer is that I no longer know it. Personal love does not exist for me. Love is for me a constant inner state. It does not matter to me whether I am now with you, with my brother or with an utter stranger – I have the same feeling of affection for all and each of you. People sometimes think that I am superficial and cold, that my love is negative and not strong enough to be directed to one person only. But it is not indifference, it is merely a feeling of love that is constantly within me and that I simply cannot help giving to everyone I come into touch with.’ He paused for a second as though wondering whether I believed him, and then said: ‘People were shocked by my recent behavior after Mrs. Besant’s death. I did not cry, I did not seem distressed but was serene; I went on with my ordinary life, and people said that I was devoid of all human feeling. How could I explain to them that, as my love went to everyone, it could not be affected by the departure of one individual, even if this was Mrs. Besant. Grief can no longer take possession of you when love has become the basis of your entire being.’
‘There must be people in your life who mean nothing to you or whom you even dislike?’
Krishnamurti smiled: ‘There aren’t any people I dislike. Don’t you see that it is not I who directs my love towards on person, strengthening it here, weakening it there? Love is simply there like the colour of my skin, the sound of my voice, no matter what I do. And therefore it is bound to be there even when I am surrounded by people I don’t know or people whom I “should” not care fore. Sometimes I am forced to be in a crowd of noisy people that I don’t know; it may be some meeting or a lecture or perhaps a waiting room in a station, where the atmosphere is full of noise, smoke, the smell of tobacco and all the other things that affect me physically. Even then my feeling of love for everyone is as strong as it is under this sky and on this lovely spot. People think that I am conceited or a hypocrite when I tell them that grief and sorrow and even death do not affect me. It is not conceit. Love that makes me like that is so natural to me that I am always surprised that people can question it. And I feel this unity not only with human beings. I feel it with trees, with the sea, with the whole world around me. Physical differentiations no longer exist. I am not speaking of the mental images of a poet; I am speaking of reality.’
When Krishnamurti stopped his eyes were shining, and there was in him that specific quality of beauty which easily appears sentimental or artificial when described in words, and yet is so convincing when met with in real life. It did not seem magnetism that radiated from him but rather an inner illumination that is hard to define, and that manifests itself as sheer beauty. I now experienced the feeling we sometimes have when confronted by strong impressions of Nature. Reaching the top of a mountain, or the soft breezes of early spring, with the promise of daffodils and leafy woods can produce occasionally such states of unsophisticated contentment. 
 

VI
Krishnamurti had told me a lot during the few hours on the hill, and I felt on our walk home that I must first digest it all, and that it would be wiser to remain by myself for the rest of the day.
I read during the afternoon the pamphlets that Krishnamurti had given me, and that contained his recent lectures at Ojai and in Australia. Though I recognized in these many of his fundamental beliefs, I was struck again by the words in which he expressed to an Australian audience that it is essential to eliminate the I, the ego, in order to see truth. ‘Happiness, or truth or God cannot be found as the outcome of the ego. The ego is to me nothing but the result of the environment.’ I wondered whether the people at large could grasp this idea. Weren’t they always taught that they have to develop their ego, their personality, before they can hope to achieve anything important in life? Would it not be wiser if Krishnamurti proceeded step by step, teaching that inner awareness can be found only gradually and after long and slow preparation?
That was my first question when we settled down next morning under the pines overlooking the ocean. ‘Mrs. Besant once said to me,’ Krishnamurti answered, “I am nothing but a nurse who helps people who are unable to move by themselves and who are in need of crutches. This I consider to be my duty. You, Krishnaji, appeal to people who do not need crutches, who can walk on their own feet. Go on talking to them, but please let me speak to those who need crutches. Don’t tell them that all crutches are wrong, because some people cannot live without them. Please, do not tell them to refuse to follow anyone on whom they can lean.”’
‘What was your answer?’ I interrupted. ‘I think Mrs. Besant’s request was very fair.’ 
‘I said to her: “I cannot possibly do what you are asking me. I consider that any definite method or advice is a crutch, and thus a barrier to truth. I simply must go on denying all crutches – even yours.” Do not blame me for having been cruel to a woman of eighty, to whom I seem to have meant a great deal and whom I always loved and admired.’ 
‘I see your point, Krishnaji; nevertheless I question its wisdom’, I said. ‘The majority of people are neither independent nor conscious of themselves – that’s why they need help. Your attitude might be considered cruel. Your duty is, I take it, to help people and to help as many as you can. Doesn’t that mean that you have to consider the overwhelming majority of people?’ 
‘I cannot possibly make distinctions between a majority and a minority; for it is wrong to assume that there is one truth for the masses and another for the elect. All people are spiritually equal.’ 
‘But even Jesus Christ had to differentiate. He first gave His message to a small minority before it could become public property.’ 
‘Is it really so? He gave it to anyone who was willing to accept it. Whether He spoke directly to twelve or to twelve thousand people does not alter this. He spoke of universal things that affected everyone in the world, no matter what their racial, religious, intellectual or social standing. He never appealed to a minority only.’ 
‘But wouldn’t you consider it wiser to prepare people slowly for a truth that requires such a thorough inner adjustment? Only a few people are ripe for the necessary inner revolution.’ 
‘These few matter. Those who genuinely search for truth, who study it from every angle, who test it and open themselves to it, will find it easy to live in constant inner awareness. Preparing people for it would mean compromising. And a compromise is a bargain between truth and untruth. How can you expect me to preach untruth – no matter in what form – after having found truth? I am not a quack. I am only concerned with spiritual truth.’
‘So what should the people do who cannot walk through life without crutches?’ 
‘Let them go on using them – but I shall have nothing to do with them. People who need a sanatorium must not come to me.’ Krishnamurti came nearer to me and took my hand, as he would sometimes do when in despair at my inability to see his point; and then he said: ‘You must understand that I can only talk to people who are willing to revolutionize themselves in order to find truth. You cannot find truth by living on an emotional diet or by using an elaborate system of mental exercises.’
I began to see that no compromise was possible and that Krishnamurti could only offer truth with all its revolutionary consequences or else no truth at all. In spite of all this I said: ‘I think you are right; but yet I ask myself, How can truth, as conceived by you, be communicated to the masses?’
The same expression of sadness came into Krishnamurti’s face that I had noticed before when I questioned him on that point. He began to speak slowly, as though talking to himself: ‘I, too, often ask myself, How? When I speak in India more than ten thousand people will come to a meeting to listen to me. Thousands come to listen to me in America – thousands in Europe – thousands in Australia. I know that most of them come simply out of curiosity or for fun, and only a few because they are trying to find something which they haven’t found elsewhere. How many of them return home happier or richer?… And yet I know that I must go on doing it. One can help people only by talking to them, by discussing truth with them.’ He stopped for a moment and then turned towards me: ‘As you know, I abhor the whole idea of discipleship and all the futility of a so-called spiritual organization; yet at times I wonder whether I shouldn’t prepare a few helpers who might be able to enlighten those people who won’t listen to me because of my former notoriety as “the messiah”. They might just listen to my “pupils” who have no past to live down. I must confess that it makes me sad that I cannot help as many people as I should like to.’
We got up, and Krishnamurti insisted upon accompanying me halfway towards my hotel. The sea was stretched at the bottom of the steep road, on one side of which was a private garden full of red , blue and yellow flowers and minosa trees covered with thick clusters of golden blossoms. Beyond the garden hills rose swiftly towards the sky. Though the sun was shining, a faint haze lingered over the sea. November was approaching, but the light, the heat and the vegetation suggested July. When we reached the bottom of the road we separated, and I walked on by myself along the coast, Krishnamurti turning back up the hill. I looked round after a minute and saw him walking very slowly; his head was hanging down and his shoulders drooping – his shoulders looked narrower than ever before. I felt like running back and saying something to him – but I did not do it.
 

VII
What effect had Krishnamurti’s message on those who had had no proper preparation for it or no chance of daily conversation with him? I wondered whether they found it very hard to grasp, and whether they felt it beyond their powers. Now the moment had arrived to learn something about the reactions of other people.
Carmel seemed particularly propitious for such a task. There were at Carmel not only those average Americans who would react to Krishnamurti’s message in the usual, that is to say, emotional rather than critical way, but also people with pronounced capacities for the understanding and criticism of it. Carmel was not what might be called a ‘colony’. It was not the Capri of English novelists and Russian religious ‘maniacs’; it was not the defenceless Positano upon which descended soon after the war hordes of German and American painters; it was not the Swiss Ascona in which Germanic dreamers were following many and varied gods; it was not even one of those fishing villages along the Mediterranean coast which, discovered by a fashionable Anglo-American dramatist or novelist, are turned overnight into a centre of international frivolity. Carmel was one of those faintly baroque survivals, scattered here and there under the pines and cedars along the coast, of California’s Spanish past. An antique church stood outside the miniature town with its main street called Ocean Avenue, its big drugstore in which everything could be bought from hot sandwiches to detective novels and chewing gum; there were shops in one-storey houses, faintly reminiscent of colonial architecture. There was even an art gallery, run by a few ladies and dedicated fearlessly both to music and pictorial art. Once a month the big white room of the art gallery would be transformed into a concert hall, with a miniature stage and many rows of little chairs. Musicians from all over the world, in need of a short rest during their American tour, would stop in Carmel for a couple of days on their journey between San Francisco and Los Angeles, and would give a recital in the white exhibition room with its modern pictures and its host of eager listeners. The residential houses were in smaller side streets, and lay in the midst of little gardens, adorned by hibiscus and fuchsias of unusual size. The woods and plains around Carmel had so far escaped suburbanization. One or two houses were built on some romantic promontory, overhanging the sea and commanding a limitless view of sky and coastline.
Though Carmel had become the home of many creative personalities, its life had not been deadened by an intellectual or artistic unity of purpose. Yet the presence of Krishnamurti seemed to be producing an as yet little visible common link, affecting the complexion of the community. Nevertheless his presence seemed to have focused the attention of the inhabitants of Carmel and of the neighbouring Dal Monte, Monterey and Pebble Beach. I was assured that even in the shops in Ocean Avenue people talked much less of Mr. Roosevelt or of the latest Hollywood scandals than of Krishnamurti.
Many of the inhabitants have approached Krishnamurti directly – some no doubt a curiosity awakened by the man’s former notoriety, a few out of religious need, and the greatest number perhaps because they were personally attracted by him. This class seemed by far the largest, and it represented most of the social and intellectual figures in the life of Carmel.
 

VIII
Among these people I met Robinson Jeffers, one of America’s greatest living poets. Although he was not interested in ‘spiritual movements’ or religious teachers, so that the name of Krishnamurti had meant nothing to him before they met, Robinson Jeffers was so attracted by Krishnamurti’s personality that the two men soon became friends. I was anxious to talk to Jeffers about Krishnamurti, and I gladly accepted an invitation to visit him and his charming wife.
They lived right on the coast in a house built by the poet’s own hands from the cobblestones that lay about the beach. He had brought them thence stone by stone until he had built the house – an unaided labour of five or six years. He spent another two years in erecting a medieval-looking tower in the garden, constructed also from stones found on the beach. This tower had a steep and spiral flight of steps, and on its top you entered a tiny and unexpected room, with paneled walls, a comfortable bench and a superb view, looking across the beach towards the sea. The sound of the waves, the dark outlines of the rocks – from the grey stones of which the tower and house had been built – the wind and the salty freshness of the atmosphere made you think of Cornwall. 
I spent an afternoon in the small tower room, talking to my host about Krishnamurti. A log fire was burning in the small fireplace, and California seemed very far away. Robinson Jeffers was reserved and shy, and his persistent silence almost suggested an inner fear that a spoken word might destroy images maturing in his poet’s brain. He was wearing khaki breaches and leggings, and but for his dreamy eyes, and the great tenderness in the expression of his mouth, he might have been an English farmer. Both his wife and his friends had warned that I should have to do most of the talking, but once or twice I succeeded in making him speak. ‘For me’, he said in a slow and hesitant manner, ‘there is nothing wrong in Krishnamurti’s message – nothing that I must contradict.’
‘Do you think his message will ever become popular?’
‘Not at present. Most people won’t find it intelligible enough.’
‘What struck you most when you met him for the first time?’
‘His personality. Mrs. Jeffers often makes the remark that light seems to enter the room when Krishnamurti comes in, and I agree with her, for he himself is the most convincing illustration of his honest message. To me it does not matter whether he speaks well or not. I can feel his influence even without words. The other day we went together for a walk in the hills. We walked for almost ten miles and as I am a poor speaker we hardly talked at all – yet I felt happier after our walk. It is his very personality that seems to diffuse the truth and happiness of which he is always talking.’ Robinson Jeffers lit his pipe, which had gone out, and then again sat watching the flames in the grate.
‘Do you think Krishnamurti’s message is so matured as to have found its final formulation?’
‘It may be final, but I wonder whether it has quite matured yet. It will be mature when its words are intelligible to everyone. At present there is a certain thinness in them. Don’t you think so?’
‘I quite agree. I confess that at times I simply don’t know how to write about him. Whatever I put on paper sounds unconvincing and makes Krishnamurti appear the very antithesis of what he really is: it makes him look conceited, a prig or a complacent fellow. In writing, his arguments are irritating and his logic unconvincing. And yet they sound so true when he uses them in conversation. It is almost impossible to describe him, for so much depends upon his personality, and so little upon what he says.’
‘Yes, it is almost impossible to describe certain personalities.’
‘I think this may be mainly because Krishnamurti’s intellectual faculties have not developed quite as completely as the spiritual side of the man. After all, intellectually he is still a youth. Most of his life has been spent in the theosophical nursery. Most of his ideas were stifled in those days. Many teachers impress us by their knowledge; Krishnamurti does it by his very person, which he gives to his listeners and which inspires them, and not by his particular brand of wisdom.’
‘I suppose it is so’, replied Jeffers in his slow, quiet way. ‘Others will have to find a clear and convincing language to express his message. After all, it would not be the first time that the followers of a teacher have had to build the bridge across which a new message can reach the masses.’
I met several people in Carmel and also in other parts of America who expressed similar opinions. Some of the inhabitants of Carmel told me that they were unable to grasp Krishnamurti’s message or that they failed to see its practical value – but all of them confessed that he gave them a feeling of happiness and calm that they had never known before. 
On Sunday afternoons anyone who wished could come to the hotel at which Krishnamurti stayed, and there join in a general discussion in the big lounge. I was more amused than impressed by these discussions, in which purely personal questions were asked, often irrelevant, or prompted merely by intellectual curiosity. I told Krishnamurti what I thought, but in his opinion he could help people to find truth in themselves if he and they evolved the answers together. Perhaps twenty, perhaps two hundred people would attend these Sunday discussions which created a nucleus for Krishnamurti’s message in California. 
It was always Krishnamurti’s personality that most of all impressed people. They felt that here was a man who lived his teaching even more convincingly than he preached it. I was told that when Krishnamurti entered America he was granted a limited time of residence there. It was suggested to him, however, that, if he cared to state in his passport that he was a teacher, he would be allowed more favourable conditions. Friends urged him to describe himself, for the sake of his own convenience, as a teacher; but Krishnamurti refused to do so. An official acknowledgement of his status as a teacher would have produced many of those misleading implications which he had cast overboard when he dissolved all his organizations. Krishnamurti’s decision may seem pedantic, but it was the only possible step which could accord with his personal attitude towards truth.
 

IX
At the end of a week, spent almost constantly in Krishnamurti’s company, I felt that I could formulate my own opinions about his teaching. What were the main points of his message? Truth can only be the result of an inner illumination, and this can only be enjoyed by one who fully recognizes the many-sidedness of life. We find truth through permanent inner awareness of our thoughts, feelings and actions. Only such an awareness can free us automatically of from our shortcomings, or can solve our problems without our striving to force the solution of them. Life becomes a reality through a loving self-identification with every one of its moments, and not through our habitual and mechanical pursuits. No sacrifices of an ascetic or similar kind are necessary, for our former limitations are eliminated automatically by full living.
It was not difficult to see that Krishnamurti’s message was more or less the same as that of Christ, of Buddha or indeed any genuine religious teacher. All he demanded from people was that they should live a life of inner awareness. This, possible only through love and thought, opens to us the doors of truth. In such a life none of our self-created shortcomings – envy, jealousy, hatred and possessiveness – can exist,
The problem of how far Krishnamurti’s language could be understood seemed to be of paramount importance, and I decided to talk to him once again about it. It was one of my last days in Carmel, and I was walking with Krishnamurti. ‘I have been talking to all sorts of people who have met you,’ I said, ‘and I have tried to discover whether your teaching is as convincing to them as it is to me. Many consider it most difficult, and it makes me sad that they should find it so hard to understand what seems to me the simplest truth. I wonder why God should have made it so complicated?’ I sighed, but Krishnamurti only smiled: ‘It is not God, but ourselves. It seems complicated because of our power of free choice.’
‘Free choice?’ I interrupted in surprise.
‘Indeed, it is only our free choice which creates conflicts in our lives; and conflicts are responsible for deterioration. By free choice we begin to build up handicaps and complications which we are forced to drive out one by one if we are to make our way towards truth.’
‘Then we should despair, according to you, just because we have been given the faculty of free choice? Would it be better if we were as the animals, which simply follow their dark fate and do not know what free will means?’
‘Not at all. Only the unintelligent mind exercises choice in life. When I talk of intelligence I mean it in its widest sense, I mean that deep inner intelligence of mind, emotion and will. A truly intelligent man can have no choice, because his mind can only be aware of what is true and can thus only choose the path of truth. An intelligent mind acts and reacts naturally and to its fullest capacity. It identifies itself spontaneously with the right thing. It simply cannot have any choice. Only the unintelligent mind has free will.’
This was rather an unexpected account of free will. ‘I have never come across this conception before,’ I said; ‘but it sounds convincing.’ 
‘It can be nothing else; it simply is like that.’
I had noticed on various occasions before that he never seemed conscious of the novelty of some of his pronouncements or of the unexpected result of a conversation. He never discussed for the sake of discussion or for my sake but in order to clarify for both of us the problem under discussion. The reason why he had to expose himself to the accusation of evasiveness became clear to me. Only truth found through collaboration joined with personal effort can have any meaning at all.
Suddenly Krishnamurti stopped: ‘Many things became clearer for me since we started our daily conversations. I meant to tell you the other day that after one of our first talks I had a particularly vivid experience of inner awareness of life. I was walking home along the beach when I became so deeply aware of the beauty of the sky, the sea and the trees around me that it was almost a sensation of physical joy. All separation between me and the things around me ceased to exist, and I walked home conscious of that wonderful unity. When I got home and joined the others at dinner, it almost seemed as though I had to push my inner state behind a screen and step out of it; but, though I was sitting among people and talking of all sorts of things, that inner awareness of a unity with everything never left me for a second.’
‘How did you come to that state of unity with everything?’
‘People have asked me about it before, and I always feel that they expect to hear the dramatic account of some sudden miracle through which I suddenly became one with the universe. My inner awareness was always there; though it took me time to feel it more and more clearly; and equally it took time to find words that would at all describe it. It was not a sudden flash, but a slow yet constant clarification of something that was always there. It did not grow, as people often think. Nothing can grow in us that is of spiritual importance. It has to be there in all its fullness, and the only thing that happens is that we become more and more aware of it. It is our intellectual reaction and nothing else that needs time to become more articulate, more definite.’
 

X
I was leaving Carmel next day, and when we reached our favourite spot under the pines on the hill I knew that this would be our last talk together. Farewells often bring words to my lips that I might feel shy of using in less exceptional circumstances. But Krishnamurti’s presence summoned up my emotional faculties without making me feel a fool. ‘Krishnaji,’ I said as I took his hands between my own, ‘my visit is coming to an end. I am very grateful to you for these wonderful days. Nevertheless I must talk to you once more about something which we have discussed many times.’
‘What is it? Don’t feel shy – go ahead.’
‘I appreciate your point of view that your mission is not to act as a doctor and that you cannot prescribe spiritual pills for people. But once again: How do you expect to help others? I know you want them to live their lives in such fullness as to become truthful, and so truthfully as to be able to give up possessiveness, jealousy and greed. But such an inner revolution requires a strength possessed only by few. You have achieved it, and you are standing on a mountain top on which you can live in a state of unity with the world that amounts to constant ecstasy. But you forget that we all, millions and millions of us, live in the vast plains at the foot of the mountain. Few could endure a life of continuous ecstasy. It would burn them up; it would destroy them to live in that permanent awareness which is essential. I can see it as a goal; I can see that it is the only life worth living; but I don’t see that we are mature enough for it.’
Krishnamurti came quite near me – as he had often done before – looked deep into my eyes and said in his melodious voice: ‘You are right. They live in the plains, and I live, as you call it, on the mountain top; but I hope that ever more and more human beings will be able to endure the clear air of the mountain top. A man infinitely greater than any of us had to go His own way that led to Golgotha; no matter whether His disciples could follow Him or not; no matter whether His message would be accepted immediately or had to wait for centuries. How can you expect me to be concerned with what should be done or how it should be done? If you have once lived on a mountain top, you cannot return to the plains. You can only try to make other people feel the purity of the air and enjoy the infinite prospect, and become one with the beauty of life there.’
This time there was no sadness in Krishnamurti’s voice, and in his eyes there was a light that was love, compassion, sympathy, and that had often moved me. Not the faintest sign of hopelessness was in him when we rose to walk slowly up the hill to the house in which he lived. The sun was setting, and ribbons of green and pink clouds were stretched across the full length of the sky. Night comes quickly in these regions, and in a few minutes the light would be gone.
 

XI
We shook hands and I descended towards the beach as I had done every day since my arrival at Carmel. It seemed quite natural on this last day of my visit that the whole of Krishnamurti’s life should unfold itself before me. Is there another life in modern times comparable with his? There have been many masters and teachers, yogis and lamas whom their followers worshipped. But none of them had been torn out of an ordinary existence to be anointed as the coming World Teacher. None of them had been accepted by the East and the West, by the oldest and the youngest continent, by Christians, Hindus, Jews and Moslems, by believers and agnostics. Neither Ramakrishna nor Vivekananda had been brought up and educated for their future messiahship; neither Gandhi nor Mrs. Baker Eddy, neither Steiner nor Mme. Blavatsky had known such a strange destiny. Neither in the records of Western mystics nor in the books of Eastern yogis and saints do we find the story of a ‘saint’ who after twenty-five years of preparation for a divine destiny decides to become an ordinary human being, who renounces not only his worldly goods but all his religious claims.
It was quite dark and the first stars were beginning to appear. The attention was not distracted by the lights and colours and shapes of the day. The mysterious pattern of Krishnamurti’s remarkable fate was becoming clearer, and I began to understand what he had meant when he said that till a few years ago life had been a dream to him and that he had scarcely been conscious of the external existence around him. Were not those the years of preparation? Were they not the years in which the man Krishnamurti was trying to find himself, to replace that former self through whom Mrs. Besant and Charles Leadbeater, theosophy and a strange credulity, acted for over twenty years?
Indeed, was not Krishnamurti’s a supreme story? The teacher who renounces his throne at the moment of his awakening, at the moment when the god in him has to make way for the man, at the moment when the man can begin to find God within himself? Have not even the years in which his spirit lingered in dreams been full of a truth that as yet is too mysterious to be comprehended by us?
Krishnamurti: Who Am I[image: image6.png]




by David E. S. Young 
FOREWORD
Though ascetically slender and frail, Jiddu Krishnamurti is intense, extremely alert, and spiritually so awake that what he says potentially illuminates every corner of the human soul. In the presence of this world-famed thinker, lecturer, and writer, my own awareness and understanding have been increased to such an extent that it has changed the course of my existence. This book is an attempt to describe this experiencing as it has taken place. The change basically has been an expansion of awareness. Like the dawn, awareness creeps in imperceptibly and gradually grows and brightens. So we must start at the beginning. As we go through the pages together, may I suggest that you ask yourself the questions put by Krishnamurti and pause long enough to listen to your own responses.
Some of the conversations were published in the pamphlet, Awareness and Meditation. They’ve been integrated with all the other experiences in the book to make my story as complete as possible.
 
CHAPTER I
OTHERNESS
“Where do you want me to sign?” Krishnamurti said as I handed him a pen and my copy of 'At the Feet of the Master', his first book.
At the moment the pages didn’t seem to belong to me, so I expressed what I felt: “You decide, please. It’s your book.”
And that is how I met Jiddu Krishnamurti. It was in 1921 and I was a sensitive fourteen years old, a student at Saint Christopher, Letchworth Garden City, Hertfordshire, England. The school had been founded by Theosophists. At the time of his visit, Krishnamurti was twenty-six years old, with golden skin, large brown eyes, and almost black hair. He was the adopted son and protégé of Annie Besant, International President of the Theosophical Society. He had been introduced to her by C. W. Leadbeater, a Theosophical leader and clairvoyant, who had discovered Krishnamurti in South India in 1909, and had immediately noticed something very remarkable about the young man. Annie Besant had then persuaded his impoverished father, who had 15 other children, to give her the guardianship of Krishnamurti. During the period of their visit to my school, Annie Besant expected Krishnamurti to come forth soon with teachings of worldwide significance. I looked up to him with awe, and 'At the Feet of the Master' was a treasured possession.
I still have that bright blue book with a silver star on it and his signature carefully written inside, but since that day our relationship has undergone many changes, and I have had many experiences with him.
I became better acquainted with him during other visits to Saint Christopher, where he was on the Board of Directors, and from hearing him talk in London and at his Star Camps in Holland. He seemed to take a personal interest in me, and we carried on a correspondence over a period of many years.
One letter is especially interesting because of the light it sheds on his connection with Saint Christopher and its history. The school, situated in England’s first planned city, was one of the few coeducational boarding schools in existence in those days. It was unusual in many ways: Dr. Armstrong-Smith, the first headmaster, had remarkable confidence in children and a great affection for them. In contrast to almost every other school in England at that time, there was no physical punishment. We were taught by a process of conditioning; however, I was later to free myself from this conditioning by the aid of Krishnamurti’s teachings.
In 1930 the Theosophical Education Trust gave up the school, abandoning all responsibility, including the financial burden, to Mr. and Mrs. Lyn Harris, a Quaker couple. The Harrises had attended one of Krishnamurti’s camps at Ommen, in search of new students. He hadn’t known they were among the 3,000 people there until I mentioned it afterwards. His impulsive reply was, “I wish I had known. I wish I had known.” The Harrises had been critical of Krishnamurti because they held him to some extent responsible for the Trust’s sudden abandonment of the school. I could see that Krishnamurti was aware of this, and wanted to speak to them personally.
Replying to a letter of mine mentioning the school’s financial difficulties, Krishnamurti wrote: “…I am afraid I don’t feel very responsible with regard to Saint Christopher’s, as I was not fully awake then, when I was one of the so-called Directors. But all that is a long time ago, and I hope Mr. Harris will not hold me altogether guilty…” When I received the letter, I felt I must share it with the Harrises. Tension at the mention of Krishnamurti’s name gave way to relaxation when I read aloud his words. I could feel a certain energy flow through me, and I knew I was being used as a channel.
I first sensed this particular kind of energy as a student at Saint Christopher. I felt an atmosphere there, an ‘otherness’ which has dominated my life. Perhaps I may call this ‘spiritual energy’. I’ve always pursued this energy, and I’ve tried to live in such a way and in such surroundings as to be in tune with its vibrations wherever and however I could find them.
At first I looked mostly outside, but over the years I’ve learned to look more and more within. Sometimes I’ve lost track of this energy, but now I flow with it more consistently, and as I write this book, I feel this ‘otherness’ supporting and inspiring me. I hope you will be able somehow to sense what lies behind the words; I wish to convey something much deeper than words, an aura around and through the sentences-something intangible, yet as closely linked to the words of my book, as the tune of a song is to its words.
I found the same source of inspiration in Theosophy, so I joined the Theosophical Society and its Esoteric Section. It was not long, however, before I felt these spiritual vibrations especially in connection with Krishnamurti. After completing my studies at Saint Christopher, I attended Cambridge University. I went every summer to Krishnamurti’s camp at Ommen, and he used to invite me to his pre-camp gatherings. I became exceedingly enthusiastic about his teachings-I ‘hitched my wagon to his star’. Theosophy remained as a part of my background, but I dropped out as a member of the society.
At about this time, in 1929, Krishnamurti dissolved the Order of the Star, of which he was the Head, with its worldwide membership of over 100,000, offices in 47 countries, property in India, Australia, and America, and a castle with 5,000 forested acres in Holland. He maintained “…that Truth is a pathless land, and you cannot approach it by any path whatsoever, by any religion, by any sect… No organisation can lead man to spirituality.” Each of us was-and is-on our own.
I was deeply moved when I made my first trip to America and attended Krishnamurti’s camp at Ojai, California, in 1932. I had been intoxicated by: the power and rush of New York and its night life; the quiet immensity of the Grand Canyon; the majestic stillness and beauty of Yosemite; the fascination of Hollywood and its movie studios; and by the mass education of the University of California, Berkeley, where I was a teaching fellow in the physics department. I particularly loved the view of Ojai Valley’s bright green orange trees nestled amongst its towering mountains: but it was the ‘otherness’ and mystical wonder of Ojai-with-Krishnamurti, which affected me the most.
His talks in Ojai always have an atmosphere not of this earth. People of all ages, races, interests, and positions come with eager expectation, some waiting for hours to secure favoured places near the speaker, and some travelling from distant countries, from Australia, South America, Finland, Spain and India. Punctually at the appointed hour a hush falls over the gathering, and a sensitive-looking, erect, aesthetic figure appears quietly. With an air of an eagle poised for flight, Krishnamurti looks around at his audience before he begins to speak. He never uses notes, and he requests that his listeners make none so that they can listen with the whole of their attention. Photographs are discouraged and he gives no autographs. He speaks slowly and distinctly with a compelling sternness, and he is painfully aware when he isn’t getting his message across. He has said: “I have only one thought and that is to liberate men from their narrow-mindedness and their limitations. I say there is a way of living intelligently, happily and without conflict. I do not propose to give you a system but to place before you certain ideas so you may find out for yourselves how to think truly.”
“I wish I could convey to you,” I wrote to my family in England, “the wonder of Ojai. I may sound ‘up in the air’, but I’m shedding tears at the moment because you can’t enjoy its beauty, if only for a minute. Here, I’m a different being.” And I was different-I was dominated by an intense desire to make Krishnamurti’s teachings part of my life.
Understanding came in flashes. I experimented, and whenever there was an opportunity, I talked things over with Krishnamurti, whom those of us who knew him respectfully and affectionately call ‘Krishnaji’. My life in this period was changing constantly. I fell in love with a girl whom I later married; Krishnamurti’s comment was: “Shall I tell you? Let it all come-jealousy, everything. Spew it all out.” And I did. Sometimes I found I could feel emotion without doing anything about it, except to watch it-an enlightening discovery.
Whatever the facts in my life, Krishnamurti would never say what to do or what not to do, and he never judged whether a thing was good or bad; he would simply throw light on the subject: he was a searchlight on my innermost being. For example, in reference to sex, he simply commented, “Those who experience it want more of it.” And during one of several walks with him I ventured, “Reality seems so near, and yet so far.” Pointing towards the highest mountain peak he responded, “There’s the mountain top. Sometimes you can see it; sometimes it’s hidden by a cloud.”
I saw the mountain top quite often. So, on my return to England in 1933, I wanted to bring Krishnamurti’s teachings into my educational work. What was happening in schools seemed so far removed from what I wanted my life to be: I continually asked myself, what is right education? I found it extremely difficult to live the teachings and at the same time do what I was supposed to do in my job, and I longed for an opportunity to do what I felt was right.
I went to visit Summer Hill. The director, A. S. Neill, has done a tremendous pioneer job and helped many students but I just couldn’t find myself at home in the atmosphere there. One boy proudly showed me, “the only pane of glass in the school which isn’t broken”. Children were ruining living-room furniture by using it as gymnastic equipment. The place was dishevelled and unkempt. “It’s like this because the students want it this way,” a teacher explained.
Neill invited me to his own living-room which he carefully kept locked. He asked me if I would like to be a teacher there, and I had to decline. His definition of freedom is to do whatever you like as long as it doesn’t interfere with the freedom of others. It seems to me this means to be a slave to one’s own desires-smoking, drinking, swearing, whatever one feels like doing. And removal of the teacher’s influence leaves the student at the mercy of other influences-commercial, political, and the influence of other stronger students. I question whether this is truly freedom.
I felt that my best hope was Saint Christopher-perhaps some of the spiritual vibrations were still there. So I talked things over with the Harrises.
I see from the notes I made at the time that I pointed out to them that education then was based on certain ideas about what is good or necessary or needed for the future. Teaching was mostly a process of imparting ideas, beliefs, morals, ideas, information, skills, habits-with bits of creative work somehow finding their way in.
Instead of planning the course of study beforehand, I wanted to be free to offer to my pupils whatever seemed to arouse their interest. I was particularly interested in young adolescents-I felt that education generally failed most with this age group. I wished to allow them to function as much as possible from their own creative centres. They would be encouraged to live in the present, instead of to prepare for the future. I hoped to provide the atmosphere of an art room or research laboratory.
Mr. and Mrs. Harris took me seriously, thought about it, and talked about my wishes with those parents whom they felt were most likely to be open to my approach. But the parents’ response was that they did not want their children ‘experimented’ upon. And that was the end of that.
The next year, in 1934, I attended a New Education Conference at Oxford University. I spoke before everyone there, saying again the things I had said to the Harrises. I pointed out that education based on the child’s interest was taking place in a few progressive schools with very young children, but not with adolescents. Everywhere the subject-examination system was clogging and dampening the development of the individual. I said I would rather wash dishes than force information on unwilling students. I was prepared to wait.
And I have. I did create opportunities for children within the framework of several schools, but I have waited some 36 years for a chance to originate a complete project along the lines I had envisioned.
I was not until 1936 at Ommen that I had the opportunity of talking to Krishnamurti about my problems. He had been in South America and I hadn’t seen him for three years. Meanwhile, I had had to teach ‘subjects’, though at least to students who were interested in them.
Here is our conversation as I wrote it down afterwards. The words are there, but the feelings and the atmosphere are non-verbal. They are in the ‘psychic interview’ which exists as a companion to the dialogue.
Krishnamurti, who speaks in low tones with an Oxford accent, welcomed me into the hut where he had been interviewing people, and we sat down on chairs opposite each other. I had certain longings and anxieties that I wanted to discuss with him: I was still very nervous; I was concerned about my work in education. I looked up to Krishnamurti as my teacher, even though he had said: “I do not want followers. I abhor the very idea of anyone calling himself my disciple. Be rather the disciple of that understanding which is the fruit of ripe thought and great love; be the disciple of your own understanding.”
His time was limited, there were many people who wanted to see him, so I began right away. “Is my strong desire to have a private talk with you at least once a year healthy? I have such intense urges to see a great deal of you-or, should I wait until I’m a little older before expecting to see more of you? I hope to grow out of this need, but at present it makes all the difference.”
Krishnamurti listened very attentively and then said, “You come so that we can think together, don’t you? Therefore it’s healthy.”
“These urges to see you are very strong, and there are many others who feel the same.”
“I know.”
Thus encouraged, I went on to the next question, “Do you know I am very keen on doing something in education? The time hasn’t come yet, but I’m preparing as best I can.”
“Do you keep in touch with what other people are doing?”
“Yes, I’ve done a lot of that in the past. At the moment, I’m successfully preparing students to do well in exams. I hope later something will open up so that I may put into effect my ideas. What about the feeling that I may do something special in education, and that up to now I’ve been preparing for it?”
“Don’t think about it. That’s the old Theosophical idea, that one is something special. Do not think about it. If you do, it won’t happen; if you don’t, it may. Don’t prepare for anything. Go after what interests you. Do not have fantasies about the future.” Krishnamurti became very excited and he used his hands to express his feelings: “Fantasies never come true. I noticed the same thing in your first question. Do not build dreams about the future.”
“My position in education is quite accidental.”
“Yes, let it be that way.”
“In the same way I have ideas that I may go to California again and see more of you there.”
Krishnamurti shook both fists at me and it felt as if he almost jumped out of his chair. “Do not do it, David. Let things happen. Do not think about it. Fantasies never come true. Rather than build dreams, go and sleep with a woman. Do something which interests you.”
Well, I was interested in putting more questions, so I continued, “Are you still interested in Saint Christopher School and its future?” I had vague hopes he would come and visit Saint Christopher again.
“I collect people around me and concentrate on them. If they like to do something in education, politics, or whatever it is, that is their affair. Naturally, I am very interested in education.”
(This was Krishnamurti’s attitude at that time: he left education to others. With the passage of time, however, he has become more and more involved personally. He has certainly done so in India, and his recent sponsorship of Brockwood Park, England, and his intention of starting a school in America, are almost a complete reversal of the stand he took in this interview.)
I had one more question which I quickly put: “I have worked hard on my eyes with eye specialists, but I feel a few words of discussion with you would help. I don’t seem to want to see with both eyes at the same instant, that is, focus on the same point simultaneously - probably fear? My left eye isn’t as awake as my right eye and it oscillates. Or, should I not bother about my eyes, on the assumption that they will get better as interest in my work grows?”
“I have noticed that your left eye oscillates sometimes-but now you are interested and your eyes are still; your left eye isn’t oscillating. Do things in which you are interested. Look at the time!” We had been much longer than the time scheduled for each interview. Quite a number of people were waiting outside for their appointments. As we reached the door he said, “You had better slip out quickly in case one of these people throws a brick at you!”
The oscillations of my left eye were due to nystagmus. This and coordination of the eyes have generally improved as my interest in living and my understanding of life have increased; now both conditions are cured, as tested by optometrists. Ironically, I’ve come to need reading glasses for another reason-my age.
Actually, most of my dreams have more or less come true, though not exactly in the form in which I had imagined them. Somehow I knew some things about my future for which, in a way, I was preparing; but dreaming is an indulgence, and doesn’t of itself cause things to happen. One must act.
Krishnamurti said something somewhat different about fantasies much later in Madras, India, in December of 1959. We were seated in a room by ourselves in Vasanta Vihar, Adyar, and we were discussing the difference between change and adjustment.
Krishnamurti said, “Be aware of what change is and what adjustment is. Notice when you are adjusting.”
Noticing requires alertness, and I had found that dreams were a distraction from this, so I said, “One of my difficulties is that I dream.”
“Why shouldn’t you dream?”
“Perhaps I want to think seriously about something, but after a while-”
“You go to sleep. Probably you are not interested. I am interested in what I am doing-discussing, listening, looking at the birds; so I cannot go to sleep. If you feel like sleeping, why not do so?”
“I do. You mean, don’t have a guilt complex about it?”
“Why have a guilt complex about anything? If you fight something, you give it life.”
“Sometimes I go to sleep because of boredom, but other times it’s because I cannot face something completely.”
“It is a form of defence. The shock of seeing something is too much for one.” Experience has shown me that what he said is true.
During the nineteen thirties my friendship with Krishnamurti grew. Besides reading his books and listening to his talks and having private conversations with him, I also had experiences of him in a variety of situations-at a movie, in an underground train, at a restaurant, playing with a baby-but it was not until I moved to California in 1939, that interest and opportunity opened the way for a deeper understanding of his teachings.
 
CHAPTER II
SELF-KNOWING
During World War II Krishnamurti didn’t travel, so he stayed in Ojai for seven years. After I came to America I used to go and see him every year. In his presence there was a deep awareness of the world’s sorrow: he was most concerned about the war, which he called ‘dreadful’.
“How difficult it is to live nowadays,” he said over and over again in various ways. And again he would say, “What a crazy world we live in.”
I added, “And it won’t be over when the war is finished.”
“It will be worse!” he exclaimed.
He expressed his feelings about the war by registering as a conscientious objector, though later he found out that the draft didn’t apply to him as an alien visitor.
When I brought my family to visit him, he would often play with our two young sons. The children were very active, always in motion, and I noticed that my mind was even more restless; it never seemed to be still. During a conversation in 1942 I mentioned this to him, “My mind is restless, always thinking.”
“It is important,” Krishnamurti said, “to have a calm, clear mind. Find out why the mind is restless-anxiety about the future, regret of the past, day-dreaming, habit as a result of a busy life.”
“When I try to find out why, I am conscious for only a second.”
“Never mind. That awareness will grow.”
During the years since this conversation, the ‘second’ has lasted much longer. I don’t know how long these moments are because they are timeless. They seem to occur because I listen and look inquiringly. Of course, they don’t continue indefinitely, and it’s the mind which calls one back to thinking. Sooner or later it must, if one is to go on living in the physical world.
A year later, in 1943, vacation time again brought us to Ojai. Usually Krishnamurti was willing to talk to me about almost anything, but he always gave much more of himself when discussing the fundamentals of his teachings. He was particularly willing to share his thinking with those who came to see him at that time, because he didn’t give public talks during most of the war. As soon as I had a chance to talk with him I tried to start our conversation on a basic level: “You know my great interest in thinking. I have no definite question, but could we talk about it?”
Krishnamurti paused to collect his words, then he said: “To find out what is true thinking, we have to examine ourselves. It is absorbingly interesting.”
“Do you mean to look at ourselves from outside as someone else would?”
“I have to explain this thing very carefully. It is very revealing to examine the thought the mind has at any moment, and to find out why the mind has that thought. One who is a nationalist cannot think rightly about nationalism. His thinking would be prejudiced-he will be merely justifying himself.”
This seemed to be very clear, but there were other things which were much more difficult to understand. “Why do you choose nationalism? I feel I am free of that. Why not choose something which is more of a problem to me?”
“I am free of nationalism, but I have to think about it just the same so that I can help other people. What I’m saying can be applied to any problem. If we are jealous, vain, possessive, or quick-tempered, then the first thing we have to do is to be aware of that state. Suppose the mind is thinking of shoes. Why is it thinking of shoes? If I need shoes, then it’s all right. If not, then why is it? Perhaps I’m vain, possessive, or I can think of a half a dozen other reasons. If you are dependent on your environment, then you are thoughtless about that environment-your wife, money, or whatever it is.”
“Do you mean by being dependent, that a certain urge or feeling within is immediately associated with somebody or something outside without any question or deep thought?”
“Yes. Have you ever watched your mind, for example in a train? What is it doing?”
“It’s going over the past.”
“Or the future. It’s important to examine every thought and feeling-continual awareness.
“I get up at 5.30 every morning. Then I sit and think for an hour. After that I do some Hatha Yoga exercises, followed by some more thinking. If I didn’t do mental activity like this and the interviews I give, I would go to seed.”
“What time do you go to bed?”
“I go to sleep at about 9.30 or 9.45. I keep very regular hours.”
This is what he did when he was free from travelling and lecturing. I felt he was telling me all this because he thought I should do well to have a similar schedule, so I said, “I would find it difficult to get up so early, as I must get sufficient sleep.”
“I think one must force things a bit. You should give up some of your social life and go to bed early enough.”
The interview was suddenly over. “The chickens are calling and I must go.” Krishnamurti and the others living with him at Ojai were looking after, not only chickens, but also a cow, bees, a vegetable garden, and orchards. He got up and put his arm around me and said, “Goodbye and good luck. I hope I will see you again soon.”
And I hoped so too. It’s interesting that he refers to his ‘thinking’. Maybe he was wary about the use of the word ‘meditation’ at that time, as he wished to avoid being misunderstood. In later years he used the word often, giving his own meaning to it, and in 1969 he wrote:
“Meditation then is not the pursuit of some vision, however sanctified by tradition. Rather it is the endless space where thought cannot enter… in that space is the benediction that man seeks and cannot find. He seeks it within the frontiers of thought, and thought destroys the ecstasy of this benediction.”
In a little less than a year, I was back with him. Our conversation took place in a small, severely plain sitting room, set aside for such purposes and kept separate from the rest of the rambling house overlooking the Ojai Valley. Just how well did I know myself? Was I fully aware all day and every day of what I was thinking and feeling? As a result of this questioning, I had made some interesting discoveries which I wanted to discuss with him, so I began,
“With regard to thinking, may I say what I do?”
Quickly showing interest Krishnamurti said, “Certainly.”
“When I see myself thinking of something, I look at it. I look at the feeling associated with the thought. I let it grow. The effect is to arrest the stream of thought and cause some illumination, but I don’t seem to be able to go any deeper.”
“Instead of stopping the thought process, watch it like a movie. This is to be distinghuished from letting it flow unconsciously; instead, try to do it consciously. This is a very difficult thing to do.”
Yes, it is difficult. The mind cannot do it. Light dawns, and the more it grows, the more one finds oneself watching. Just as the sun shines from its own energy, not ours, the dawning and the growing are done, not by the mind, but by Light itself. Our job is to dissolve the clouds of illusion.
Krishnamurti continued, “Has anyone told you about any of the things I have been saying in my talks?”
“Some of them, but it’s difficult to understand completely through another. May I describe the thing I think I have understood the best?”
“Yes, go ahead.”
“The mind is like an iceberg. The visible one-tenth corresponds to the conscious mind and the other nine-tenths corresponds to the unconscious mind.”
Krishnamurti immediately made a correction, “Project the unconscious into the conscious mind.”
“I’m afraid I didn’t understand that part of it. What do you mean?”
“It wasn’t complete. Take nationalism, for example. When all the avenues have been explored with the conscious mind-it gives a sense of security, satisfaction, pride-then let the unconscious project itself into the conscious. There is a huge inheritance which, if we watch it, will filter through into the conscious-I am a ‘Hindu’, and so on-until the whole of the unconscious mind has also been unravelled.”
This gave me something to experiment with, but I wanted to continue reporting some of my past experiments, so I said,
“In order to know myself better I’ve tried writing down my thoughts and feelings. I wrote about the rushing stream, the majestic mountains, the song of the birds, as if writing a letter to someone…”
Krishnamurti responded quickly. “No, not that. What do you think of the birds? What is your reaction?”
Still tense, I was unable to think what he meant. “Please explain more fully.”
“It is important to think rightly in order to release something creative. To think rightly you must know yourself. To know yourself you must be detached, absolutely honest, free from judgement. It means continual awareness of one’s thoughts and feelings during the day without acceptance or rejection, like watching a movie of oneself.
“In order to watch more closely, it’s necessary to slow down the mental process. Close examination will automatically do this, like slowing down the movie. It will help at first to write down one’s thoughts and feelings. You cannot write all of them, but as many as possible.”
“In a shorthand manner, not necessarily intelligible to anyone else?”
“Yes, two words are enough to remind one of a thought.”
“I would be afraid someone might read it. I suppose one could make sure no one could understand it.”
“Yes, or burn it. Also, during an activity, such as washing dishes, you can’t write, but the process of watching is going on. Afterwards you can write down your thoughts.”
I was less nervous and gaining in confidence. I said, “Most of us are aware only some of the time. Are you aware all the time?”
“Not quite that. Now that I’m talking to you, my attention is on you, but the photographic process is continuing. Suppose I say something false, then afterwards I’ll say, ‘By Jove, I said something false to David!’”
I was beginning to understand more quickly now. “Then when you are talking to someone you are not aware?”
“When I am giving a lecture my whole attention is on the audience, but the recording process continues; afterwards I can look at my inward reactions. If I’m talking to someone about something that occupies merely my superficial attention, or if I’m doing something such as washing dishes, then I’m aware of what’s going on inside of me; but I can’t give my whole attention to think about it until I’m alone.”
The quickening of my interest prompted me to ask, “And when we’ve written down our thoughts, what then?”
“At the end of the day you can read what you have written, honestly and impartially. You begin to see yourself; you can examine all the different samples. At first you will be ashamed, but that will pass. You will become interested in trying to see what lies behind these thoughts and feelings.”
“Yes, I can see that.”
“Once begun and given the right environment, awareness is like a flame.” Krishnamurti’s face lit up with spiritual vitality. “It will grow immeasurably. The difficult thing is to activate the faculty.”
Then and there, a tiny flame of awareness kindled within me and my inner self became visible. Was this a momentary state? Under what circumstances would it flourish? I said, “What do you mean by the right environment?”
“Not being too tired; having enough time to be aware. ‘Work’ on it and give it enough fuel-the fuel is one’s life.”
Krishnamurti paused to see my response. I could tell how keen he was for me to understand, but I wasn’t used to such concentrated, dynamic thinking and we had to stop.
The intensity of the interview stayed with me for several days and I worked at the process of self-knowing; however, it was far from easy. Habits of condemnation, justification, and anxiety acted as distractions from awareness and prevented objective observation. I felt I needed more help.
A week later I invited Krishnamurti to a picnic at a resort where we were staying during our vacation in Ojai. He and I sat on some large white rocks and watched my family swim in the clear blue river.
After lunch I asked Krishnamurti more questions about awareness. “In watching my reactions I usually find craving in some form or other, for instance, envy. I see it. It comes and goes, but I don’t seem to be able to think any deeper than this.”
He looked at me gently for a moment and then said, “You are the result of the past-your body, your feelings, your thinking. Your body is just a copy. Any feeling, for example, envy or anger, is a result of the past. Whatever you do about that envy, such as repression, trying to make it into something, or some other action, is also the result of the past. So you are merely moving within the circle of experience.” He drew a picture in the sand to show this, a circle with marks inside, one for envy, and another for the action taken. “You must ‘work’ on this; think about it, meditate, try to see it in all its aspects-calmly, detached, as looking at a new and unknown animal. You are interested in its shape, its habits, and so on; you don’t know whether it’s poisonous or not so you have no reaction. That’s meditation, trying to free oneself from the past, transcending the past so as to discover the unknown, the timeless; otherwise it’s merely moving within the circle of the past.
“You must meditate on this until you can feel it throughout all your being, not just one layer, all the layers.” Krishnamurti’s entire body expressed what he was saying. “Then there will be a great calmness, infinite peace.
“Write this down as I have said it. Then look at it and watch your reactions to it. Think about it. Try to find out what you think about it. It will come to you later.”
His words had a quietening effect. There was a long silence during which we sat motionless. Anything one did was useless; yet, there was still an inner movement. I wanted companionship of some kind-personal, impersonal, spiritual, or divine-I just didn’t want to be completely alone. I said, “The desire for affection or the fear of losing it lies at the back of many of my thoughts and actions.”
“What is it you desire? It’s not affection.” He waited for my reply.
“You mean it’s not affection in my own heart, but something from outside?”
“Exactly. You are trying to fill a void within. It’s like attempting to fill an empty, leaky bucket which can never be filled.”
“One has to keep putting something in every day.”
“And still it fills only a thin layer; it satisfies only superficially. It never completely or permanently fills the whole vessel. So why do you go on doing this?” Krishnamurti gave an inquiring look, carefully watching my reaction. “You are not really experiencing this. If you really saw this you would be thrilled. You would have a tremendous sense of relief-‘Thank goodness I don’t have to go on doing this!’”
I could feel his sense of relief, but not mine. “Why do I experience it so superficially?”
“Yes, why?” he asked.
I was determined to be honest with my replies. “Because I am dull, not sensitive enough.”
“Yes. So find out why you are dull. Investigate everything: diet, inheritance, your English background, imperialism and so forth; your activities; perhaps you are surrounded by thoughts about yourself, memories, comparisons, escapes, dreams, and so on-examine everything. Really tackle the whole thing. If you just sit back and say, ‘Well, I am dull,’ and do nothing about it, then you are old.” He sat back with a dramatic, nonchalant attitude; then leaning forward and focussing his luminous dark brown eyes on me, he said, “It should be a matter of life and death.”
“Why am I dull now?”
“I think it’s because you are depressed.”
“Yes, that’s true. I know why I’m depressed.” I was feeling discouraged about my job in a factory, a job which took all my energy. To process food was the most constructive occupation available for me during the war.
“You can easily trace out the cause of it, but the depression doesn’t help, does it? So why are you depressed?” He smiled as he waited for me to put the question to myself. “Directly you ask yourself ‘why?’, really look at it, then it’s gone. You are on the mountain top.”
“One clings on to the depression. Why is that?” I felt the depression going but part of me seemed to hold on to it.
“Because it’s better than nothing. You don’t want to be empty. David, why don’t you really tackle this question of the void within? Why do you continually fill it with sensation-comforts, beliefs, comparisons? If you have a leaky, broken bucket, what do you do with it?”
“Throw it away!”
“Yes, sir. You do not go on using it!”
This dialogue had a tremendous impact on me and even now as I write I find the words still very much alive. This was the beginning of a concentrated series of interviews with Krishnamurti. At the end of that period of my life, I had come to a higher realization of what I am, and the purpose of life.
 
CHAPTER III
SENSITIVITY, AWARENESS AND LIGHT 
It’s interesting to note the sequence of my development. I had begun by asking Krishnamurti for his autograph, and then through Theosophy until I came to the questions: What do I really want? Who am I?
I became aware of my sensitivity to people and to environments, and I realized the importance of this. I sensed the ‘atmosphere’ when I entered a room, a church, or a street, and I discovered that the vibrations of certain places and certain people meant a great deal to me-I seemed to need them for my growth. Of course, I found other places and people that I did not need, places and people to be avoided if possible. I became discriminating in my diet. I watched the whole cycle of eating and digesting and the effects of different foods.
I began to learn how to let my feelings flow, watching without suppressing or condemning them. In this way I got to know and understand myself quite well.
I was eager to continue to learn, to continue the progression. What would be the next step? When I went to see Krishnamurti next, in June, 1945, I told him that I had been writing down my thoughts for a year. His response was to question me: “What did you find? What was the result?”
“At times it has been very interesting and it helps concentration. I know better what the mind does-it rearranges the past, plans for the future, which is also rearranging the past, and sometimes has fantasies which I know will never take place. Now I don’t seem to be getting anything more out of the writing.”
“Why don’t you stop writing for a while? Now that you have the concentration, why don’t you just sit and think things over? Find out what lies behind your thoughts, and then what is behind that, and so on.”
Over the years since then I’ve gone a long way with this particular piece of advice, going deeper and deeper into a world far beyond words.
But at the time of this interview, I was still rather vague. “I have some interest, but there’s no flame of awareness.”
“Why don’t you push that interest?”
“I’m not sure I’ve developed the necessary concentration.”
Now I see this as a lack of confidence in myself. Krishnamurti said, “Perhaps you are not setting about it in the right way. Suppose you are envious and watch it, doesn’t it stop?”
“Yes, but if there are other things besides envy, the reaction continues. Can one always interpret reaction?” I was starting to go beyond words.
“No, you cannot always analyze it.”
“I mean sometimes reaction is just there, and all one can do is watch it. Perhaps later, one can see what it was.”
“Yes.”
“You know, I wrote down last year’s interviews with you. I’ve meditated on them-a sentence or a paragraph at a time-watched my reactions, thought about them, and I’ve asked myself questions. I have found this illuminating. Now, I need something fresh.”
Krishnamurti always seemed to be ready with something fresh. He said, “Perhaps you have squeezed all the juice out of it. Why don’t you lie fallow and stop digging for a while? Just as there are four seasons, and in gardening the ground lies fallow during the winter, so I suggest taking a rest from probing. At the same time keep away rubbish, tin cans, and so on.”
“How long do you suggest I do this, a week, a month, or what?”
“You will know for yourself. When I was learning Spanish, I stuck at it hard every day.”
“You mean just before your South American tour?”
“Yes. Then one day I found myself getting stale; so I gave it a week’s rest. After that, I came back to it with a new freshness.”
“That’s true, of course, of learning anything. For example, after studying one goes and plays tennis or something.”
“Yes, every day I go through the seasons. I get up early, meditate, think things over and so on…”
“Dig deep? Find out why?”
“Yes. Then in the evening, I forget all about it, though I am still watching… I am still aware.” Krishnamurti paused. There was silence for a few moments. “Now you are more interested, more awake than when you came in. Your depression has gone.”
“I have seen something new.”
“Yes. I have shown you something which actually you should have seen for yourself. Also, you have been stimulated by my enthusiasm. Even if you have only scratched the surface so far, lie fallow for a while, enjoy the mountains.”
“But not play a lot of tennis and other activities?”
“No, that would be a distraction. We can see each other again soon. Would you like to go for a walk?”
He took me along one of his favourite paths, one of the hundreds of hiking and riding trails that honeycomb Ojai’s rugged mountains and colourful canyons. Soon we were overlooking the valley, a series of glorious views preceding one after another into the distance; then down over a field, and back through orange and lemon groves. It wasn’t until three days later that we continued our conversation.
“Was the public discussion you led yesterday, stripped of the distractions, a typical process of meditation?”
“Yes. At first it’s like a mountain in the distance. Then, as you approach the mountain, it becomes larger and larger until finally it is so enormous you can see nothing but the mountain. This morning I meditated for an hour. It was tremendous fun.”
“To do that, one has to be willing to give up everything that’s not really needed.” What I meant was, that one must think and inquire and meditate in the present, and not be distracted. If one puts something else first-money, success, sex, whatever it is-and leaves the ‘mountain’ to be attended to later on, then it’s the other which one finds and not the ‘mountain’.
“Of course, one may have whatever things are needed for climbing the mountain, but they must remain secondary, and never become ends in themselves.”
“Of course. Out of Saint Christopher and all the rest of it, you are one of the few who has really stuck to it. So pursue the thing and try to make something out of it.”
“When I am with you it seems just around the corner, but when I’m working in a factory it seems so far away.”
“One has to work tremendously hard at the thing.”
I thought a minute, then added, “It’s a question of experimenting to find out in what way to make an effort or not make an effort, continually trying different things.”
“Read, meditate, write, lie fallow and so on.” (By “read” Krishnamurti meant reading the book of the self, the process of self-knowing, of being aware.)
“One thing I have to do is quit my present job. So many hours in a factory put me to sleep.”
“Yes, it dulls the mind.”
“I should like to come and live in Ojai.”
“Byron and Walter are here.” These are two of our old friends: if they could find a way of living in Ojai, why couldn’t I?
What disturbed me was the atmosphere of the factory where I worked, but it did give me the opportunity to watch the effect of awareness in my life. As I disentangled myself from the past, the first thing I shed was college conditioning, then school influences, and finally some of my childhood fears. As I faced things and began to look at myself honestly, I became less nervous; yet, there remained other layers of conditioning, particularly the inherited, unconscious influences of my English and Scottish background.
We moved to Ojai near the end of 1945. We found ourselves in an expanding group of people interested in Krishnamurti’s teachings. We would discover whether it was possible to live a completely free and enlightened life; it seemed very difficult to support a family and at the same time be fully awake spiritually, but I had experienced enough awareness to be eager for a great deal more.
Soon after our arrival I went to see Krishnamurti. I had been working on what lay behind my thoughts.
“When I watch the mind wandering and find out what emotions lie behind the thoughts, I always find caving. There it is, whenever I look, the same thing underneath, perhaps a different colouring, but the same hunger.”
“What else?”
“That’s as far as I can go at present.”
“Isn’t there also something compelling you to search and find out?”
I looked inward. I was quiet for a moment, then I answered, “Yes. That’s what makes one question things. The trouble is I don’t watch enough, only some of the time. It’s as if I were drugged.”
“Find out when you are awake and when you are not, what circumstances.”
“I am more awake inwardly when I’m alone”
“Then be alone more. Why not sit and think for an hour until you are exhausted?”
“Then I become dull again through activity such as nailing on shingles.”
“But you can go on thinking all the time.”
“I tend to be absorbed until something shocks me-perhaps I become impatient with the children. Then I wake up and ask why, but it’s too late!”
“Then the next time you are not angry.”
“Only if I’m awake and watching.”
“Of course.”
There had to be a way. I was groping. I said, “I feel I should get a better view and really look at craving.”
“That is like being in the valley and wanting to look at things from the mountain top. But you are not there; you are in the valley. Be honest with yourself.
“Now, you are discontented, dissatisfied. That means you are seeking satisfaction, doesn’t it? First one thing fails to give the satisfaction for which you had hoped, and so you try another and then another. But it’s the same process of seeking satisfaction, though the intellect may say that you are not seeking satisfaction. Ask yourself, ‘Is there satisfaction?’” Krishnamurti paused while I thought about what he had asked.
I could not think it all through right away, and in my discomfort, I said as much.
“Yes, you must push and push and push. Now, as always, you are becoming more awake. I am acting as a stimulant. Later on, you will be stimulated by your own thinking.”
This is true. Now, I am inspired by my own thinking and meditations. At that time, however, I still depended on him.
During our first year at Ojai Krishnamurti worked intensely-he held discussions with small and large groups, gave talks and interviews, and encouraged people to meet for discussions without him, which we did seriously and enthusiastically.
Meanwhile, I taught folk dancing in Ojai and nearby cities, taught mathematics in schools, and repaired roofs. As I worked, I felt that to give part of myself to earning money, another part to eating, another to discussing, and so on, was fragmentation and incomplete living. I had the feeling from listening to Krishnamurti that it was possible to live fully all the time without division. I wanted to take full advantage of the remaining time he had in Ojai, so I made arrangements for several interviews.
I began, “Do you think it’s a good idea to concentrate on illumination during the next four months, until you go away?”
He looked at me inquiringly. “What do you mean by concentration?”
“Put other activities in second place. Do only those things which don’t stand in the way of concentration.”
“I think one needs to do other things. One cannot concentrate for more than two or three hours spread out during the day. If you tried to concentrate for twenty-four hours, you would have a breakdown. Concentration has its dangers.”
“Of course, I intended to do other things.”
“These other activities act as a testing ground. Meanwhile, awareness is going on in the background, all the time. You will come back to the concentration much fresher.”
Krishnamurti’s point about our inability to concentrate for more than two or three hours spread out during the day is important. I came to realise it was no good trying to do the impossible. I had to find the right balance-meditation, thinking, feeling, physical activities, being alone, being with others. There’s no formula, each person must find his own balance.
The problem of awareness was still uppermost in my mind, so I opened that subject again: “I’m aware sometimes, but most of the time I’m not really conscious of my feelings and thoughts.”
“Do you notice the times when you are more awake?”
“Yes, but I become completely engrossed when teaching or dancing.”
“Isn’t there part of you which remains aloof and watching?”
“Only at moments.”
“Are those moments increasing in duration?”
“Yes.”
“Therefore you are more awake, however imperceptibly. Do you not find fundamental discussions such as this illuminating?”
“Yes, I find them stimulating.”
Sitting very erect and speaking with great clarity and an affectionate manner, Krishnamurti said, “Do you find them just stimulating or are they illuminating? There is a distinct difference between being stimulated and being awake. Being awake is like a flame illuminating everything within.” He waited patiently, yet alertly. “Do you really see this? First see it verbally. Then feel it out-being stimulated and being awake. Now go into it deeply, seeing its full significance.” His whole being spoke to me.
“I see the difference, but other things come into my mind.”
“Never mind about the other things. Really look at this. Really see the difference between illumination and stimulation.”
There was silence. My nerves were calm. I felt the touch of something vital and tremendous. “I’m afraid there’s much resistance inside me.”
“Yes, but see the enormous importance of illumination, even if it’s for only a second.”
During the silence that followed I became aware of an aliveness which seemed to exist quite apart from either of us. But the expansion of consciousness taking place was too much for me-suddenly I was almost asleep. I asked about this.
“You are not used to this concentration.”
“I do see the importance of illumination, but there are other things coming into my mind I had prepared to ask you. I’m always doing that-preparing for the future.” I realised that this happened because I was anxious, and also that it blocked my openness to something new.
“All right, you see the futility of the mind always preparing. After this you will be less inclined to do so much. The thing that matters is to see the importance of light.”
My mind was still burdened with questions which I thought I had better expose even if they were ‘wrong’.
“Is it better to meditate with the eyes open or closed?”
“It depends. But the thing that matters is to see the importance of light.”
I could see the truth of this, but I was afraid I might not always. “What makes one dull again after being aware?”
“Your mind is already greedy for more. It wants to hold onto the light.”
Once more there was silence. I saw that in worrying about how to keep alert my mind was seeking a continuation of the experience and that this action was itself a cause of going to sleep. In this way the interview was a meditation, a process of self-knowing. I experienced an intensification of hearing, seeing, and feeling, and my questions felt like interruptions during a concert or sunset. “So you mean just watch awareness, watch it grow, and never mind about the other things?”
“Yes. Experiment with it for a while. Be interested in light apart from David Young. You are more awake than you think you are.” Krishnamurti leaned forward and looked straight at me. “When you do something such as teaching, gardening, or dancing, you don’t give all your attention to it-perhaps thirty per cent. What happens to the other seventy per cent? If you don’t know, it must be hidden.”
“One notices one’s reactions and other people’s.”
“Yes. In other words this watching is going on all the time.”
“A continuous meditation?”
“Yes. Listen as if listening to the rain.” It was pouring outside. “Suppose we call this phenomenon concentration: hear what it has to tell you, rather than your speaking to it. It will tell you much more than you can tell it. Of course there must be some tension on your part; there must be interplay. For example, you work on your own and then you come to hear what I have to say. If you didn’t work at it, anything I said would be just a waste of time. When you listen, then do so without trying to get something out of it.”
“We want something, and that hinders us from truly listening and watching.”
“Yes. You are reading a book. Read every page. If you read a book on science, it tells you more than you can tell it; doesn’t it?”
“Yes.”
“Then whatever it is-greed, craving, anger-see the whole process. For instance, read the book of sensation; read it all-about the villain as well as the hero, and not just about the hero-so you will know all about it. How else can you know the whole story? Find out the whole story of pain and pleasure. Look and see when you are sensuous.”
“You mean sex?”
“Sex is just one small part of it. Take sensuality in its most general sense-eating, sense of power, achieving, taking sides-in fact craving in all its forms. We have to watch very carefully all the time.”
“In other words, look at craving or whatever it is as if it were not part of me?”
“Yes. It’s absorbingly interesting, isn’t it? Suppose we look at a picture; we judge it, criticize and so on, instead of really seeing what it has to say.”
As result of this interview, I came to a much better understanding of how awareness operates. It became more of an actuality to me-to gather information about oneself is merely to accumulate memories, but to observe the movement of action is a living process.
By listening very quietly when alone and unoccupied, not only to outside sounds but also to my inner being, and by watching very carefully any feeling, any scrap of light, however small and apparently insignificant, I discovered a luminous intensity existing quite apart from the busy mind. At the same time I continued to feel as if I were groping in a fog, so as soon as I was alone with Krishnamurti again I plunged into the heart of my problem. “After watching my mind and feelings, I seem to reach a fog or veil.”
He understood instantly and said, “Doesn’t the veil recede a little bit each time?”
“Sometimes.” There were circumstances when it was much harder to be aware. “Doesn’t alertness depend on one’s physical condition? If one is ill one isn’t so awake.”
“Of course it does. If there’s pain naturally one cannot think of anything else.”
“Or no energy…”
“Yes, that’s it; one lacks energy. So one has to watch one’s physical condition, being careful about diet, not getting too tired, and so on.”
“You mean try out the effect of each food?”
“Yes, experiment with foods and watch the body’s reactions to different kinds.”
“If one is tired?”
“Then push the alertness.”
“You mean in spite of one’s condition?”
“Yes, but one can only go just so far and then the body cracks up.”
Going back to my original thoughts I said, “How can I make meditation more intense?”
“What do you do?”
“I watch my feelings and thoughts and listen to every inner movement.”
“So one watches the emotions and the mind with all its wanderings. To do that one has to be very alert, doesn’t one?”
“Is one aware of everything at once, or does one’s attention wander quickly from one thing to another-thoughts, emotions, actions, sounds?”
“This thing is difficult enough as it is. Do not make it any harder. One has to be alert, physically, emotionally, verbally, mentally, everything all the time. It’s like a house with different rooms, different activities going on; yet all are one unit.” Krishnamurti’s face expressed affectionate concern for me. “I think you need time to yourself in the morning, and then again in the evening, perhaps a walk. When I say alone, I mean alone. If you haven’t a room to yourself, go out under a tree somewhere.”
“The difficulty is to use the time properly.”
“Expose all your problems. Spew out everything, jealousy, everything. Play with it. Then you will no longer be nervous or angry; you will be awake, alert, quiet inside.”
As always I was deeply affected and I left feeling I had a lot to work on, for a long time.
 
CHAPTER IV
STOPPING THE MIND
Soon after the last interview, about fifteen of us at Ojai held a series of weekly discussions with Krishnamurti. We sat in chairs arranged in a circle. We would think together, and everyone took part, though some had a lot to say and others very little. Krishnamurti would listen to all that was said and then share his thoughts.
We were a very interesting group, all friends: Felix Greene, who later became famous for his work on China and Vietnam; Elena Greene, who was to become a teacher at Brockwood Park England; Byron Casselberry, life-long worker for Krishnamurti Writings; Mignon Casselberry, with whom I worked later when she was Registrar at Happy Valley School in Ojai; D. Rajagopal, for forty years editor of Krishnamurti’s writings and organizer of his talks; Rosalind Rajagopal, to become the Director of Happy Valley School, and their daughter, Radha, one of Happy Valley’s first students; Dr. Hugh Keller, who very soon after this cared for Krishnamurti during a long and serious illness; Marjorie Keller, who was to help me create the New Education Foundation; Louis Zalk, President of Happy Valley Foundation; our hosts, James and Annie Vigeveno, long-time workers for Krishnamurti Writings, and their daughter, Gabrielle, another of Happy Valley’s first students; my wife, Betty, and her mother, Ethelyn Kennedy, and myself. Enrique and Isabel Biascoechea, from Puerto Rico, joined us for the later discussions, and Aldous Huxley took part on at least one occasion.
We talked about reading the book of the self, all the pages, the ugly as well as the beautiful, the painful as well as the pleasurable. Reading meant observing, listening, finding out, reading ‘what is’, looking at whatever is there. And if we strive after enlightenment, awareness, light, or liberation, however subtly, then we’re not reading-we’re concerned with the next page, instead of the one in front of us.
We seemed to progress with some topics-for instance, with discipline-but somehow we didn’t change radically. Light came now and then, but there was no fire or explosion. Here’s a summary of a discussion which took place after we had been talking for several weeks.
Krishnamurti: “I think it’s important to examine anew as to what our intentions are, just as if we were meeting for the first time. This discussion group doesn’t seem to be doing what I hoped it would, so that unless our intentions are clear, I do not think there is any point in continuing to discuss.”
M (Member of Group): “Suppose we experiment by being more frank with each other and thereby help each other wake up in that way.”
K: Your intentions may be serious, but perhaps mine are not. Unless our intentions are the same, we do not meet.”
M: “I know what my intentions are, but it may be difficult to verbalize them”
K: “I think we can find out our intentions.”
M: “By watching ourselves during the week, our reactions to events, we can observe our intentions.”
K: “I may want to go through that door, but you may want to go through another; so that we may be wasting our time. Do I want to dissolve the ego or go on expanding it? Is this a burning question that must be answered?”
The ego was looked upon as a kind of fortress full of ‘I’ activity-craving, striving, trying to stop craving, attempting to end sorrow, making an effort to still the mind, crystallizing truth.
M: “I may say what my intentions are, but the only way I can really test it is by my actions.”
As usual Krishnamurti had a way of getting to the heart of things. He said, “In other words, am I truly serious?”
M: “Can’t we easily deceive ourselves and think we are headed north, but actually we are going south?”
K: “Surely we can discover the truth as to which path we are treading, through moment by moment observation.”
M: “If one has been expending the ego all one’s life, what makes one stop doing this and start the other?”
K: “Let us examine that question. I have been going north; I am soaked in the inheritance of centuries, habit and so on; suddenly, I change and start gong south. What is it that causes such an internal revolution?”
M: “Surely we have had experiences that have changed our lives; there has been some revolution.”
K: “I am not talking about the past. Let us start afresh and see if we can experience now at 4:45 p.m., April 6, 1946, an answer to this question.”
M: “Suffering will bring the necessary experience.”
K: “Millions of people are suffering, but that doesn’t make them change. What is the experience that will cause this internal revolution? Or rather, what is the state of mind and heart that will lead to that experience?”
M: “How can I answer that question as long as I’m continuing in the old path of ego expansion and contraction?”
K: “Surely one must stop, even if only for a few seconds.”
M: “Then the question is how can I stop striving?”
K: “I don’t think so. It is not a question of how to stop. The original question, if put seriously, will itself cause the stopping.”
I had found out that whenever I asked myself what makes one stop ego-expanding and start the liberating process, or any fundamental question causing inquiry within, my mind would maybe slow down and stop for a few seconds. By causing me to question myself in this manner, the discussions did have a deep effect on me.
A week later we continued. One member of the group said, “It is a profound shock to realize that only by the grace of God will Truth appear. In other words, there is nothing I can do to bring Truth. At the same time, is there anything I can do, or not do, in preparation so there’s more chance of Truth dawning?”
K: “Have we reached that stage? Does the group realize that everything the ego does is still part of the ego activity? I mean, do we experience that now? If so, what happens?”
Krishnamurti was right-we had not yet reached that stage. Now, I know that when I bring my own world to a standstill, there’s another world waiting for me, one of light, however dim or bright it may be. And I can slow down my world of feelings and thoughts by inquiring, relaxing, observing, listening. The experience of knowing this isn’t a shock, but a relief and a great joy-I do not have to strive after light.
M: “When we see the ego performing, insofar that it is conscious and we see the truth of it, that part stops. It is the unconscious part that remains. We know it’s there by inference, by circumstantial evidence, but we don’t experience it.”
K: “So, the question is how to be aware?”
M: “Yes.”
K: “If I am in the ego fortress and say I need some awareness, isn’t that still wanting something, namely awareness?”
At this point, four members of the group spoke in turn.
M: “What is this awareness we are speaking about? Do we think it is something magic that cures all?”
M: “There are two kinds of awareness: one is superficial and merely recognizes that I am a liar and is therefore not effective; the other sees and knows all the truth about lying and consequently frees one from lying.”
M: “If the ego is all the time ‘going north’, what makes it completely change and stop doing so?”
M: “Surely we have already made up our minds about that and decided to go South.”
K: “If the mind decides to go South, then it is still part of the mind and therefore part of the ego.”
M: “In other words, every movement of the mind is self-centred and therefore ‘phony’. Even the part that observes itself is still part of the mind.”
M: “I think there’s something which observes which is not the ego. There are thoughts and feelings, and then besides that, something which can observe and be aware of these thoughts and feelings. This observer is not part of the ego’s fortress.”
K: “Surely it is. Any part of the self, thoughts, feelings, lower mind, higher mind, higher-self, observer, or whatever you call it, is still of the self. Therefore, it is important to know all about the self. We are back to the original question of how to be more aware.”
M: “Is it the ego that inquires about itself, knows all about its fortress and so brings an end to its striving, in other words commits suicide?”
K: “It’s not a question of committing suicide.”
M: “If I know I’m dreaming, I stop dreaming; or if I know all about smoking and understand all my motives for smoking, the truth will set me free.”
K: “In other words, we are back where we started ten weeks ago, namely the importance of reading the book of the self. It is just as well to start at the beginning of the book again-perhaps we missed some of the pages when we read before.”
M: “I am glad this question has been raised because I haven’t felt anything vital taking place. There is too much activity merely on the ideas level, and we are all too polite, like a tea-party without being sufficiently frank with each other. I have been present at much more alive discussions on other subjects; for example, a group of radio technicians trying to solve a problem. There was silence for fifteen minutes, and then when someone spoke, all attention was given to what was said. There is something dying inside of me. We seem to be afraid of exposing ourselves.”
M: “Perhaps these discussions aren’t alive because nothing serious is happening now while we discuss, but perhaps we might try exposing vital experiences we have had during the week, and bring the awareness of those experiences into the discussions now.”
K: “How can we bring awareness of another time into the present? Surely that’s impossible.”
M: “If anything happened during the week, that would show itself in the discussion. The memory of the experience isn’t important.”
K: “The question is, are we speaking directly from experience or are we merely playing with ideas?”
M: “When we say we don’t wish to continue expanding the ego, that may be a verbal assertion. A tree that grows doesn’t stop growing just because we say it has stopped or make up our mind that it has stopped.”
K: “What is the relation between what we say and what is happening inside of us? Are we or are we not continuing to expand the ego? What’s wrong with expanding the ego?”
At this point I said, “May I answer that question in a way which is neither yes nor no. There is a disturbance going on inside of me which I feel is futile-”
K: “Stop right there. Why do you say it is futile?”
D.Y.: “I have to call it something. I was describing what was happening inside. There’s something uncomfortable, a whirl which one feels shouldn’t be there or should be different.”
I had a feeling which I didn’t completely accept and I wanted to change it. My response now would be, why try to change it? Why not just observe it as it is?
K: “Do you feel it is futile because the teachings say so, or do you do so independently?”
D.Y.: “One of our inhibitions is that instead of exposing ourselves, we are trying to say the right thing or afraid of saying the wrong thing.”
K: “Is that our difficulty?”
D.Y.: “It’s one difficulty, but not the major one.”
K: “There are two rails inside of us. One, the ego expanding, and the other, the teachings of the Buddha, the Christ, the Saints, and so on, which say do not expand. Are we aware of these two rails?”
M: “What do you mean, are we aware? Couldn’t that be something to pursue, ‘I must be aware’, and so on?”
K: “Of course it could be. It’s not that I should be aware, am I aware of these two rails?”
M; “What happens when we are aware? What do we mean by awareness?”
M: “Sometimes I find myself carrying on a conversation inside and when I notice it, it stops.”
K: “All right. When we are aware of something, conversation, jealousy, for one split second at least it stops.”
M: “If I’m day-dreaming, and then suddenly realize that I’m doing so, I stop, but only for a few seconds; then the mind is active again. So, should one then dig further?”
K: “If the mind is still active, if you feel you have to dig further, you haven’t stopped. One is aware, that’s all. Let us watch during the week and notice these moments. When one is aware of something going on, it stops.”
M: “That means for one second at least one is nothing. Can we entertain the idea of being nothing?”
K: “Let us try that now. We said we would experiment. Can we be nothing, if only for two seconds?”
D.Y.: “How can I be nothing when there’s a whirl going on inside of me?”
K: “Isn’t there an opening somewhere into which the notion of nothing can appear? Don’t try to become nothing, just be nothing now…”
There was silence for about a minute during which we all tried-in vain-to be nothing. To be nothing for a few seconds is for the mind to come to a standstill for a few seconds, and we weren’t ready for that yet.
K: “I’m afraid you are all merely making pictures of nothing. But it was an interesting experiment wasn’t it? We found out something, didn’t we?”
M: “We found out how full we are.”
K: “And also that we cannot entertain the idea of being nothing.”
As we all went home, I realized we were stuck with being something because we just couldn’t face being nothing.
Our next discussion was the last time this particular group was all together. Krishnamurti said, “We said at the beginning of these discussions that we would be serious and experiment. I wonder how far we feel we have done things and whether any revolution has taken place.”
M: “There’s a general feeling, I think, that we have not been successful. There has been little change, even seeds sown, but no fire has been lit. Why don’t we work at this self-knowing process harder all day? I feel every evening that I haven’t done a full day’s work at this. Could we take the point where we finished last week and see how far we have experimented with it during the week? We said that when we suddenly notice something taking place inside-an imaginary conversation, jealousy, or whatever it is-that at least for one split second it stops. Personally, I have found that by watching this process, there has been an overall effect, namely, these moments have increased in frequency. It’s like a train journey with many tunnels; suddenly one finds oneself out of a tunnel and then again one is in another tunnel. What is the state of the mind and heart that brings an end to the tunnel, and what causes the beginning of the next tunnel?”
K: “Your question is then, how to keep out of the tunnel?”
M: “Isn’t that a desire and therefore still part of the tunnel?”
M: “Why must we always brush aside the desire for God? Can’t that flame help us get out of the tunnel? Why is ninety-nine per cent of our discussion about the mind and its activities? Can’t we talk more about God?”
K: “We didn’t brush aside the desire for God. That is assumed; but having once said it, there is no point in just repeating it. We saw, didn’t we, that Love, Enlightenment, Stillness, or whatever you call it, is something completely outside the mind, which is incapable of experiencing it. So that in order to find Truth, one has to stop the thought process altogether. How can we find God as long as there is a noise inside?”
By ‘noise’ I think Krishnamurti meant all the occupations of the mind-anxiety, conflict, condemnation, and so on.
M: “The flame keeps burning and gives impetus to the search for Truth. It is deadening to just talk about the mind.”
K: “We find that self so dull that, instead of facing that, we seek stimulation. You were saying, in other words, that stimulation, as a result of experience, which includes going to church as that can be stimulating, helps find God.”
M: “I find that discussions with Krishnamurti have an effect which keeps me working hard at the search for some period of time afterwards.”
M: “I have had moments of overwhelming devotion suddenly overcome me-while I was gardening or something-and the effect has stirred me for some time.”
K: “Through accident, unexpectedly, one has an experience; a bell is rung inside and it goes on ringing. You are saying that the memory of that could help one find Truth.”
M: “My experience is, no. The memory, even a second afterwards, is the very next tunnel that one enters.”
K: “The experience is so exciting for the mind that it immediately seeks a way of perpetuating it or repeating it.”
M: “The experience stirs us in our search for God.”
K: “Who is it that puts the question and does the search? It is the mind, isn’t it? So it is the mind talking about God, which it can never experience.”
M: “Then is the only function of the mind to build a house and plan a dinner?”
K: “That is the other extreme. The mind can learn all about itself and its strivings.”
M: “How can we stop the mind so as to be open for experience?”
K: “That is still the mind talking about the other. By gradually learning more and more about itself, being aware of its futile activities, it stops-not because of a desire for Truth, but because it sees that its ceaseless whirl is silly.”
M: “Then there’s no point in discussing.”
K: “On the contrary, our discussion has shown us something. Hasn’t it been a revelation to you?”
M: “Are there any environments or conditions or activities which increase the chances of stillness appearing? As there are certain jobs, such as that of a lawyer, which use the mind to such an extent that stillness is impossible; is there anything else one can do besides careful choice of a job?”
M: “Surely, if one is serious about the search, one would not choose a boiler factory for example.”
M: “One can have a boiler factory in one’s own mind or home!”
K: “How is it that one comes to ask the question? Does one think that the right environment will cause stillness? Who is it that asks the question? Surely, it is the mind seeking enlightenment which is something it can never experience.”
This series of discussions ended here, but not our search for the Truth. Our minds were still asking questions which could only be answered by further inquiry and experimentation. For some of us this led to serious new work in education.
 

CHAPTER V
FRESHNESS AND VITALITY
The small group discussions were one of several connected events at Ojai which now gave rise to something new and more concrete-a school.
The time was ripe for such a project: Krishnamurti’s seven-year residence at Ojai had inspired many people interested in his teachings to come and live in the valley; enthusiasm in his work had been heightened by public talks and discussions; and land and buildings in Meiners Oaks belonging to Krishnamurti Writings, once used for Krishnamurti’s Ojai camps, were available for a school campus. A sponsor was found in the Happy Valley Foundation, a non-profit cultural organization established by Annie Besant in 1927, which so far had done little else beside farm a walnut orchard on a small part of its 465 acres of beautiful land in Upper Ojai. There would be a boarding and day junior and senior high school on part of the Meiners Oaks property, with the plan of moving to Upper Ojai later.
I was asked to join the staff in the middle of the first year; I immediately became aware of the presence of that energy, that ‘otherness’ which has led me since boyhood. I knew I was meant to be there and I needed no further security.
I taught dancing, mathematics, English, and became Director of Studies. Of all the activities I began-some of which have continued through the years-perhaps the most significant one was the daily morning assembly with its music, its reading aloud from the world’s scriptures, and its silence. Yes, it is silence which gives the best opportunity to see and feel one’s inner life. “When I miss assembly,” I have heard students say, “I always feel I’ve missed something important.”
When he was in Ojai, Krishnamurti sometimes held discussions with the teachers and students. I used to wish he would do this more often, and I could never understand why he didn’t. In later years, when I asked him, he said that he hadn’t felt he was wanted sufficiently to justify his talking any more than he actually had.
But Krishnamurti’s influence on the school took many forms: for instance a conversation with a new teacher, which took place at a gathering in his Ojai home in 1947. We were talking about how to hold serious discussions on fundamental issues when Krishnamurti said, “I would tackle the discussions as if self-knowledge were a completely new problem and as if there were no books to tell us what to do.”
Speaking from a Theosophical background, the teacher asked: “Why not books? Why not study the beauty and order in the universe, its laws and so on?”
“Then what?”
He continued with his Theosophy. “If we know a law, we know better how to act. For example, if we know that fire burns, we don’t get burnt.”
“What happens after we have learned all these things? What is the ultimate objective?” Krishnamurti could be quite Socratic in his questioning.
“Happiness.”
“All right. Can’t we have happiness now? Does happiness necessitate time, evolution, reincarnation and all the rest of it?
Now it was the teacher’s turn to ask a question. “I suppose not, but if we see the truth and beauty of life, won’t that help?”
“Who does the seeing? What is seen depends upon the instrument that does the looking: if this is distorted, then the visions of truth will be distorted-the truth seen depends upon the observer. Suppose I have no knowledge, no books, but I want to find out. The Buddha did it by himself; the Christ did; so why can’t I do so too? What would such a man see?”
“He would see order in the world.”
Krishnamurti answered quickly, “Or disorder, its opposite. Why do you choose just order? Because order gives you pleasure and disorder gives you pain; isn’t that so? In other words you are not seeking Truth at all. You are merely seeking pleasure and avoiding pain. Why assume that Truth is pleasurable? It might be very painful. This is all a revelation, isn’t it?”
“Then do you deny all knowledge?”
“How can I? It is there. But, why is there identification with pleasure? Because without identification I would be nothing, and I am afraid of being nothing.”
“O.K.”
“No. It is not just O.K. Surely, it is a tremendous revelation. Why is there identification? I am an American, my name, my family, and so on. I exist only through identification, and without identification I would be nothing. If I am nothing, then I am open; my vision is undistorted; then there’s the possibility of discovering Truth.”
As the school developed Krishnamurti posed new questions to the teachers. At one meeting he asked, “Is it possible to provide an atmosphere that will enable the student not only to free himself from the conditioning with which he arrives, but also to see and understand all influences in the present, including the influence of the teachers, and so be free of all influences and conditioning?” It’s impossible to bring up a child without his being influenced, but perhaps he could learn to be free. Then he added, “It is important to study in order to investigate all influences, but, if mere book knowledge is acquired, then there is no creativity.”
One of the teachers said, “If I see the child is being influenced by another student or person, can I help him to be free of that influence without allowing my background to influence him?”
Krishnamurti said, “I may have to stop him sometimes, carefully explaining why, yet all the time encouraging investigation so as to be free of all influence.” It is, of course, very difficult to help another to be free when one isn’t free oneself. The understanding we arrived at was just to do the very best we could and learn together with the student.
At another discussion with the teachers, Krishnamurti asked: “If I were a boy, what sort of a school would I want to attend? I think I would want to have first-class teachers who would awaken interest in everything. Such a teacher has to be creative and inventive in his teaching; he must be interested in his subject, the pupils, and in teaching the pupils. Are we such teachers?
“If I were a boy, I would want a friendly atmosphere in which I was afraid of neither the teachers nor of the other pupils. We seem to have such an atmosphere, but don’t we also need keenness, alertness? Is there such alertness? Are we continually investigating? If not, what is preventing alertness? What makes me dull?
“If I take refuge in a belief, in an idea, in a habit, a certain psychological relationship, then that breeds dullness, so I must find out; and I must be aware of the idea of mental keenness itself being a refuge.
“The atmosphere of friendliness at school happened; it was not planned, otherwise it would have been merely sentimental. If we are aware of the need of mental alertness, it may take place; but it will not do so if we pursue it as a goal.”
I was inspired by these ideas and did the best I could under the circumstances, but I was over-burdened with my teaching duties. I seldom took a day off, and did not even rest in the summer but taught swimming to earn money. I felt an endless pressure of everyday problems, and at night I would lie awake worrying about all the things that ought to be done. Vitality and freshness seeped out of my life.
My need to find inner freedom from pressures and influences became urgent. I hoped that if I acquired a better understanding of meditation it might help me, and with this in mind, I arranged to talk with Krishnamurti during his next visit to Ojai.
After we had exchanged greetings, he sat quietly and waited for my question. I said, “I’ve experimented with meditation, and for me the most effective time seems to be when I genuinely inquire, but too often the mind wanders unwatched.”
“Since you’ve experienced this creative release of genuine inquiry, why don’t you do it all the time?”
“That is my question.”
“Yes, but we’re doing it now. Why don’t you do it more?” He waited for me to put the question to myself.
“Is it because you are lazy?”
“I suppose that’s true; there is inertia. Much of the time my mind is concerned with problems or I’m preparing for the future; occasionally I’m lost in fantasy.”
“Let us look at the facts that are preventing genuine inquiry. You think of problems which could be done later; you are lazy, sluggish, waiting. Those are the facts. Never mind about any explanation as to why you do these things. Let the facts tell the story; the explanations will not alter the facts. Here are the things which are preventing inquiry and over here is the fun of investigation which you know. Just look at the facts. Really see them.”
“Especially when I am alone, meditating?”
“Yes, intensify the inquiry. Of course you cannot inquire all day, but you can be alert. You will find lots of energy. Push the inquiry so you are really vital, not so David Young can be somebody, but for the sake of inquiry itself. Would you like to go for a walk?”
I accepted the invitation as I have on many other occasions. We walked at a brisk pace through the groves and talked about what was happening in the world, but mostly we enjoyed nature silently. Together we looked out over the beautiful valley, at the setting sun. Always at this blessed hour there is peace-opportunity for meditation.
Whenever I listened to Krishnamurti I had the sense that paradise was just around the corner, that if we did as he said we would be there. My inclination was to use his words as a formula to be followed and to be improved upon as he clarified it with new phrases. The task, however, was impossible. There was a constant conflict between what should be according to the formula, and what actually was. Obviously, I was going about it the wrong way.
Then one day I rediscovered the ability to look at a feeling without judgement, without doing anything about it. This opened a whole new world for me, and showed me the way to a kind of meditation quite different from the usual practice. Often, ‘meditation’ means repetition of a mantram, a phrase, a chant, or else concentration on an image or on an idea. These methods are not without results, but they tend to be mechanical. On the other hand, inquiry into what is, a perception of the truth, is ever fresh, ever vital.
Again I came to a period where my meditation periods seemed wasted because I used to dream most of the time. I was also extremely busy with school, and I became so discouraged that I stopped setting aside a time for sitting still alone. Meanwhile at school the pressure of work mounted and mounted. I became very involved and took on too much. Often, right in the middle of one thing, it was necessary to leave it and do something else, and then, in the middle of that, something even more urgent demanded attention. Much was left undone, and I would awaken at night and think of all the jobs crying to be done. I could go to sleep again only after I had written down all the items. I finally had a chance to talk over this problem with Krishnamurti.
As soon as we were alone together I said, “My mind is endlessly busy, mostly with school problems, sometimes with family problems. Of course, it has to be occupied much of the time to prepare, to think of how best to do things, to remember everything that has to be done; but, there’s no end to it all. If I try to meditate, my mind starts preparing for the next day. If I go for a walk, my mind enjoys the beauty of the scenery for only a small part of the time; most of the time I think about school business. During the night I wake up, think of ideas, worry about things I have to do the next day. I obtain some relief by writing things down, but I wake up frequently during the night.”
Krishnamurti quickly saw the picture and said, “So your mind is like a machine endlessly occupied. It never stops, never rests. Except for occasional fleeting moments, for occasional ideas, there is no space, no tranquillity, no stillness. Consequently, you do not start the day’s work fresh; you are worn out. Why is your mind endlessly occupied?” He pause while I put the question to myself and then said, “Surely, because you enjoy it.”
“You mean that it’s an indulgence which I don’t want to give up? I’m too anxious?”
“If you stopped being occupied, what would it feel like?” Again, he waited for me to think about his question and said, “You would be lost, frightened.”
“Because I don’t do as good a job of teaching as I feel I could, my mind ever-prepares for the next day.”
“If you are keen to do a first-class job, surely you must be fresh. Do you see the importance of freshness? There must be space so that you will be fresh. No one else can give you this space but yourself.”
“I’ve said this to myself.”
“It is better not to say it. To say it, makes another conflict which is another occupation. Just see the importance of freshness.”
“The students are so fresh that everything seems new each day.”
“There is the illusion of freshness. The busy housewife is occupied with housework and family; if she stopped she would feel lost, frightened. The monk is occupied with Jesus. You are occupied with Happy Valley School work. If an engine runs continuously, it is soon worn out, dead; but, if it rests in between operations, it can go on indefinitely.
“If I may talk about myself,” he continued, “but I am not comparing, I am not superior, I do not prepare my talks. The night before, I am aware that I have to give a talk the next day. Next morning, one idea may come up, that’s enough, or maybe I do not have an idea until I get there. When the talk is over my mind is finished with it; I don’t go over it and say, ‘Well, I might have said this, or I could have put that better’.”
“Yes, though in school teaching, there must be some preparation.”
“Of course.”
“I see that I have attached too much importance in preparation and not enough to freshness.”
Realizing that I had overburdened my life, I started to unwind, but the process was slow-it was years before I was able to lead a more balanced life.
Whatever I did in the school at Ojai was done very conscientiously and with great concern, and there was always something too difficult to handle. Little by little I became less engrossed in my work. I went back to setting aside time for daily meditation alone. I had found out that even though I was unsuccessful most of the time, meditation was worth doing for the sake of a few seconds of stillness.
As long as I lived in Ojai I loved the beauty of the mountains and the peace of the valley. I would go for walks-generally alone, occasionally with someone else, and once in a while with Krishnamurti. Once when we stopped to look at a distant view of the valley we exchanged these thoughts.
He remarked, “By Jove, this valley is beautiful, isn’t it?”
“Yes, it’s more beautiful here than at the other end.” I paused a moment. “There, I’m making a comparison!” We were still looking at the view, “You know that’s a good example. If one compares, it interferes with the enjoyment of the beauty.”
“Yes, it’s a good example. I have often caught myself comparing. Now, look at this view over there.” We watched silently for a minute and then he said, “If you really experience it you do not compare.” He paused for a while. “It reminds me of a valley in India-but I am not comparing!”
Comparison can do more than just interfere, though. For example in education, grading the performance of students gives a feeling of inadequacy to some and superiority to others; it engenders anxiety, and drives the individual to imitate an approved pattern, so that he ceases to be himself. Happy Valley did avoid comparing students, but the school had other vitality-destroying policies.
There were often more new students than returning ones; consequently, those who had developed a sensitivity to the school’s intentions were overwhelmed by too many others who were not yet so sensitive. To maintain the special atmosphere of the place, the enrolment should have grown more slowly and the students should have been more carefully selected.
But most discouraging to me, the educational issues apparent in the teachings of Krishnamurti played only a minor part in the life of the school. Some of us felt that these issues were universal, non-sectarian, and intended to be the heart of the venture. Others, and these were dominant, didn’t see Krishnamurti’s teachings as central because, they said, this would be sectarian. As a result, discussions of Krishnamurti’s teachings were not permitted-in fact, such activity was labelled ‘propaganda’. Krishnamurti’s ideas were tapped along with others, and a few of his books were kept in the library, but a student’s choice of what was read aloud at morning assembly was limited to certain specified books which didn’t include any of Krishnamurti’s writings.
These differing views led to a crisis among the trustees of the Happy Valley foundation, and after some serious conflict and correspondence with Krishnamurti over a period of several years, the trustees made it clear that Happy Valley was not a Krishnamurti school. At the end of 1965 Krishnamurti told me his views: “I am out of Happy Valley. I would not have helped start the school if I didn’t think it was intended for these teachings. If one really thinks through things sanely and clearly, one is bound to come to them.”
This was a blow to me. I had always felt that behind the scenes Krishnaji did have something to do with the school-now, he would no longer. Meanwhile, the school had grown larger, and though most of the original features were still there, much of the vitality, freshness, and ‘otherness’ was gone.
I had been involved continuously in Happy Valley from 1947 to 1959, and I needed a year off. Our sons were grown and starting their own careers, so the time seemed right to make a long-desired trip to India. In 1963, at the end of another three years of pain and disappointment over the changes in the school, I took another year’s leave of absence to visit India again.
 

CHAPTER VI
LISTENING
I have always felt that India is my spiritual home: to at last be able to go there made me very happy. Betty and I went straight to Rishi Valley School, where Krishnamurti was staying. I loved India. I particularly loved this school. I loved the people there. I loved the beautiful children. And I loved being there with Krishnamurti. But to be immersed in this ancient culture, so full of religious aspirations and contrast, to be aware of the immensity of India, her depth, beauty and tragedy, was for me overpowering at first.
The Rishi Valley School lies high above the sprawling mountains and mint-green hills of Southern India. Sprinkled with oddly-shaped rocks and rambling shrubbery, the valley cradles some pink-tiled roofs and white-plastered brick buildings which house an isolated community of teachers and pupils whose way of life is guided by the teachings of Krishnamurti. His annual talks with the students and teachers are at the heart of the project.
“The aim of the school”, according to its catalogue, “is to awaken the intelligence of the child; to teach him how to think, rather than what to think; to educate him not only for a career but also for life with all its complex problems and to help him develop into an integrated human being.”
The campus, 165 miles inland from Madras, is lush with green lawns and trees and flowering tropical bushes. On one side spacious fields invite the students to play cricket, soccer, hockey, basketball, volleyball, badminton, and tennis. On the other side 150 acres of cultivated land produce paddy, fodder grass, ground nuts, millets, vegetables, oranges, bananas, mangoes and guavas.
Well-kept paths of red earth, swept by servants with short-handled brooms, take us past tall tamarind trees to the main hall, where innocent voices at morning assembly sing haunting Indian songs and chant ancient, deeply religious Sanskrit verse. Seemingly attracted by the music, twittering birds perch high up inside, adding to the bewitching atmosphere.
Always one must move carefully to avoid the huge, wandering scorpions, numerous colonies of large, black ants, and deadly cobras-occasionally found on a doorstep, in a room, or over a bed. Daylight brings a multitude of noisy, aggressive crows bent on stealing food, even indoors; after swallowing their meal at a safe distance, they express their appreciation with a raucous ‘thank you’.
Upright men in western clothes or white flowing robes and erectly postured women in many coloured saris move about in dimly-lit classrooms clustered around a courtyard blooming with roses. Seated at small brown desks, shy, though friendly, students prepare for stiff examinations. The boys wear grey or tan shorts, white or checked shirts and pullovers and jackets. The girls wear blouses and skirts, dresses or saris and keep their long black hair in pigtails tied with ribbons and adorned with flowers. Always one is greeted by a polite, “Good morning, sir” or “Good afternoon, sir.”
Near the orchards a huge, many-trunked banyan tree shelters an open-air theatre where Bharathanatyan dance dramas are performed. Young girls who have trained for years in their art, bedecked with flowers and brilliant costumes of gold, emerald, persimmon, and black silk, dance to the rhythms of South Indian classical music. The strains of veena and tabla, and sweet female voices blend with the jingle of tuned ankle bells as the dancers’ bare feet smack the smooth concrete stage. I was mesmerized by the precise, graceful body movements, full of ageless meaning and the form perfected by centuries of artists.
Everyday, as the sun sets, the whole school gathers on a plateau set aside for ‘astachal’. All watch in silence the ever-changing colours in the sky and on Rishi Konda mountain. At midday the heat is enervating, in the evening the mosquitoes are a torment, but at this blessed hour there is peace-opportunity for meditation.
The school does have some problems. The entire community seems too dependent upon the poorly paid servants, who aren’t particularly interested in the school’s fundamental intentions. These shoeless villagers do almost all the physical work-farming, gardening, cooking, laundry, sweeping, maintenance-but, as far as I could see, they constitute an administrative headache. Another problem is the difficulty of finding the right teachers. Some are dedicated to the work, but others are not very interested in the teachings of Krishnamurti.
But the problems seem minor in relation to the school’s purpose and intent, which pulsates in the discussions conducted by Krishnamurti there. I attended some of these during both visits to India. Those who took part in the selections which follow were, among others, R. Madhavachari, Krishnamurti’s companion throughout India; Dr. Balasundaram, Principal; Vishalakshi, musician, teacher, and wife of Balasundaram; Harry and Hilda Moorhead, administrators; Narayan, mathematics teacher and nephew of Krishnamurti; Shakuntala, teacher and wife of Narayan; Dr. Iyers, estate manager; Venkatachalem, teacher of singing and physics; Meenakshi, dance teacher; Mrs. Cooper, art teacher from England; Alain Naude, visitor from South Africa who later became Krishnamurti’s secretary; Donald Ingram Smith of the Australian Broadcasting Corporation; Dr. Vandoran, visiting professor; Frances McCann and a friend from Italy; other members of the staff and maybe another visitor. Nearly everyone, including Krishnamurti-then in his late sixties and greying-would sit cross-legged on the floor of the white-walled guesthouse.
On one occasion in December, 1963, we deliberated the nature of a good mind. After we had been talking for some time Krishnamurti said, “How will you make the children intelligent in the ordinary sense of that word ‘intelligent’? You know what I mean: sharp, clear, full of curiosity, alive, questioning, asking, unafraid? Do you follow? He spoke slowly and distinctly in his usual high, melodious voice.
Member of the group: “I think I have to surprise them.”
K: “No, no, your bag of tricks will be over in a couple of hours!” Everyone laughed, but Krishnamurti said, “Don’t. How will you make those children intelligent? You know: have good manners, pick up the plate instead of waiting for someone else to pick it up, pick up a branch on the road, pick up a piece of paper, watch birds, have fun, laugh?” His facial expressions and hand gestures amplified the meaning of his words, giving a picture of a very alive and vital child.
M: “Most children are imitative.”
K: “Yes, sir, they are imitative, but you see we don’t want them to become imitative monkeys.”
M: “They are naturally imitative at a particular stage of their growth.”
K: “I understand. It is necessary for them to imitate a little, but we are trying to avoid making them into machines, imitations. I am just asking how will you make the students, who are by nature imitative and gregarious, so terribly alive they will do things spontaneously, naturally?” His face lit up with enthusiasm. “What will you do?”
M: “Give them lots of attention.”
K: “It is your problem, isn’t it, as a teacher, as a human being to see that these children become intelligent, not with a narrow, cunning, little intelligence in the business world or in the political world or in some job, but intelligent in the larger sense of the word. It’s your work. It’s your ‘job’. How will you set about it?” He looked around penetratingly at everyone.
Many seemed not to answer because they were too shy. This group was an interesting contrast to those in the West where people speak out to such an extent that opportunities to ask questions are sometimes hard to find. In Rishi Valley, Krishnamurti seemed to have difficulties obtaining replies from the bashful teachers. Consequently, quite often it was a Westerner who spoke.
M: “If I am totally aware…”
K: “Not ‘if you’. No, no, please, not ‘if’, ‘when’, this conditioned thinking… then we are lost. Don’t you want to discuss it? The children come here conditioned. They come here with Indian backgrounds and all that-you know better than I do. So apparently it’s not a problem to you. Right?”
Krishnamurti focused his magnetic eyes on some of the teachers who intimated that it most certainly was a problem.
K: “Then what are you going to do about it? If you have a toothache, it is a problem, isn’t it? Whatever pain you have, it’s a problem; you do something about it. It’s the same thing here. Tell me, how are you going to meet the problem?” He looked searchingly at the teachers. “If you help the child be intelligent, and I come along and make him dull, your work is finished. Do you follow? So it must be a thing we understand together; therefore it’s a problem to all of us. ‘I’ll do my part; I don’t know what the others do’-there is no meaning in that.”
M: “I am sure they are all doing the same.”
K: “I want to know. As a member of staff I would say, ‘For goodness sake, I may be destroying what you are doing. Let’s talk it over. Help me.’ Krishnamurti waited for him to reply.
M: “That becomes a discussion. We are having those all the time.”
K: “Have you found a concerted way, not a stylised programme, to help the child be intelligent?” He gave an inquiring look at him.
M: “It can’t be defined in a sentence.”
K: “I agree, sir; it can’t be defined in a sentence. So if it is a problem to you, then you are maturing with the problem. Right?” His whole being was filled with light and when he spoke everyone listened attentively. “You are growing with it. You are understanding it. You are saying, ‘By Jove, I must be very careful how I teach; how the children eat, talk, sleep. Do you follow what I mean? It’s a total thing. It isn’t an occasional sporadic thing; it’s total. Therefore all of us have to do it together. So it’s a common problem and in its resolution we must find ways of tackling it which must be modified and changed. Are we doing this?”
M: “If you want me to be honest, I think the feeling is there, but it is very lukewarm. It is not the passionate feeling you are talking about.”
K: “Then what will you do? Don’t say ‘others’. Why haven’t you got it? It’s your problem. If it is lukewarm, whose fault is it? It’s yours, not mine. Right? Then why don’t we sit down and say, ‘Look here, sir, let’s find out. It’s a grave problem.’ You follow what I mean? It isn’t a thing of which you say, ‘It doesn’t matter.’ If it is a problem to you as hunger, sex, or a hundred and one things, how will you deal with it?” He waited patiently for a possible comment. There was a long silence during which we sat motionless and distant sounds became very audible, particularly the calls of the valley’s crows and the happy voices of children at play.
K: “Sir, isn’t it the way you teach? The way you teach mathematics, dancing, or whatever it is? How will you teach through your subject so it doesn’t become a mere repetitive, informative answering, but an answering which is the outcome of intelligence? How will you do this? By discussion with them? By asking them to question? Do you do this? So your intention is, your perception is, and in you there is this feeling that they must be intelligent, and through discussion, through a look, through certain actions, through living together, that understanding is going to assert itself. Right?” He gave a final discerning look round. “But is that what you want? Is that what we all want?”
Although the question had been dealt with only briefly, it would remain as a constant challenge and would engender further inquiry. We realized that a prescribed method to be memorized and practised or a set of principles to be accumulated as knowledge would hardly beget real intelligence; probably, intelligence is more likely to be found in the free movement of a fresh mind as it investigates and observes.
In the same month we had another very interesting discussion. After some preliminary exchanges Krishnamurti put this question to the teachers: “Looking at the state of the world today, we see nationalism, communism and so-called capitalism, the failure of religions, the immaturity of politicians, widespread brutality, wars, disintegration, deterioration, and so on. What is the central issue?”
The group gave a variety of answers, all of which were exposed as inadequate, as Krishnamurti asked the question a little more poignantly, “What cry do you hear? Exercise your brain, your whole being. Do not offer just words. To a man who is hungry, you do not give him words!”
After a considerable pause, a teacher said, “I hear despair.”
K: “To respond to that, you must find, not a fragmentary reaction, but a total action which won’t breed further despair, further misery. Don’t agree; we are thinking aloud.
“If you see and hear that, what do you do? How do you respond to it? Or, do you say, ‘Sorry! I too am in despair. I can’t do anything about it. I’m married. I’ve got children. I’ve no job. I’m not being treated nicely. My wife is this, or my husband is that.’”
Krishnamurti waited a few moments before continuing in order to watch the effect of his words on his audience. “Is your despair so limited that you cannot hear the cry, and when you do hear the cry, do you translate it into your own limited terminology and experience? Do you follow what I mean? What do you say? You’ve got to answer; you’ve got to find out. You cannot just sit there, let the world spin, and somebody will tell you what to do. You’ve got to find out.”
He waited again for a response which he didn’t get, so he started anew. “You hear the cry. How do you respond to it? As an existentialist? As a Hindu? As a Muslim? As an M.A. who has passed exams, a tremendous lot of stupid words, words? How do you respond?”
There was still no response from the group. “You hear the cry; perhaps I don’t hear it. What do you do? Do you say, ‘I'm in despair, therefore I can’t answer, full stop!’? What do you do?”
He frequently questioned us as to whether we were following-more often than reported here-and whether we actually saw what he meant, so as to keep us alert and active, rather than passively absorbing his words. He patiently continued. “First be very simple and clear. At what depth do you hear the cry? Do you follow? If your baby is crying in the middle of the night, you get up and do something. You don’t have a theory about it. Right? At what depth do you hear it; whether you respond to it fragmentarily or totally. These two are the factors. You have to think this out.”
The group by now was deeply moved and everyone was doing his best to think clearly, but no one had anything very definite to contribute, except, of course, Krishnamurti himself. “If you hear the cry very far away, over the hills, it means nothing. But, if you are intimately connected with this cry-it is next door; it is your child, your son, your husband, whatever the cry is-you do something. So, before you do something, you not only have to hear it, you have to find out whether you hear it casually, superficially, fragmentarily, or totally; which means a total answer, a total response. Do you follow?
“When I want something totally, you give me a little piece of bread. I say, what are you talking about! I don’t want your bread; I don’t want your books, your knowledge. It’s a cry. So, you have to find out whether you hear it totally or fragmentarily, whether you respond to it fragmentarily or totally. Which is it? Don’t answer me; this is meditation. You understand, it isn’t just sitting and discussing opinions, dialectically enjoying ourselves. This demands tremendous inquiry into yourself. If you can’t hear it, you are just a dead human being; you are caught up in your own little family affairs-who cares!
“You see, we haven’t put this question to ourselves. Right? Have you put this question to yourself before? First, if you haven’t, why haven’t you put it? Do you follow? Second, if you have put it, what is it that you hear? How do you respond? You can’t sit still. You haven’t time. You can’t say, ‘I will think about it. I will look up all the books, all the magazines, read and come to a conclusion.’ This is what you have done-books, books, books-and when a real question is put, you don’t know what to do. Right?”
I felt that someone should speak up, so I pulled myself together and said, “I have put this question to myself before. I feel that I have to do something about it-I just can’t help it-but my efforts always seem so futile.”
K: “So, you don’t hear it properly.”
D.Y.: “I’m afraid so.”
K: “That’s it. You are again responding fragmentarily to something which says, ‘Look. You can’t answer that way.’ You keep repeating fragmentarily-you follow?” The difficulty is to live fully, to flow totally. When we listen with a prejudice, a condemnation, or whatever the distortion is, then we are not responding fully to the question.
We could all hear a crow calling, calling.
K: “Do you know what it is to listen? Do you hear that crow? How did you listen to it? Listen to it. First, hear it intelligently. That crow is calling. Do you hear it out of emptiness? That’s the only way to hear it, isn’t it? Or, do you hear it amongst other noises? Be careful. Don’t answer quickly, because this is very important for each one to find out.” How do we listen to the song of a bird which we have never heard before? Aren’t we open, empty and hence free to receive?
M: “If…” and Krishnamurti interrupted to say, “No! Not ‘If’, ‘when’, should’. I said listen to it. Do you hear it out of emptiness or amongst other noises? What is the fact for you, not for me?”
M: “Out of emptiness.”
K: “Now, if you hear it out of emptiness, the crow, do you hear out of emptiness this phenomenon?” He was referring to the original question about world conditions. “You said emptiness. What do you mean by that word? A cup is empty; it has nothing in it, completely empty. Wait. Go slowly. Is the cup completely empty? Don’t answer; you can’t answer this question. Do you hear the cry of despair, not in Rishi Valley, of man, not a particular man, in emptiness? Therefore, that sound has an extraordinary potentiality-do you understand?-as every sound heard out of emptiness becomes an extraordinary sound.”
The questions were for meditation and therefore couldn’t be answered by the intellect. The atmosphere was filled with silence and stillness.
K: “So, can you listen? Therefore, can you see out of emptiness? See this phenomenon out of emptiness? And therefore see it as you see that flower over there, that colour, out of emptiness? Look at it. If you look at it out of emptiness, it has quite a different quality than if you look at it amongst other clashing colours and noises. Do you follow? Do you listen to this cry out of emptiness? Therefore, that cry has an astonishing quality.
“Last night, I heard an owl. Everything was quiet. It was there, sitting on that tree. It was almost in my room. There was complete silence, within and without, and the hoot of that owl was the most extraordinary sound. Now, you find out.”
Slowly and silently we arose and went back to our duties. We felt a great peace within.
Out of all the advice that Krishnamurti has given me, the suggestion which has proved to be the most helpful has been to listen to whatever sound happens to be at the moment-an airplane, the wind, the rain, the call of a crow-and then in this state of openness turn inwards and ‘listen’ to and ‘look’ at whatever is actually there. And this inward ‘listening’ and ‘looking’ is meditation-in such a state the mind does not chatter.
 
CHAPTER VII
THE UNKNOWN
Other questions-can the mind be free of the known so as to discover the unknown, what is truly new?-were tackled by the same group. One day we began with the inquiry: “How can a shallow mind go beyond itself? Does the shallow mind know that it is shallow and, if it does, how is it to be deep?” After some exchange on this subject Krishnamurti asked, “What makes for a shallow mind?”
As no one answered he continued, “What is the function of knowledge? And does not mere knowledge, that is, book learning and the capacity to retain all that, whether it’s the Upanishads or the latest Marxian philosophy or the latest fad and so on, mere retention, and springing off from there into action, wouldn’t that make a mind shallow? And isn’t that taking place throughout the world? As we were discussing last night, the so-called philosophers of India start off by quoting and repeating what they have read indefinitely, without one breath of an original thought, without something of their own experience, of their own intrinsic worth-irrespective of what society, what the books, and what the teachers have said. Is that what is happening to most of us, too? Where information of what Shankara or Einstein or the guru around the corner has said is repeated, not only in the field where you have to experience things yourself, but also technologically, this mechanical repetition is making the mind shallow. Would you consider that?”
We have to live with some mechanical repetition so I asked, “Is it possible and isn’t it possible to go through a certain amount of mechanical repetition and still…”
K: “Wait, wait, wait. We’ll come to that later, David. First, let us see what makes for shallowness. The fact, not an imaginative or theoretical supposition, but the fact that, as the world is going on now, education and all the rest of it, where there’s such tremendous importance given to technical knowledge, isn’t there the danger and the tendency and the fact, the actual fact, that it makes for a very superficial conduct, behaviour and thought and action? Knowledge has taken away the quality of depth.”
M: “Is it, perhaps, because the importance given to knowledge is out of proportion?”
K: “First, let us see why the mind, not only in Europe, in America, but also in this country, has become so extraordinarily shallow. Or would you say it is not shallow? Would you say a man who quotes endlessly, though he may be very learned, would you consider him a very deep-minded person? Obviously not. Yet, that is what is taking place, actually, isn’t it? All of us do it.” Krishnamurti looked at everyone in a very knowing manner. “Now, if that is so, if you admit or see the fact that a mind limited to knowledge in the sense we are using it, is a shallow mind-and society demands more and more a shallow mind that functions mechanically in technological fields-if you see that, what will you do? How will you go beyond it? How will you set about it? What will you do to break through the tremendous barrier? Come on, the Ph. D.’s, the M.A.’s, and the rest!”
M: “We could begin to think for ourselves.”
K: “Think for yourself. What does that mean? All your thinking is superficial.”
M: “All activity of the mind is superficial.”
K: “That’s it. Can you think for yourself? What does that mean, ‘think for yourself’, when all your mechanism of thinking is in the field of the known? I am not saying it is right or wrong. But all thinking is in that field, whether you call it thinking for yourself or thinking according to some other pattern, isn’t it?
“My problem, my question then would be, how can a mind that has been trained, almost destroyed, by this rotten education, by society with its demands, how can that mind delve into something that is not mere knowledge, mere information, mere conclusion or concept? How? By what process, by what catalyst, whatever it is, how will you set about it? Come on sirs. What will you do?” Krishnamurti waited, but not for long.
“Wait a minute. There you are. You are all very well educated. You have a degree. You all have the capacity to remember, recollect, quote, and so on, and I am asking you a question-out of the ordinary-and you are stumped, aren’t you? You can’t proceed further. Right? How will you proceed further? You can’t go back to books, Shankara and so on; they can’t reply. Now, what will you do? Here is a fact, being shallow-I am not being insulting-what will you do to break through this shallowness?
M: “I could wipe out my education.”
K: “How will you wipe it out? Don’t say things that have no meaning. Do you follow? Don’t say things that you cannot put into action. Otherwise you’ll be impractical, contradictory. What will you do?
“Here is a problem. Right? How do you respond to it? A challenge is given to you, what is your reaction, how do you answer it? If you are really aware, honest, clear, you would answer it from the field of the known, wouldn’t you? Stick to that. I wish you would go slowly, logically. You will see in a minute. The question is new to you. Right? And you respond from the old, obviously. And when you respond from the old and that isn’t satisfactory, you try to find other answers, still within that field. Right? Look, this question is put to me and I haven’t an immediate answer. If it were a familiar question, my answer would be immediate. But I don’t know the answer. I don’t know what to do.” Krishnamurti really meant this-he was watching his mind and reporting his observation. “So, what is my mind doing? What’s your mind doing?”
M: “Trying to find an answer.”
K: “Still working in the field of memory, still within the field of the known. Right? I wish you would push it. Don’t wait for me to tell you.” The repetitions seemed needed to help us concentrate on asking ourselves his question, which gradually became clearer as our awareness deepened. “Push it. You are still within the field of your memories, of what you have read. Do you follow? You mind is still looking, looking, looking, searching, to find out the answer. Right? You have an examination paper-all your memories are in operation to answer it. You are doing the same thing here, aren’t you? How you are responding is important, not the answer. Right? Here is a question put to you. How do you respond?
“May I go into it? You are all so lazy. Not being familiar with the question, your mind is looking for the answer in all the books you have read, in all the memories you have gathered. No? It is looking and you don’t stop looking. You have said, now what did Shankara say? What did this person say? What did that person say? What is my own memory? Do you follow? You are looking. You are asking. You are demanding. You are searching. And your search is within what you know. Have you found the answer? You haven’t, have you? No? Right? Then, why don’t you stop? I say, I don’t know. You don’t know. So, why don’t you stop? Instead of looking, looking, looking, asking…say, I really don’t know. Can you honestly say you don’t know? Now go the next step further. Come on. When you say you don’t know, what do you mean by that? What is the state of mind that says, ‘I don’t know’? What is your state?”
M: “My mind is blank.”
K: “No, it’s not blank.”
M: “My mind is empty.”
K: “It is not empty. It is still waiting. It is waiting to find the answer.”
M: “Yes, but I’ve found it.”
K: “But, it is waiting. It has sought here, there, there, there, there, and hasn’t found an answer and says, ‘I don’t know’, but I am still in a state of expectation. Obviously, right? What are you expecting?”
I felt that most of us were expecting that sooner or later Krishnamurti would give an answer and that, before the end of the discussion, he would completely think through the problem. We were just leaving it to him and, of course, we knew he could do it better than any of us could, so I said, “We are thinking you’ll give the answer, aren’t we?”
K: “That is, you are waiting for an answer from me?”
D.Y.: It may sound foolish but…”
K: “Wait. No. I am saying to you, what is the state of the mind? You have to find it out, not I tell you about it.”
D.Y.: “Yes.”
K: “If I tell you what it is, then you repeat it and you are back again where you started. Right? Now, go step by step. You will see it for yourself-shallow mind, how it has been made shallow and when a question is put to it, a challenge-then you respond according to your conditioning, according to everything you know.
“But, the challenge is a new thing, and you respond according to your memories; so you are not answering or responding totally to the challenge; you are still searching-Eh?-and you don’t say, ‘Now wait a minute, I really don’t know what to do.’ And when I ask you what is the state of the mind that says, ‘I don’t know’ you don’t answer me. You are still waiting for somebody to tell you, which means you, yourself, haven’t found out what it means when you say, ‘I don’t know’. Right?
“Now, go into it. What do you mean, ‘I don’t know’? What is the state of your mind when you say, ‘I don’t know’? You understand what I mean by ‘state’? What is taking place in the mind?”
We all remained silent. Either we didn’t know what to say or we didn’t want to say what we saw or felt, so Krishnamurti continued, “Do you want me to explain it to you? Eh? And then you’ll agree; or will my explanation be the exact description of what your mind is, and therefore non acceptance, though you can’t put it into words. Which is it?
“When you have stopped searching and researching and trying to answer from the field of the known, and you face the fact-please follow this-you face the fact that you really don’t know, what is the state of the mind which says, ‘I don’t know’? You are still expecting, right? You are still expecting an answer, no?
“Let’s proceed. You see, I am watching the mind. I see what happens. I’ve searched in the known and I can’t find an answer and I say, like a school boy, ‘I don’t know, Sir!’ Now, if I wait for an answer from you, my mind will accept the answer according to my judgment, evaluation, and that becomes another memory to be added. Do you follow? And again I move from that which I have known. So I say to myself, “What is the state of my mind when it says, ‘I don’t know’? It’s very important for me to find out. What is the state of my mind? Am I waiting, expecting an answer, or do I say, ‘I really don’t know’? Do you see the difference, not because I point it out, but do you actually see the difference?
“Now look what you have done-started with a superficial mind and now you have come to a state when you actually say, ‘I don’t know’, which means you are not expecting. Right? Now, next thing, what is the state of the mind that says, ‘I really don’t know’, not expecting, not seeking, not wanting, not hoping somebody will tell you? Do you follow? You don’t know.”
I had gone through all the inquiry, the thinking, and the meditation. I had seen it all intellectually, felt it all consciously, but now something in my unconscious was appearing and moving inside of me. I didn’t know what it was, but it seemed to speak to me, still, wanting, hoping. I was eager to complete the experience so I said, “May I slow you down a little bit?”
K: “Go ahead.”
D.Y.: I find that there is still hope of some kind. I’m not quite sure. I’m trying to find out what it is. I mean, I’m not especially hoping for you to answer, but I know I…”
K: “I can’t answer because I’ve come to that point. If you haven’t really experienced all the things that you have said just now, you can’t proceed further. You are stuck. It’s like-you know?”
D.Y.: “But you see the difference.”
K: “No. Either you see the description through my description or you actually see it.”
M: “But the mind is still concerned about its shallowness, isn’t it?”
K: “Ah! It has moved far away. It has moved away because now it’s concerned. It has seen that every response it has had so far has been from the shallow, from the little, from the known, from the experienced. If you haven’t seen that, you can’t go to the next. Right? You are following?
“So, either you say, ‘I don’t know’ and are waiting for an answer, or you actually don’t know. Now, if you actually don’t know, then what is the state of the mind?”
M: “It is still.”
K: “What do you mean by being still?”
M: “It’s not trying to find an answer.”
K: “There is no frantic search. Now be careful. Because you have stopped seeking, is it still? If you find the answer, it will become active again, so it is not still. Do you follow? Do you see this?
“I’ll put it differently. If the mind is made still, then it is not still. If I force you to do something, it’s not your action. It’s your mother’s action or your father’s. If the mind is forced to be still because it cannot find an answer, then it’s made to be still. You understand? So you are still in the field of waiting for an answer.
“So when you say, ‘I don’t know’ and you really mean ‘I don’t know’, what is the state of that mind?”
M: “I know that I don’t know.”
K: “And yet you want to know.”
M: “Yes.”
K: “And therefore you have already moved away from the fact that you don’t know and remained there.”
M: “I know. It is a knowledge-”
K: “Therefore, you drop it. Cut it completely. Say, ‘I don’t know’ and then find out.”
M: “I know that I do not know.”
K: “All right, sir. But it’s still not a mind that says, ‘I really don’t know’.”
M: “It is a knowledge.”
K: “Yes, that’s all. So I am asking, what if you go a bit further away from the knowledge that I know that I don’t know? Then you must inevitably come, if you pursue seriously and persistently, you must come to a point ‘I don’t know’, not as knowledge, but actually ‘I don’t know’. I say, I’m asking, when you say, ‘I really don’t know’, then what is the state of that mind?”
M: “It’s an empty mind.”
K: “Wait. What do you mean by empty? Empty of what?”
M: “Empty of thought and of expectation.”
K: “Therefore you are still waiting for an answer.”
M: “No, it’s empty of expectation.”
K: “Empty of expectation. Now wait. Please go slowly, because I can’t think fast. I want to see everything step by step-you understand?-logically, sanely. Otherwise we’ll go off the deep end and get stupid.
“Empty. When you say empty, what do you mean by empty? Still a result?”
M: “No.”
K: “You are sure it is not a result?”
M: “Yes.”
K: “Ah. Go slowly. It is not a result, which means what?
M: “Sir, when I say I know that I don’t know, this knowledge is not from my memory. It is now.”
K: “Which means you actually experience a state when you say, ‘I really don’t know.’”
M: “I know that I do not know.”
K: “That’s it. You are aware. You are choicelessly, negatively, aware that you really don’t know.”
M: “Yes. A new thing comes.”
K: “Right. Do you follow? I want to touch that. For the first time you have touched something original.”
M: “Yes.”
K: “Do you follow? For the first time, when you say, ‘I don’t know’, you have touched something original. From there proceed. Before, everything you have said has been second hand.
“See what has happened to your mind. You have completely put aside the known. It will be used. You have to know how to teach, but it has no longer importance. It becomes secondary. Right? So, from the moment you said, ‘I don’t know’, you have begun something entirely new, not second-hand. Now, from there proceed.
“When you put away the second-hand, it means putting away Jesus, Buddhas, Shankaras, Einstein, do you follow? Put them under the carpet as you put dirt, you know; leave it there. You can remove it later or use it for whatever purpose, put it in a compost. Do you follow? Leave it there.
“Now, can you proceed from there, which means you are really learning. The moment you accumulate and reply from what you have accumulated, you are back into the old field. Do you understand what I am talking about?
“So we see a mind becomes shallow when it is caught within the fence of the known. And the moment the mind is free from the known it has touched something which-I won’t use too many philosophical terms-is out into a different dimension. From there can you function?”
We discussed this, and other questions too: How can one be constantly in a state of non-accumulation?-for otherwise one can’t learn. Do you teach because you’re learning, or do you teach merely to impart information? Do you cooperate out of necessity, or are you going to learn what it means to cooperate? It was a very long discussion.
Of all my experiences in India, these meetings with Krishnamurti touched me most. The Himalayas at sunrise, the city of Jaipur at midday, the golden light on the moving waters of the Ganges at sunset, the Taj Mahal by moonlight, the rock-cut temples of Ajanta, Mahabalipuram’s amazing sculpture, the World Conference of the New Education Fellowship in Delhi, all deeply impressed me, but they didn’t open for me the doors of perception as did these Rishi Valley dialogues.
 
CHAPTER VIII
INITIATIVE
When I came back from India in 1964, I found myself deeply affected by my stay there; if only there were stronger centres of light in the West! I was still at Happy Valley, but I had little hope of doing anything worthwhile there except to teach dancing.
Could there be a spiritually-orientated community-cum-school, a Western parallel to Rishi Valley school, seriously concerned with the fundamental truths indicated by Krishnamurti? Would Krishnamurti himself love a centre where his teachings were at the heart of the venture and where he could talk freely? The task appeared to be monumental, but perhaps a beginning could be made, however tiny, however apparently insignificant. At least some of us could meet and share our understandings and concerns.
Several groups were formed of people very interested in Krishnamurti’s teachings and after a year, one group of parents and teachers asked, couldn’t we actually start a school in September? I felt that we weren’t in a strong enough position to do so, but the parents pointed out that if we waited it would be too late for their children, then 14 or 15 years old. So we decided to try.
We made plans. I was elected Director, and we published this leaflet. It contains many questions-this was our approach at that time:
  
A New School
 
An objective look at the state of the world today and at the many influences old and new which surround youth, accentuates the need for a true education. In order that a boy or girl can develop fully, and be able to find freedom from the innumerable social and economic pressures, there must be space and encouragement for inquiry into what is intelligent living.
A group of us, seriously interested in the educational issues raised by J. Krishnamurti, would like to create a school in which fundamental inquiry is encouraged. Is it possible to provide an environment in which the question of perceptive living is the heart of the whole educational endeavour? Can discovery take place without sensitivity at all levels, such as intellectual, social, psychological, and spiritual? Man has been accumulating knowledge at an ever-increasing rate, but widespread conflict, violence, exploitation, and brutality make it clear that technological progress alone is not enough to solve our problems. Clearly some aspects of education have been badly neglected. Can we create an atmosphere and a program that will foster well-balanced human growth and engender awareness that has been crowded out of our lives by ambition, greed, and anxiety for success?
What is the right relationship among students, teachers, parents, and administrators? Can we discuss together the way we lead our lives, the state of society today, the running of the community, and the everyday problems which will inevitably arise? Isn’t it possible to find out what makes possible honest, friendly cooperation?
Since comparison, competition, and awards cause frustration, envy, and distorted growth, isn’t it more important to stress interest in the work itself? Is it possible for the students to do things because they love to do them, rather than out of a sense of achievement? Is it possible for a student to do necessary college preparatory work without anxiety over grades or other types of rating? Can classes and activities, whether academic, artistic, or otherwise, take place out of interest rather than by motives of any other kind?
What is freedom? Is it being free to do whatever one likes, or will the uncovering of self-interest and the awareness of motives lead to the discovery of true freedom? Will coercion, condemnation, and suppression bring this about, or can we find it through openness, affection, and understanding? Is it possible to find freedom from fear?
These are the issues which we feel are basic to the educational problem. We shall try our utmost to do something about them.
The group decided that I should go to Switzerland and talk over our plans with Krishnamurti there, for he wasn’t expected to come to America that year. We thought he should hear first-hand what we wanted to do, and find out what he had to say about the project. I began by explaining how we had come to our decision.
“When I came back from India, I started a series of discussion groups on fundamental issues. I saw the importance of your work and thought that if we cannot have a school in Ojai with the teachings at the heart of the endeavour, then at least teachers and parents who are seriously interested can meet together. Sometimes there were two groups at once; sometimes there were rest periods. Some people dropped out, but the interest continued. After a year, some spontaneously asked, ‘Why can’t we actually try to start a school?’”
“What does Happy Valley School think of all this?”
This question hit upon our greatest difficulty. Krishnamurti has had a lot to do with Happy Valley. While his teachings were not at the centre of the school and while Rosalind Rajagopal, then President of Happy Valley Foundation, had often said, “This is not a Krishnamurti school”, nevertheless she wanted him to talk there and be associated with the place. Another school in Ojai connected with him would be a serious embarrassment.
“I have talked with the Director of the school, but I couldn’t detect any reaction. I told him I wished to be out of Happy Valley now, whether or not we succeeded in starting a new school, although I would help out with the dancing for another year. I tried to talk to Rosalind, but she was away. I wrote to her a month ago and told her what we are trying to do, but I’ve had no reply.”
“What does Rajagopal think of it?”
“He has taken part in some of the discussions, encouraged us and talked things over, but he hasn’t undertaken any responsibility.”
“What does he think of the pamphlet?”
“He thinks it is excellent. What about the use of your name?”
“You have done it.”
“Yes, but we may want to use it in the same way when we publish a catalogue. We have used it in a way that is factual. That is how we got together.”
“Yes, it is factual, but there is no authority or responsibility on my part. Every year I visit the two schools in India and talk there, but I undertake no responsibility. I leave it up to them.” Yes, though when I was there my observation was that he was very much involved with those schools.
“There is no responsibility on your part except that you are the author of the books mentioned.”
I learned later from friends close to Krishnamurti that he was very interested in our efforts. It was clear, however, that he felt he had to be very careful about the use of his name, particularly because of complications with Happy Valley. He continued, “Will using my name be a disadvantage?”
“Not amongst the people who matter. In the early days, Happy Valley was known as a ‘Krishnamurti’ school, but this didn’t seem to hurt the school.”
“No one says this of Happy Valley now.”
“No. What is your degree of interest in our attempt to start a new school? People will ask, what have you said. What am I to say?”
“That I neither encourage nor discourage it. Don’t have people help you because they love me. It would be the death of your school. Have people who help because they love the teachings.” This is an important distinction. To find Truth one must be free of all individuals, including Krishnamurti.
“If and when you come to Ojai, will you talk to the teachers and students?”
“I don’t know when I shall come to Ojai, maybe in five years, maybe next year. I don’t know. If I do come, then we’ll get together; but you cannot start a school on that basis. I may die in an airplane crash.” He did seem willing to talk in our school, but, when he did come to Ojai a year later, circumstances prevented him after all.
I went on, “May I say I feel it’s very tragic your continually not coming to Ojai. All the young people there…”
“Yes, I know.”
“You don’t give the reason why you won’t come, so everyone speculates on all kinds of reasons.”
“I cannot help that.”
“I hear that you are coming to New York next year.”
“I have not even thought about it. I said that I may come to America, but not Ojai. That is all.”
I asked: “What is the state of mind with which one approaches the creation of a school.”
“You find teachers, parents, buildings, money, land, etc., and go ahead.”
“We have enough pupils for a beginning and almost enough teachers who are willing to work for nothing or else for whatever is available. However, we don’t have enough money to buy a building. I have talked to many people in order to correctly inform them of what we are trying to do. We have received a great deal of encouragement, moral support, and offers of free labour, but, as yet, not sufficient financial assistance. We would like to buy the Logan house which is for sale.”
“This is the first time I have heard that the Logan house is for sale.” Krishnamurti’s brother, Nityananda, had died there.
“It would be very suitable if we could manage it.”
“How much is being asked for it?”
“Sixty thousand dollars, and ten thousand will have to be spent on it.”
“Could you rent a building?”
“To satisfy the County Health Department, the Fire Department, and the Education Department, we would have to spend a lot of money on someone else’s property. Also, the owner might object to something.”
“I see.”
“Some of the group happen to be here in Gstaad. Could you have a discussion with us? Unfortunately, half the group couldn’t come, but at least you could talk with those actually here.”
“Where do I come in? I cannot find you teachers, pupils, or money. There are a lot of people here from all over the world. I have to see that the time and energy spent is worthwhile.”
“You mean worthwhile from your point of view?”
“No, I mean worthwhile, not from my point of view or your point of view, but worthwhile impersonally.”
“There’s no point in starting a school if we get lost in mundane things so there is no flame of awareness in our daily lives. We must be able to commune with each other on deeper levels. We have been trying to do this for over a year, and we shall continue to do so whether or not we have a school. A discussion with you would help us in our attempts.”
“Then you are requesting a group interview for a group of people who have been discussing together and who will continue to discuss together, not for a group trying to start a school. I will arrange it.”
And he added, “May I have a couple of your pamphlets? I’m afraid the one you sent me got torn accidentally.”
A few days later, on July, 23, 1965, seven of us, Helen Hooker, Verna Kreuger, Benny Noyes, Frank Noyes, Dorothea Reed, and Charles Reed, all teachers or parents, went to Chalet Tannegg for the group interview. We were ushered into the living room, and Krishnamurti came in and sat down. After sitting silently for a moment, he asked if he could have Alain Naude join the group. “He travels with me everywhere. I want him to be au courant with things.” The group agreed, and Krishnamurti brought him in, though he didn’t take part in the discussion. Krishnamurti began, “Will you start the ball rolling, David?”
I started with what very much interested me, “At the end of your lecture yesterday you talked about gathering all of our energy on all levels and being in a state without dissipating any energy, without any psychological movement. Can we try to do this now?”
K: “Do you want to talk about that?”
D.Y.: “We wanted to have a discussion on a fundamental subject and go into it as deeply as possible.”
K: “Will you all be here for the large group discussion in the tent?”
D.Y.: “Yes.”
K: “Then shall we take it up at that time? Perhaps we could discuss something more specific now.”
D.Y.: “Do you have something in mind?”
He didn’t answer, so it was up to me to think of something else, “In our daily lives in school, at home and so on, we see the need for some flame of fundamental perception. How do we engender this, both individually and as a group, without getting lost in things? How can we find freedom from influence both for us and for the students? How can we live without effort?”
K: “How to find action free of ideation, concepts? Is that the question? There is action according to an idea, then there may be momentary action without idea. There is always action. If I act according to an idea or formula, which is important, the idea or the action? The idea becomes more important, and since this never approximates the action completely, there is always conflict.”
D.Y.: “You are including all pleasure-seeking neurotic movements?”
K: “Yes, all that. Don’t complicate it. Concepts, knowledge, experience, verbalization, all that is included under ideation. What’s wrong with acting according to a pattern?”
Member of the Group: “I have heard that there is another way of acting, so this increases conflict.”
K: “No, not ‘I have heard’ or ‘someone tells me’, what do I find directly? Have you not looked at yourself acting according to an idea?”
M: “This kind of action results in perpetual frustration.” Undulating her hands to show what she meant, she continued, “We see that action according to a formula makes us go up and down.”
K: “What do you mean, up and down?”
M: “Continuous highs and lows.”
K: “It’s repetitive. A formula for anything demands conformity, whether it’s a formula for feeding a baby or a formula for starting a school. Let’s suppose I am feeding an infant according to a formula…I will say, ‘My God, am I following the formula correctly?’”
I added, “You are afraid of making a mistake.”
K: “There is effort and conflict. Having a formula is no way to live. It leads to boredom and frustration. There is a child in front of you. You have a formula for educating him. Then the idea is more important than the child. And the idea of not conditioning him is also a formula.
“It is so simple. Can’t you see it? I look at this rug and see that one of the patterns is red. That is a fact. No amount of telling me that it is blue will convince me otherwise, unless I put on coloured glasses or take a drug or something. In the same way, can you see as a fact that action tied to a formula will inevitably produce effort and conflict? When you really see it as a fact, non-verbally, you don’t touch it. You avoid it as you would a poisonous snake.”
As usual I wanted complete realization. “I see it now, but later conflict takes place.”
K: “Then you don’t see it. You see it only verbally. You are floating along on words. If I know there is poison in a cupboard and I need something out of that cupboard, then I will be very careful to avoid the poison. I won’t drink it. If it is dark, I will turn on the light.”
M: “I know only action according to idea so I keep on with it, although I think I understand what you are saying.”
K: “Why? If you met a rattlesnake in Ojai, you would let it alone or you might kill it; but if you thought it was a king snake, then you might play with it. Why don’t you go into it, investigate it, see it all the way? If I wanted to understand the pattern of this rug-it has a very complex pattern-I would need to give it my complete attention.”
M: “We try to change the action to fit the formula.”
K: “That is part of the pattern. I had a tremendous Hindu conditioning, 5,000 years old or more. I was a Brahmin, World Teacher, Theosophist, vegetarian-I meet another vegetarian, two silly vegetarians!-I must not touch this or that.”
M: “The Christian is the same.”
K: “No, that’s only 2,000 years old. The Hindu conditioning is much older and deeper, and the Catholic is stronger than the Protestant. But we needn’t argue which is more, it’s the same issue.”
I joined in again, “We all have two million years of conditioning.”
K: “A Roman Catholic must go to mass, go to confession, no contraceptives, afraid of Hell, must obey the priest. All this breed tremendous fear.”
D.Y.: “It’s fairly easy to see this for the Roman Catholic. We are not Roman Catholic. But, do I see that I live by a formula, that I am a formula?”
K: “Yes, you have a ‘Youngian’ formula-not a Jungian formula, but a ‘Youngian’ formula. What would happen if you didn’t have a formula? We are afraid that without a formula we would go wrong and be failures.”
M: “When one of these formulas breaks up and drops away, there’s intense suffering.”
K: “No! Not when it breaks away, but before then.”
M: “Are all the formulas included in the image?”
K: “What image?”
M: “The image of myself.”
K: “Yes, the formulas, ideas, all together make up the image. These ideas and formulas are also in the deep subconscious which becomes almost instinctual, animalistic action, though some animals, like the bee, can think-but we won’t go into that now.”
M: “There is energy in action, not ideas.”
K: “An unbalanced person may have a great deal of energy coming from ideas.”
M: “There are so many thousands of decisions to make.”
K: “When you do something, start a school, etc., do it easily. I have things to do this afternoon. I need not get agitated about it-I flow along with it. When I go to my office or school when I am teaching, I go into an environment where everything is formula. I must find a way of working that is fresh, without formulas, even though I use knowledge, as in teaching factual knowledge. A new approach must be found.
“Is this enough?”
Krishnamurti noticed that I looked at my watch and said, “Not by time, but otherwise?”
We all thanked him very much for his time and energy and left quietly.
Soon after I returned to Ojai, there was a furore over our attempt to start a ‘Krishnamurti’ school: we were caught in the middle of the controversy over Krishnamurti and the Happy Valley School. The atmosphere was too tense for the starting of our venture, and besides, we didn’t have a suitable building. So we waited another year.
But we kept working at it, and by September, 1966, we actually opened. There were five pupils of intermediate age and a fine group of teachers, each of whom taught part-time because they all had other responsibilities. Paula Hughes, one of the trustees, had supplied the building.
A group of thirty friends, parents, and teachers attended the opening assembly. There was something new in the air. Those of us who had been making preparations felt like gardeners. For months, we had been preparing the soil, planting the seed and watering the ground hopefully. Now, the seedling had pushed its little head through the earth and was receiving the warm light of the sun. Now it was for us, the teachers, the pupils, the parents, and our friends to care for the tender young plant.
We were conscious of our weaknesses and limited awareness, and that we had to live with the ideologies and faults of others, just as they had to live with ours. Yet, with affection for our students, if we really cared for them, surely we could do something worthwhile.
We were truly an experimental school. Would we really be able to approach each student as a complete human being? Of course knowledge is needed, but that’s only one aspect of life. Could the rest of life also be felt, seen, and heard, both by the teachers and by the students? Such an approach is almost impossible in a large school, where relationships with so many are necessarily superficial and confusing, but we had the advantage of being a very small school, with plenty of space for initiative and spontaneity. If we were willing to learn, life would teach us.
So we began. And it really was a good school, for a while. Something was happening spiritually and in other ways. People felt it. Then one of the families had to move away from Ojai, because the father couldn’t find suitable work there anymore. So we lost one of our two boys, and we weren’t going to keep the school going at the price of enrolling unsuitable pupils. Our one boarder wanted to go back to her mother. We suspended classes.
During the school’s life of some three months, we had created four valuable assets: a non-profit, tax-exempt foundation; a good bank balance, thanks to some donations; a carefully-worded Statement of Intentions, later modified for the Oregon project; and, after much exchange of ideas among parents, teachers, pupils, and friends, a name, ‘Mountain Grove’. All of this was to prove valuable when we started the centre here in Oregon.
For 40 years I had looked to Krishnamurti for the light, needing to see him from time to time. I had tried to be a light unto myself, but with his aid. The time had come to break my own trail without any help or even encouragement from him, and to rely on my own light, however dim it may be. I wondered what I could do that was worthwhile.
 
CHAPTER IX
INDEPENDENCE
I thought things over, meditated, and talked to various people. I asked, how about a spiritual and educational centre with a community, a farm, a school, all as an integrated whole? This vision seemed to strike an alive stream of energy, but the initiative seemed to be up to me.
I was still inspired by Krishnamurti’s teachings. Could the project be originated with these teachings as the approach? The critical article of incorporation of the New Education Foundation, the tax-exempt, non-profit corporation which we could use to sponsor the venture, read as follows, “The basic policy of this corporation is to attract individuals who are deeply interested in the educational issues indicated in the teachings of J. Krishnamurti…”
This is a good legal basis for defining the corporation, because it refers to the content of books already published, and so is specific without using a mass of words, but it means little to anyone who hasn’t studied Krishnamurti. And we wanted to be open to others, who, while knowing little or nothing about him, nevertheless were genuinely interested in the same fundamental issues. We must welcome other points of view with which we would be able to work in harmony.
Twenty-one years before, I had had an interview with Krishnamurti which seemed pertinent now. At the time of the interview he was about to start on his travels again, and I wondered what we at Ojai could do on our own, and whether our efforts could be worthwhile. What came out of our conversation about discussion groups applies equally well to starting a spiritual centre. I began:
“I am interested in continuing the discussion groups on our own while you are away, and I know others are too.”
“Yes. May I suggest that you make the whole thing very serious. Meet three times a week, and choose people who will come regularly and be serious all the time. Don’t make it narrow or bigoted; bring in other things.”
“You mean other things besides you?”
“Yes. Discuss other points of view. For example, suppose you are discussing meditation for a month-perhaps you are doing the wrong thing. In one group, other views and methods of meditation were all brushed aside; only my way was considered. The group wasn’t even ready to see what was in the other kinds of meditation. I had to try out different methods and find out by experiment for myself before I knew.
“Imagine that I was killed in an accident, or that I didn’t live according to my teachings, or that I denied it all. Work at the thing because in itself it is important. The whole group effort could be a very alive and vital thing.”
“We have found it best to say what we feel and think at the time.”
“Have only people who are serious enough to work all the time. If they are jealous, for example, then they will work at it so as not to be jealous. In the old days people had to do something definite, such as putting on a yellow robe and renouncing the worldly life. Attending a discussion for a few hours a week is not enough.
“Of course, it will be your group and not mine. You could have it in your house. Those who wanted to meet only once a week could meet elsewhere on Sundays.”
Soon after this interview some of us did try meeting three times a week and it was worthwhile, but it didn’t last very long.
Whenever I went to see Krishnamurti, I had the feeling that enlightenment and liberation were within reach, and that all one had to do was press the right button. There was a hope that really listening to and understanding one of his talks would do the trick. This feeling led to a state of mind where I was always attending ‘just one more talk’.
By 1967 I was through with this illusory kind of thinking: I realized that Krishnamurti could only point the way, and that the rest was up to me. I was becoming more aware of a source of inspiration within, completely independent of him. His teachings were still available and vital, but I didn’t depend on them anymore. I was now able to tap the same high vibrations felt with Krishnamurti without any aid from him.
The next year I began feeling out what seemed to be needed, and acting more positively. As I worked on the project, I meditated and kept in tune with and followed that particular energy which has so often led me. As I took each step I felt I was being carried on a wave of inner support which somehow overcame all difficulties.
Right away it became clear that Ojai was not the best place to start something very new, because so much was already going on there and people were so involved with other well-established activities. The venture needed a group of workers dedicated to its development.
The trustees agreed to purchase suitable land for the creation of a ‘spiritual and cultural centre’. The community would include families, and out of the needs of their children, a school would develop naturally along with other activities, making possible integration of community with farming, education, and a self-knowing, meditative life. We would be as self-sufficient as possible.
Three people wanted to begin and we felt sure others would join us sooner or later. First, we had to find the right place, which I vaguely sensed would be in Northern California or Southern Oregon. We were looking for property which felt right spiritually, with real beauty and freshness, and at the same time with land suitable for a community. We needed a not-too-short growing season, a live stream, a forest which could be kept wild, no public road going through or over-looking or bordering, an airport not too far away, and a moderate price tag. As a result of our first journey we were able to narrow down the possibilities to a more specific area.
On the second trip, after walking many miles over many ranches, we found our little valley off Barton Road, near Glendale, Oregon, 25 miles north of Grants Pass. We knew at once that this was it. There was no choice, just awareness.
The acreage and the cost were more than I had planned, but, as soon as I saw our find, I knew that the larger size was right. Six others came and unanimously confirmed our discovery of a beautiful valley with 360 acres of forest, 60 acres of tillable land, a live creek running from one end of the property to the other, and a growing season which permits the farming of an abundance of vegetables and fruits, together with some cash crops. The noise from a nearby freeway is a disadvantage, but access is very convenient and the traffic noises do act as a reminder of the busy world outside.
‘Mountain Grove’ was clearly an apt name for the centre. There is strength in the word ‘mountain’ and a kind of affection in the word ‘grove’. The combination of these two words now mean a great deal. It represents not only the valley and its atmosphere, but also the meditation centre, the school, the farm, our life together as a community, our home, and above all an Intention which feels very real and vital to us.
The deep underlying purpose here cannot really be expressed in words. One can only hint at it, and even then perhaps be misunderstood. Yet there is a need to communicate verbally, and at the beginning of life at the new community our original statement of intentions was amended and printed and sent to all who made inquiries. In the first newsletter, published in May, 1969, this was referred to as “the necessary basis of our lives if the project is to be worthwhile.”
 
 
Statement of Intentions
We see it is vital for each person to live as a complete human being.
Our basic approach to life is inquiry into fundamental questions such as:
Can each individual discover what he really loves to do with his whole being, without striving after a reward or being distracted by an ideal?
Is it possible to be aware of an unmotivated action of love that doesn’t compare, dominate, or possess?
We are deeply concerned with finding what is relationship to people, to nature, to ideas, and to the whole of life.
Rather than setting up principles and prescriptions for living, we feel it is important to raise questions, point out issues, and encourage independent thinking which starts from facts and not from beliefs and ideas.
We think that learning isn’t the mere cultivation of memory and the accumulation of knowledge, but a free movement of a fresh mind as it inquires and observes.
We look upon freedom, not as a matter of doing whatever one likes, of being merely in opposition, or of following some other authority or influence, but of being inwardly free to be aware of one’s own urges and motives which reveal themselves through daily thoughts and actions.
We see meditation as a listening process of self-knowing in which there is no outer or inner compulsion, no fear, no judgment, no conflict, and as an awareness in the movement of action of everything we do, so that each may be a light unto himself.
 
 
Those familiar with Krishnamurti’s teachings will recognize his ideas. The last phrase came from the Buddha.
Clearly we couldn’t make the statement into a dogma to be adopted and believed. Nor could we ask for Krishnamurti to be accepted as an authority. And we didn’t want to confine members to those ‘infected’ with Krishnamurti and his teachings. How could we draw a line? Were we concerned with Krishnamurti as a person or with Truth?
We had to be open, even though it would have been much easier to begin with a group who all agreed upon a definite formula for living. Instead, those who stayed, stayed because they were sensitive to an atmosphere or intangible purpose with which they felt in harmony and to which they felt drawn. Nevertheless, the basic intent has remained unbroken even with exposure to many groups-Quakers, Theosophists, Applied Ontology, the Inner Peace Movement, to mention but a few-and to individuals who have tried to introduce a different set of agreements or understandings. These experiences have contributed to our development, tested our strength, and helped us realize that we want to find our own relationship to Truth. Something new is coming into being, something which I feel is needed, however small and insignificant it may be.
This breaking of new ground has entailed many birth pangs. We have quarrelled, we have ‘encountered’ each other, we have had illusory ‘highs’ followed by sorrowful ‘lows’, but we have kept going because we feel the project is worthwhile. The three who started the venture with me soon left, and many others have come and gone, but I have learned to accept these changes.
As Founder I feel responsible for the basic direction of Mountain Grove. This role has been unsuccessfully challenged by several individuals who have sought a somewhat different purpose for the centre. Our valley could, of course, be used for many different projects, but I feel a very strong inner support for being the guardian and focus of the fundamental intention.
Instead of following a guru, a book, or an organized religion, we have looked within, and so been our own challenge, both as a group and as individuals. We have found that our life with each other and with the valley provides much encounter and support, so that many of our psychological needs are met right here at Mountain Grove.
Self-knowing and sensitivity-awareness play an important part in our daily lives. The meditation process brings light to our inner being; we watch our thoughts and feelings and find out what we actually are. Each does this in his or her own way. And we are aware of a ‘presence’ here which we can’t explain, but which we continue to experience as something very real and vital. In the forest, we have discovered several groves and other special places which we feel are sacred and particularly suited for meditation. Generally, we are silent together just before our evening meal and before meetings. Some of us sit alone, completely still, in silence regularly, and some of us do this together.
Although each individual is free to grow spiritually in his or her own way, physically, as a community, there is a need for certain restrictions. If all who entered the gate were allowed to do whatever they liked, there would be anarchy and no real community; action on the part of some would interfere with the flowering of our fundamental purpose.
Those joining us are faced with the fact that certain decisions have already been made. Either they agree with them and feel able to live harmoniously with them or else they don’t join. From the very beginning I felt that the use of drugs would be a serious distraction. This was one of the points discussed and agreed upon by those who started here. We offered participation in the project to those who were looking for a way of life other than the drug approach. We have been very firm about this and those who wanted drugs either didn’t come in the first place or else came, tested out whether we really meant it, and found out we did. Visitors are expected to honour this agreement.
I am a strict vegetarian, in fact I don’t even eat dairy produce, but I didn’t wish to impose a rule concerning a basically personal matter. For the first two years, some individuals purchased meat or fish to supplement the vegetarian diet provided here. Now this is not done, and no more turkeys seem to be bought for Thanksgiving or Christmas.
Again from the start an agreement to forbid slaughtering, hunting, and fishing on the property was sought from perspective members, as this would greatly affect the atmosphere of the valley and would prevent the development of the centre as a sanctuary. More recently, out of our growth in sensitivity to nature, we have agreed not to cut down live trees in the valley without group assent. And now we have agreed upon no alcohol, no tobacco, and no fire-arms on the property.
How do we arrive at decisions? We are in the midst of finding out what is real, intelligent cooperation. The necessary exploration has so far often been very difficult, even painful. We have experimented with consensus as a means of government, but this process has many weaknesses. It can be misused, and it’s frequently impractical and too energy-consuming. I think we can find a better way of making decisions or a better procedure for finding consensus. Now we are into consensus through a focus-the Director. When Mountain Grove was started, I was named Director; later, with a growing community and community consciousness, I resigned. Now, I have again been appointed Director. We will continue to work for agreement, but when disagreement brings paralysis, action can be taken.
We share the land, the buildings, the farm, our food, tools, books, and our labour. We do have some private space and personal belongings, giving necessary individual freedom. Sometimes we have fallen down and bumped into and hurt each other. Sometimes we have found communication very difficult, but each of us knows and feels that everyone else is searching, too.
Our lifestyle, though simple, is comfortable enough so that there’s energy and space for creative activities such as dancing, drama, photography, writing, composing, painting, sculpture, sketching, weaving, and wood-carving.
Each person takes part in work projects, and when people want to help each other, work goes forward. Through cooperation we have constructed most of our eleven buildings and maintained a sixty-acre farm.
How has the project been financed so far? At first Betty and I had to sell our Ojai real estate-fortunately in the nick of time. Since then resident members have made regular contributions, mostly from jobs outside, but these haven’t been quite enough. Each year we have had a deficit of over $2000, and this has been made up by generous, and sometimes miraculous, donations from friends outside and from the meagre savings of individual members of the community.
Mountain Grove’s strength in overcoming financial and other difficulties has helped maintain our confidence in the centre’s abilities to serve others. We are organizing our school to include young people who need a year on a ranch with a minimum of academic work. And we are planning seminars on spiritual and metaphysical subjects, for residents and non-residents. We expect to have conferences here too.
Mountain Grove is an immense challenge. Personally, it inspires me to find out my own fundamental intention, and the life here provides me with a very realistic opportunity of testing out the truth of Krishnamurti’s teachings-the truth that I find in my everyday existence. Each day calls for fresh endeavour. I know that I must venture alone into the unknown, the new.
 
CHAPTER X
INSPIRATION
True newness is really a growth in seeing. Seeing grows on its own initiative and we can’t force it by following a formula or pattern, however novel it seems. It is not a creation of the brain. Thought must be quiet for the new to enter. And when it comes our hearts and minds will find a way of expressing it.
Some will paint or dance or care for growing things. Others will sing or draw or write or create in whatever they feel moved. I offer six compositions which came to me uninvited in my cabin and in the forest of Mountain Grove; I offer them as flowers, delicate and easily destroyed by reason, yet very real to me and perhaps also to others. The words are merely clues in a metaphysical treasure hunt and not the non-verbal, intangible, treasure itself.
 

1.
 
I am alone. I sit completely still. I am quiet. I watch my thoughts and all the feelings that go with them. As I watch, my mind slows down. I find serenity. I search for what is behind my thoughts and feelings, and what is behind that, and even behind that. There is peace.
I listen. I hear music. The notes are of a high pitch. Listening to this music gives me the feeling of watching the stars on a clear night. I call it ‘universal music’. There is a flow of energy. I relax into it.
My mind calls me and I go back into thought. I get lost in thought. I wake up to this and ask myself, “Is this what I want to do now?”
Again I watch my mind and its wanderings, and the whole process of awareness and listening is repeated. I see light. Some of this light is daylight coming through my eyelids, but I know from experience that some of it is there in total darkness. I call it ‘universal light’.
Again there is thought. I visualise the sun radiating golden and white light. I am bathed in this light. I visualise the valley and each member of the community in this light. There is thought again as I think of the problems we have together.
Insight into some of our difficulties comes to me. I start being creative, but the cultivation of my creativity must wait. It is difficult to wait, as I have to wait until others are ready. I wait.
I look and see beauty, two beautiful, transcendent eyes. I look into those eyes. The flow of energy increases. I am lost in adoration. I sense a presence. It is very real. It is alive and close to me, very close. We are one.
I am back again in thought, but the feeling of love remains. I am glowing with good vibrations. Creativity calls. I must return to the world of activity. May the blessing I feel stay with me, and may I be able to share it with others.
 

 

2.
 

Softly I tread in your graceful blue and silver fairy land.
Your gentle warmth welcomes me and I am enraptured by the heavenly music of your kingdom.
It is the whispering of a world beyond thought and beyond time, of wonders as yet unseen, unheard, and unfelt.
 

 

3.
 

The stillness of your beauty surrounds me. I am touched by your innocence and by the snow-white blossom of your purity.
I see your delicate hands, and on your finger the gold ring of true love.
You give and give and give and ask nothing in return.
I am indeed fortunate to have you as a companion.
We are not bound. We are free and yet you are embedded in my soul.
Now, I realize that when I have been in pain, you have brushed away my tears and given me strength, and that when I have needed soothing ointment, you have caressed me with your tenderness.
I have looked for you in a thousand faces, but now I see you crystal-clear, and I know that you are with me always.
I am bathed in the ecstasy of love-your love for me and my love for you, there is no difference. It is one love. I am part of you and you are part of me.
Have I ever felt such happiness? Have I ever known such joy?
My cup is full, and yet it is empty, ready to receive and to give.
 
 
4.
 
You greet me with a smile as I approach in wonder.
I breathe deeply the fragrance of your magnificent colouring.
I look into the clear mirror of your wisdom and see that you are my inner voice and that we have known each other since the beginning of time.
I share my problems with you. Together we understand them and walk through them as if they weren’t there.
Quietly and confidently we pass through the forest of everyday existence.
Together we remove the cobwebs of despair. Together we offer joy to all we meet.
 
 
5.
 
I find myself in the middle of your dancing, ever-flowing waters. I am washed clean as you pass around me and over me and through me.
You support me as I float.
I hear your laughter as you encounter and smooth each jagged rock of the past. I too welcome the encounter and flow with you.
I join in your joyful cries as we wind our way through the valley of life.
I am with you and we are together as we cascade over the waterfall of sorrow, scream in pain with the impact, and eagerly flow into the sunshine with its gift of diamonds.
We flow on and on and on, on into the unknown.
 

6.
 

I ascend in meditation.
As I drop my burdens, my own world comes to a standstill.
I stretch out my arms in welcome of your benediction, and I look to see descending from the heavens shafts of radiant, transcendent light.
I stand erect as your shining energy pours through me.
I am enveloped by your glory.
 
I’m on an adventure, growing alone and yet not alone, with a source of inspiration and energy within. I meditate, search, think, and inquire; and I’m still interested in occasionally listening to a very old friend of mine, a now white-haired, but extremely healthy, Krishnamurti.
He has given to the world a clear, simple, expression of the truth. As far as my own life is concerned, his teachings have stood the test of time. I have found them to be universal and timeless.
A "Sort Of" Philosopher 

by John E. Coleman
From "The Quiet Mind" published in 1971
In India I began searching for various religious leaders, gurus, yogis and so-called enlightened ones. I visited Tibetan monks in Sikkin, Hindu teachers and yogis in Calcutta, Benares, Delhi, Rishikesh, Madras and Bombay, and Buddhist monks in Bodtagaya. I saw and spoke to teachers in many parts of India, discussed with them their various systems of mind and body control and entered into an assortment of strange practices, some of which I will describe, but none of which I found produced anything more than a temporary, trance-like state through repetition of words, chanting or concentration upon neutral objects. Many of the experiments brought on in me a certain calm but I was still totally unable to transcend the activities of a mischievous and probing mind. I felt I knew the reason for my failure, as I have explained before, but how could I search for light without dedicating my mental faculties wholly to the search? How could I perceive the truth without consciously and devotedly looking for it? It was like playing hide-and-seek with my own shadow.
While waiting for my plane to take off at Benares for New Delhi I noticed an Indian taking his leave of a group of friends. He was a striking figure, getting on in years-perhaps in his late sixties-tall, with a full head of graying hair. He was dressed in the familiar simple lightweight suit of white linen. His departure was evidently the cause of some sorrow to his friends, who were earnestly wishing him a safe journey and urging him to return soon. I concluded he was same kind of celebrity or honored guest. We went up the steps of the plane together and I was soon in my seat and deep in a book I had purchased at the airport bookstall, unconscious of my surroundings except for the fact that a good-looking young American woman settled down in the seat next to me. I paid no further attention to the man in the white suit and indeed forgot about him for the rest of that leg of the journey. I noticed an odd thing, however. Perhaps it was of no significance but the man carried no luggage with him.
The plane made a stop at Lucknow. The passengers alighted and we all went into the airport lounge to be served with lunch. I noticed that the Europeans gravitated to a table together and my first inclination was to join them. I changed my mind, however, when I saw the elderly man whom I had seen earlier go towards a smaller table at which the only other occupant was an Indian Army officer. I was in India, after all, to meet Indians and this would be a good chance to acquire a taste of local color. We exchanged the usual cordialities and I sat down. I introduced myself and he told me his name was Krishnamurti. 'I am a sort of philosopher,' he said. Had I known at that moment what I was to learn later about Krishnamurti I might have been awed with the significance of the occasion. For this was my first encounter with a man who for over forty years has held thousands all over the world spellbound with his wisdom, a teacher revered not only in his native India but in Europe and the United States too; a man who in his youth was groomed for stardom by well-meaning people as the Messiah reborn, no less.
I knew nothing of this: he was a fellow passenger on the plane and we had met by chance over the lunch table. At first our conversation was general. We talked about the weather, war and all the usual topics. He asked if I'd pass the salt. We were offered a choice of meat or vegetarian dishes and he chose the vegetarian diet. As a matter of interest and to make conversation I asked him why he had opted for the salad and he replied that he simply preferred the food, there was no particular moral principle involved. Like many Indians he had been brought up on vegetarian foods and the preference had stayed with him. Knowing that Krishna was an Indian word meaning 'God' I ventured to ask him what was the meaning of his name, Krishnamurti. It is customary in Southern India for the eighth child, if a boy, to be named after Krishna and his name, he told me with no trace of self-consciousness, meant 'in the likeness of God'. From this point our conversation began to veer away from the commonplace chitchat of fellow airplane passengers and I felt, if not actually encouraged, not actively discouraged, to go a stage further. As we both had some time on our hands I could see no harm in developing the conversation and there was, in any case, something about the man, an indefinable quality, an aura, which seemed to invite questions and in some strange way guarantee that his answers would be worth hearing. I would chance it, anyway.
'You say you are a "sort of philosopher" yet, knowing the meaning of your name, I should say you are a religious man also,' I suggested.
'If by that you mean do I follow a religion the answer would be no, sir,' he said. 'Nor do I follow any particular philosophy. I believe all philosophies and religions are wrong. The spoken or written word is not the truth. Truth can only be experienced directly at the moment it happens. Any thought or intellectual projection of the truth is a step away from the truth, sir.'
I paused for a moment to try and take in what he had said. He spoke quickly and directly in an impeccable Oxford accent; and I could not help being amused, if a little embarrassed, by the way he addressed me formally as 'sir' although I was a mere twenty-eight to his sixty-five or more. I could see the Indian Army officer at our table was more than a little surprised at the turn our conversation was taking but, rather rudely maybe, I paid no attention to him and he went on with his meal in silence.
'Since you don't follow any of the established religions,' I asked, 'which of the great religious leaders came closest to teaching and realizing the ultimate truth?'
'Oh, the Buddha,' replied Krishnamurti without hesitation and somewhat to my astonishment. I had expected him to mention one of the Indian gods or even Christ. 'The Buddha comes closer to the basic truths and facts of life than any other. Although I am not myself a Buddhist, of course.'
'Why not?' I asked, as politely as possible to make up for my directness.
'No organization, however old or however recent, can lead a man to truth. It is a hindrance, it can only impede. It blocks a man from sincere study. The truth comes from within, by seeing for yourself. The conventional way of acquiring knowledge, it's true, is by reading or listening but to understand you have to penetrate directly, by silently observing. Then you understand.'
He paused and I waited for him to go on. 'Obviously if you are going to build a bridge you must study strains and stresses, but in the matter of understanding truth or the concepts of love, philosophical or religious thoughts, anything to do with reality, it has to be penetrated and experienced directly without any intellectual interpretation. Truth comes from within. Once the understanding comes you are able to talk about it but it does not follow that a listener will understand.'
'If you described a book or a motor car or the plane we are traveling in I would understand,' I said.
'That is the purpose of the intellect, sir, to communicate. Mechanical or materialistic things can be understood, but if I tried to tell you what God is, what truth is or what love is you would not fully understand. Perhaps I know what love is, what God is, what reality is - I could write a book on what love is or what reality is and you could read it and intellectually you would understand the book, but it does not follow automatically that you would know what love is, or what reality is. This you must understand by direct experience, without interpretation and without intellectualization. The thought and the word are not the thing but a distortion of the reality.'
The old man's flow of words was entirely fascinating and I became very anxious to continue the discussion. When the meal was finished and our fellow passengers began to move towards the plane once again I asked him if I might occupy the seat next to him and talk further. He seemed glad to have a companion, then a shadow of doubt crossed his face. 'But what about that nice girl you were sitting with before we stopped here? She might be offended if you leave her.' His concern for the girl - even the fact that he had noticed her-bewildered me. I didn't know the girl at all and we had exchanged only a few polite sentences. I reassured the old man and moved my baggage to the rack nearest his seat.
'I see you have no bags - you're traveling light,' I said.
'I am only going as far as New Delhi,' he replied, 'I have no need of possessions and carry none. I have no money with me either, I never handle it.'
'What will you do without money or clothes in Delhi?' I asked. 'How will you manage for food and accommodation?'
'I shall be among friends,' he replied simply. 'I have been invited to speak and the people who wish me to make speeches also pay for my journey, my food and anything else I require. They also put me up in their homes and you may be certain I shall be comfortable and want for nothing.' 'As a matter of fact,' he went on, 'I have no permanent home or any possessions, I spend my life traveling from place to place and my friends everywhere look after my needs. I belong nowhere, yet everywhere, and my friends are everywhere. My needs are simple.'
I think Krishnamurti was amused by my statement of incredulity. It must surely have shown in my face. Even now I did not guess that he was a world-renowned mystic with a following in almost every land ready to welcome him on his visits as their spiritual leader. In spite of all my reading and study of Eastern philosophy and religious beliefs I had not encountered the name of Krishnamurti, and for him it must have been something of a novelty to meet such an earnest young man who quite obviously had never heard of him. I did, however, recognize that I was in the presence of a remarkable personality, a man whose words were getting through to me and meaning something. My search for truth and the quiet mind was at last beginning to show the glimmer of results. Looking back, I think it may have been precisely because I was not one of his admirers that induced Krishnamurti to talk so freely to me. My questioning was unforgivably probing for a complete stranger, yet his answers were detailed and frank and, far from discouraging me or seeming reproachful for my self-confident cross-examination, he seemed to enjoy it and even invite more. His speech was lively and fluent and the flourishes and gestures that accompanied it were forceful and expressive. The airplane engines droned on monotonously and while other passengers read or slept we conducted our vigorous discussion.
'How do you live?' I asked, returning to his earlier theme.
'Oh, things just happen. I'm well provided for. I am happier without possessions of my own. People give me things but I can take them or leave them. What do we want with possessions? When you don't want things they come to you. When you do want things then you're in conflict and when you don't get them you suffer. When you get them you want something else which causes further suffering. My needs are very simple. All I need is something to eat every day, a few calories, enough clothes to keep me warm. These are very adequately provided for me. The only clothes I own are these I'm wearing,' he laughed.
'Man's real needs are simple. And it is quite easy to satisfy them. Television and automobiles are not needed to sustain life and indeed they lead to conflict. When you desire them and devote attention to acquiring them this is where conflict comes into life. You are never satisfied. We tend to live in confusion instead of clarity. This is destructive. Out of confusion more confusion grows. But if we are aware of the confusion we can stop and examine. Don't take action out of confusion, sir. Take action based on clarity.'
'How can one achieve clarity?'
'We have to understand living, the living of our daily life, with all its misery, confusion, conflict. It is not easy. If we can understand how to live, death is close. Without dying there is no living. We should observe ourselves constantly. See ourselves, our greed, envy, bitterness, cynicism, beliefs-and watch them. We cannot see them if we want to change them. Actual seeing demands energy, active and constant observation.'
'How would you answer a person who sought your advice on developing spiritually?' I asked.
Krishnamurti's face grew serious. 'Simply by silently watching yourself all the time, all your actions, your thoughts, your environment. Be silently aware of things as they occur, without interpretation.'
'But I cannot advise,' he said, laughing suddenly. 'When people ask me for advice or assurance it is the same as asking for a medicine. I cannot give it. The answer is within themselves. They must look for it. They are seeking security and there is no such thing. That's why they believe in a religion or try to reach God - it's the desire to feel safe. A man is his own salvation and it is only through himself that he will find the truth, not through religions, thoughts or theories, and certainly not through following a leader. Leaders and followers exploit each other and I will have nothing to do with such activities!'
'It's because of this urge to feel safe that we put our faith in leaders. And why? Because we don't want to do the wrong thing. Fear not clarity, is the basis of following. We want a permanent idea, a permanent God. When clarity is come to we don't want to follow. My teaching does not involve faith, but a mind that is free to examine.'
'Is there, then, no value in following a religion?' I asked.
'All organized religions are forms of escape, sir. They offer comfort, tell you what to do. If you behave properly you will be rewarded. It is childish. It is a block to understanding.'
There were many more questions I felt I must put to this sage old Indian whose words had struck, for the first time, a chord of true response in my mind. But the changing note of the engines indicated that, all too soon, the journey was over and in a few minutes we would land and go our separate ways.
'Shall we meet in Delhi?' I asked.
'I shall be gone in a few days,' he replied.
'Where are you going next?'
'America, perhaps, or Switzerland,' he said vaguely. 'I prefer a mild climate, you know.'
As he rose to leave the plane I noticed for the first time that he carried a book under his arm. When he saw me glance at the title he smiled a little sheepishly.
'This is the only kind of literature I read. Everything else bores me.'
It was a paperback crime thriller. I collected my bags and headed for the airport buildings and the door marked 'exit'. I turned but there was no sign of the man in the white linen suit - I saw only the crowd of excited men and women, and the press photographers, who had Krishnamurti somewhere in their midst.
In 1932, at the age of thirty-seven, Krishnamurti entered into a personal relationship with Rosalind Rajagopal, the wife of his long time associate D. Rajagopal. It was only with the publication of the book, "Lives in the Shadow of J. Krishnamurti" by Radha Rajagopal Sloss, in 1991, that knowledge of the affair was made public.
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This revelation about Krishnamurti's private life understandably caused quite a furor at the time. Prompted by this uproar, Bill Quinn, who lived with Krishnamurti and Rosalind at the time of the affair, wrote this letter to Friedrich Grohe, a friend of Krishnamurti in his later years.

April 20th, 1993
Dear Friedrich,
Through the years Radha sent her manuscript to various publishers, and by chance the readers of two publishers to whom the book was assigned for evaluation were friends of mine. I deliberately read it once in one continuous effort so as to get an overall impression. I have not read the version published in England, and it’s likely that changes have been made and editing done. What follows is based on my recollection of my first and only reading.
I suspect that Radha is merely the spokesman for her parents. It has always seemed to me most unfortunate she was put in this position. She was not a direct witness to the alleged intimacy between K and R, but was told about it when she was a young woman by her mother. It is understandable that Radha, having been brought up in a seemingly magical world, should have been traumatised and embittered by Rosalind’s claims. It’s notable that early in the story it was K that Radha adored, like a father; yet she later is so condemnatory.
Having lived with the family during the period the affair was supposed to be taking place, I can attest there was a great intimacy between K and Rosalind, and I felt very much a part of a family which included them and Radha, and in which I was in daily close contact. It was an extraordinarily warm and simple life we had, extremely open so far as I could see, and so unconflicted I felt an absolute absence of self-consciousness. Rosalind appeared to me to be utterly generous and loving, and I count her among the dearest friends of my life. I felt less at ease with Raja, somewhat intimidated by his force and brilliance, but he too was warm and outgoing to me. However, he was seldom at Arya Vihara in those years, spending most of his time in Hollywood as he did. With Radha and David, her cousin, children then, I had a simple affectionate rapport. I must point out that I was a very young man at the time.
Since I felt part of this family, its breakup and the alienation of Raja from Rosalind and both from K, and the mystery surrounding it through the years, had disturbed me greatly. I was deeply affected by the book, and among my responses was a grief for everybody involved- so much pain!
It seems to me, however, that one cannot form an opinion on the basis of the book about the allegations of an affair between K and Rosalind. The letters that are said to support this claim are unavailable. It’s hard to see how one can presume to know what goes on between any two people. When a relationship is conflicted, a third person can know only the statements of the two parties, which are inevitably biased. 
I feel strongly that it is important to establish the truth about K’s life, and to affirm his humanity. I deplore the widespread efforts to mythologize and deify him, because doing so makes it impossible for people to recognise their kinship with him, and puts him in an abstract sphere, as a sort of icon.
When I read the book it seemed to me possible that there had been such a relationship. Given the un-worldliness of both K and R, their innocence, such a thing could have come about through simple proximity and affection, as such things often do. Honoring the Rosalind I had known in earlier days, I even felt glad for K that he might have had such a relationship. And if there were an affair, the secrecy is understandable, given the social climate of those days. It would not have been K’s concern alone to he either open or discreet: the lives of others were involved: Rosalind, Raja and Radha, Also, they might have felt that it was no one else’s business. 
What is lamentable to me about the book is that its motivation seems to be vindictiveness. To me, unfortunately, the book makes Rosalind, not K, to appear shabby and small. In part this is the effect of objectifying and blaming K and not going into Rosalind’s character in depth. I think she was a much larger person, and for a long time I wanted to talk to Radha and try and dissuade her from publication for this reason. But I had not the courage; my old affection for her and her mother made the prospect of such an encounter too painful.
The book seems to me naive in many ways, and to reflect little self- knowledge on the part of the Rajagopals. If there was such an affair in which Rosalind suffered so much, she was certainly also responsible. She was an adult. She was moreover a strong person and rather dominated K, to my mind, when I lived with them. The tone suggests a jilted lover. And through the years after their breakup, I had many hours-long conversations with Rosalind in which she poured out her hurt and rage. She was simply obsessed.
I also talked to K about the breakup. and offered to be an intermediary. He said, however, “No! It is finished.”
It seems to me that Rosalind’s story, whether the allegations about K are true or not, is a common and doleful human tragedy, and my response is more compassionate than anything else. It’s a story of how possessiveness, jealousy, suspicion and self-righteousness can destroy affection and lead to life long bitterness and a desire for revenge. It not only destroys affection, but the person.
So many people wanted to possess K! I knew well another woman who was remarkably close to K, and I happened to be with her during a time when she simply went to pieces and became bedridden for days, raging and torn. She later came to literally hate him for some years, and did some real mischief.
I think that when K went to India in 1947 a new life for him began when he met some wonderful minds, soon to include Pupul Jayakar and her family. Rosalind at that time stayed in California and was fully occupied with the newly formed Happy Valley School. At this time, I suspect, the Rajagopals began to lose control of K.
As for the allegations about Nandini, I don’t take them seriously. It’s well known that she and K had an extraordinary affinity, but to assume that this was sexually based seems unwarranted, K moved many people and was capable of a great intimacy with those who were open to him. I’m afraid Rosalind was overcome by suspicion.
Bill Quinn
Stuart Holroyd
Krishnamurti: The Man, Mystery and the Message
Part Two: The Message
Chapter 9
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On Mind, Consciousness and the Self

The self-awareness advocated by Krishnamurti is something totally different from the self- and psychoanalysis of Freud and his followers. The process of analysis implies the existence of a self that is analyzed and another self which participates in the analysis but in Krishnamurti’s self-awareness there is no separation of, to use his terms, ‘the observer and the observed’.
The Freudian view of human personality, with its hierarchy of the id, the ego and the superego, has profoundly influenced psychological thought in the present century, as have Freudian techniques of psychotherapy, in which ‘reality testing’ is employed as a means of adjusting the individual to the psycho-social norm. All this was anathema to Krishnamurti, who maintained that a personality could not realize wholeness and integrity of being from a starting point of a divisive, hierarchical view of the personality, and who regarded any kind of adjustment therapy as something which both infringes and prevents freedom. Furthermore, the method of psychoanalysis, which involves working with memories and bringing the past into the present, can only achieve a stabilization of the self according to a pattern laid down by past experience. If it manages to achieve such a stabilization, it strengthens the false idea that the self is a permanent entity which develops individuality in the course of time through the exercise of the faculties of will, understanding and intelligence.
A practicing psychologist and analyst once told Krishnamurti how a woman, whom he had been treating fro several months for severe depressions, without success, had gained a sense of release, and ultimately a cure, from attending a series of Krishnamurti’s talks. He asked if Krishnamurti could recommend a method or technique which would not require the amount of time and patient investigation demanded by psychoanalysis, but would alleviate human miseries and depressions quickly. Krishnamurti did not answer the question directly, but asked the psychoanalyst what he tried to do with his patients. He replied that he tried to help them overcome their difficulties and depressions so that they could fit into society. To the question whether it was important to help people fit into a corrupt society, the analyst answered that it was not his function to reform society or to try to create super-normal people. But, Krishnamurti persisted, ‘if one is only concerned with helping the individual to conform to the existing social pattern……is one not maintaining the very causes that make for frustration, misery and destruction?’ Psychoanalysis, apparently, was not concerned with the total development of man, but only a part of his consciousness. It was surely obvious that to attempt to treat a part, without having an understanding of the whole that it was a part of, could actually cause others types of trouble or disease. The analyst admitted that there was something in this argument, and that his profession tended to be too specialized and narrow in its view of man. However, he asked again whether Krishnamurti could recommend a method or technique of therapy, not realizing that the very question implied a narrow and superficial view of man which he had just admitted to be wrong. ‘Can a method or technique set man free?” Krishnamurti asked, ‘or will it merely shape him to a desired end?’ No reply from the analyst is on record, but the discussion up to this point clearly brought out the difference between Krishnamurti’s psychological ideas and those of a modern orthodox psychologist.
Over the last hundred years or so, psychological thought has made much of the distinction between the conscious and the unconscious or subconscious mind. There has been a strong bias, largely through the influence of Freud, to regard the unconscious as a realm of chaos which gives rise to destructive and disruptive passions that need to be brought under the control of the rational consciousness. Psychologists speak of the ‘threshold’ of consciousness, proposing that all that is above this threshold is accessible to introspection, and all that is below it is not so accessible but requires some special technique, such as dream interpretation, to make it so.
Krishnamurti made use of the distinction between the conscious and the unconscious, but without the bias and the dichotomous tendency of the orthodox Freudian view. He preferred to speak of the different layers or levels of the mind, and he asked:
Is the conscious mind different from the unconscious mind? We have divided the conscious from the unconscious; is this justified? Is this true? Is there such a division, a definite barrier, a line where the conscious ends and the unconscious begins?

To say that we are aware of our unconscious does not make sense, and as the unconscious is not a datum of our experience the term is really only an aid to our thinking and talking about the mind: the division between the two aspects of mind is a projection out of our inherent confusion, a reflection of our divisive habits of thought.
If we speak of the levels of the mind, one thing we can observe is that the upper levels have been educated, trained, disciplined, conditioned according to the dictates of our reason, which is itself dictated to by society, culture and what we conceive of as our needs. ‘Is the unconscious, the deeper level, uneducated?’ Krishnamurti asked. He answered the question in the affirmative, but did not deplore the fact and call for the extension of rational understanding and control to the deeper layers, on the contrary he regarded it as a good thing that these layers should remained uneducated, for:
In the deeper layers there may be the source and means of finding out new things, because the superficial layers have become mechanical, they are conditioned; repetitive, imitative; there is no freedom to find out, to move, to fly, to take to the wind! And in the deeper layers, which are not educated, which are unsophisticated and therefore extraordinarily primitive – primitive, not savage – there may be the source of something new.

This affirmation of the unconscious and its processes, of the validity and use of the deeper levels of the mind, is one of the positive aspects of Krishnamurti’s teaching. If we do not set us a purely theoretical barrier or threshold between the conscious and unconscious, he implies, we can encourage, instead of inhibiting, the flow of communication between the different levels of the mind, and thus be more whole and spontaneous in our moment-to-moment living. We will thereby become truly creative. Analytical processes cannot be creative in the deepest sense of the word because creativity is an impulse of the whole being. Analysis involves fragmentation, which means one fragment of the whole assumes authority over the other parts as well as assuming the objectivity to examine them critically. ‘Any exaggeration of any fragment of the whole consciousness,’ wrote Krishnamurti, ‘any emphasis on any fragment, is a form of neurosis’, and exaggeration of the intellectual, analytical functions of the mind is as much a form of neurosis as exaggeration of emotional and or spiritual aspects..
Human beings need a sense of individual personal identity, and sometimes they obtain this by identifying themselves with one of the fragments of their total personality. Then sometimes they may realize that such an identification is neurotic, or become dissatisfied with the narrowness and limitations of it. They seek to redress the balance by identifying themselves with as many other fragments as possible in the hope of achieving wholeness, of integrating all the fragments. But if we stop to ask the question, ‘Who is this entity trying to identify itself with the other fragments?’ we see immediately that it is impossible to realize wholeness in this way. The very idea that there is a separate self that can be identified with different fragments is dualistic to start with, and that basic dualism is never resolved by the process of identification.
‘There is only one state.’ Krishnamurti asserted, ‘not two states such as the conscious and the unconscious; there is only a state of being, which is consciousness. So the next question is; what is consciousness? Is it something independent of its content, or is it entirely defined by and made up of its content?
If consciousness is made up of my despair, my anxiety, fears, pleasures, the innumerable hopes, guilts and vast experience of the past, then any action springing from that consciousness can never free the consciousness from its limitations…

Krishnamurti proposed that the investigation of the question whether consciousness can ever empty itself of its content and be free is of supreme importance ‘if there is to be a radical change in the human mind, and therefore in society’
If we attend to the functions of the mind, we will realize that consciousness is always of the past. We are conscious only of things that are over. The psychologist William James coined the term ‘the stream of consciousness’, and the metaphor may be employed to elucidate Krishnamurti’s thinking on the subject. Consciousness is a movement, a flow, of mental events, and that flow is always from past to future: at any moment the content of consciousness is so identified with this flow, so determined by the past and the future, by memories and expectations, that the present is excluded from it.
Krishnamurti used the analogy of a pendulum, proposing that the normal state of consciousness is a swinging backwards and forwards between the past and the future, which is a movement that excludes anything new because the future comes into being as a projection of the past and, although it may become slightly modified by the movement, it is really the past in another guise. Consciousness that is bound up in this movement is incapable of seeing a fact simply as a fact, and the question is whether consciousness can ever be something other than this movement which excludes the present. In the constant swinging of a pendulum there is an infinitesimal interval of complete stillness each time the pendulum reaches the extremity of its swing, and Krishnamurti suggested that the analogy applied in this respect too, in that in consciousness there are intervals between thoughts.
Between two thoughts there is a period of silence which is not related to the thought process. If you observe you will see that period of silence, that interval, is not of time, and the discovery of that interval, the full experiencing of that interval, liberates you from conditioning. 

To become focused upon these intervals, he further proposed, is the meaning of meditation.
By way of illustration of his argument, Krishnamurti sometimes asked his audience whether a person who exclaims, ‘How happy I am!’ is an instance of the swing from the past into a future determined by the past, in which the present is annulled. This implies that when we really are happy, the very experience of that happiness is such that there is no room for consciousness of it, which seems to mean that Krishnamurti set little value upon consciousness and was advocating the cultivation of a state of mind that is somehow exclusive or, or prior to, consciousness. On the other hand, many of the people who are interested in his teaching are those who also commonly speak of the heightening or expanding of consciousness as an ideal, and it is relevant to inquire how Krishnamurti’s apparent disavowal of the importance of consciousness can be reconciled with this kind of idealism. 
Well, it can be reconciled, because what Krishnamurti was advocating was not the cultivation of an unconscious state, but of what he called ‘the silent mind’. This comes into being when the mind empties itself of its content, of the known, and is not a state of mindlessness but a state of intense and clear awareness of ‘what is’. This awareness is not a movement of the mind. Movement is characteristic of the conscious mind, but the silent mind is free of movement, although it is fully aware of the movements of consciousness. The silent mind can be aware of the stream of thoughts that flow through the conscious mind, but it does not discriminate between them in terms of value, importance or rightness; it just observes the flow. The observation without judgment, this passive awareness or ‘choiceless awareness’ of the flowing stream of consciousness is by no means a negative thing. In fact it can be very positive and effective in dealing with problems of any kind. It has the effect of breaking down the barriers between the different levels of consciousness, thus facilitating the flow between the unconscious and conscious levels. As a result of this, psychological problems tend just to go away, to become non-problems, and even practical or intellectual problems may yield a solution because the intuitive and creative faculties of the unconscious are given full and free play.
Krishnamurti’s epistemology, then, consists in the postulation and investigation of a non-conceptual and non-dualistic mode of knowing, and in the assertion that it is only by means of this mode that we can know reality. Closely tied in with his thinking on this subject is his philosophy of the self.
The young Krishnamurti, as we have seen, had certain experiences, which he described as union with ‘the Beloved’, clearly involving a sense of liberation from his individual consciousness and merging with or participating in a higher and quite impersonal consciousness. So real and all-important were these experiences to him that he could make such statements as: ‘If you would understand, you must look through my mind. If you would feel, you must look through my heart’, with the implication that his mind and heart did not have the qualities of partiality, particularity and limitation that characterized other people’s, but in some way participated in and were means of access to universality, and thus in a sense not really hit at all. At his stage of his life, Krishnamurti had difficulty elucidating his basic experiences and ideas. He would sometimes speak of liberation as the disappearance of the ‘I’ and at other times say that it consisted in the fulfillment or consummation of the ‘I’. He would urge people to ‘realize themselves and become great’, or to ‘die to the self’. But the verbal difficulties he had do not invalidate the significance of the experience he was trying to describe. That experience which could equally truly, if not very helpfully, be described as the death of the self or the consummation of the self, remained a focal point of his later thinking. 
Krishnamurti asks us to consider what the sense of self consist of and how it arises. In early infancy a human being does not have any concept of the self; the first distinctions he makes between the self and the not-self relate only to the body. But the process that begins with distinguishing ‘my hand’ and ‘my foot’ extends by degrees to identifying a whole complex of feelings, experiences, thoughts, ideas, impulses, desires, memories, hopes, fears, and so on, as ‘mine’; this complex constitutes the self. When we examine these components of the self, however, we may suffer a blow to our pride, because they are all derived from our environment and culture. The entire complex only comprises an individuality in the sense that the number of components and the ways in which they combine and interact is unique, which is not really a kind of individuality commensurate with the degree of self-esteem and sense of self-importance that most people have. This self, in fact, is just a bundle of perceptions and memories, but the more actions we perform, imagining that it is the self that originates and executes them, the more substance we endow to this really insubstantial entity, and the more we come under the thralldom of the past. As it gains substance, the self assumes authority, takes it upon itself to mediate between consciousness and reality, or rather intrudes itself continually between the mind and ‘what is’, so that it becomes a positive impediment to knowing.
Now if you say that the self is an illusion or a delusion, many people will protest, feeling that their very identity and existence are somehow threatened. But very likely many of these same people will admit to a sense of dissatisfaction with the self, a feeling that it is too limited, too undeveloped, and will be looking for kinds of experiences that ‘take them out of themselves’ or constitute an experience of ‘self-transcendence’. This ambivalent attitude to the self, this simultaneous clinging to it and wanting to be free of it, is very common, but for most of us the self has taken on such substance and reality that the proposition of its non-existence seems preposterous. Even to seek and aspire to be free of it seems an absurdity, for we wonder who is doing the seeking and aspiring if not the self.
‘Can the “I” positively set about abnegating itself?’ Krishnamurti asked, and he proceeded to show that the task is impossible: 
If it does, its motive, its intention, is to gain that which is not to be possessed. Whatever its activity, however noble its aim, any effort on the part of the ‘I’ is still within the field of its own memories, idiosyncrasies and projections, whether conscious or unconscious. The ‘I’ may divide itself into the organic ‘I’ and the ‘non-I’ or transcendental self; but this dualistic separation is an illusion in which the mind is caught. Whatever may be the movement of the mind of the ‘I’, it can never free itself; it may go from level to level, from stupid to more intelligent choice, but its movement will always be within the sphere of its own making.

So it appears that we are in a trap, that because of the intrusion of the self we are cut off from the new, from reality, and condemned to a future which it but a projection of the past. Is there no way out of this situation? Krishnamurti maintained that there is: through awareness, attention, through practicing the non-dualistic mode of knowing, we can become self-less. And this means not only getting into a more authentic relationship with ‘what is’, removing the screen between consciousness and reality, but also overcoming such tribulations of the human condition as fear, pain and suffering, for these exist only as experiences of the self.
This last point needs to be elucidated, because it is a central teaching of Krishnamurti’s, and one in which he re-states, in his own way, the traditional Buddhist teaching on the overcoming of sorrow, fear and suffering. All our troubles, he said, arise from our dualistic way of thinking, which makes us imagine that experiences are something we have rather than something we are, that there are two distinct entities, the experiencer and the experience, the observer and the observed.
When there is no observer who is suffering, is the suffering different from you? You are the suffering, are you not? You are not apart from the pain, you are the pain. What happens? There is no labeling, there is no giving it a name and thereby brushing it aside – you are merely that pain, that feeling, that sense of agony. When you are that, what happens? Do you say you suffer then? Surely, a fundamental transformation has taken place. Then there is no longer ‘I suffer’, because there is no centre to suffer, and the centre suffers because we have never examined what it is.

Krishnamurti often used the term ‘the centre’ as synonymous with the self, and the term lends itself to an illuminating illustration of his ideas. A centre has space outside it, and that space is limited by the centre, it has a circumference determined by the centre. There is this centre, which has its own dimensions, borders within which it recognizes the ‘me’, and outside it there is a space, and although the centre may be able to expand this space – for instance by taking psychoactive drugs – it cannot expand it very significantly but must always remain trapped within the limitations of its own making. As Krishnamurti vividly put it:
The little monkey may meditate, may follow many systems, but that monkey will always remain; and therefore the space it will create for itself will always be limited and shallow.

Most of our actions issue from the centre, and all our feelings and perceptions are qualified by the centre so long as we regard them as things we ‘have’. But there are times when suddenly we find that we are looking, living or feeling without a centre, although these times are usually of short duration. This is because thought seizes upon the experience, dwells on it or wants to continue it, and this thought, which is the past trying to project itself into the future, becomes the new centre. We can, however, by practicing passive choiceless awareness, begin to look, live and feel without the centre for longer periods, without the noisy, opinionated and demanding self intruding and spoiling the experience. This annulling of the centre, this death of the self, is not the awful end of everything that we might have feared when we first contemplated the prospect, because ‘life’ goes on.
Life goes on, but without the ‘me’ as the observer. Life goes on, the registration goes on, memory goes on, but the ‘me’ which thought has brought about, which is the content of consciousness, that ‘me’ disappears: obviously because that ‘me’ is limited. Therefore thought as the ‘me’ says ‘I am limited’. It does not mean that he body does not go on, but the centre, which is the activity as the self, as the ‘me’, is not. Again that is logical because thought ‘I am limited. I will not create the “me” which is further limitation.’ It realizes it and it drops away.

Descriptions such as this, of the non-dualistic and non-conceptual ways of knowing and living, abound in Krishnamurti’s talks and writings. They are all a means of trying to convey the nature and meaning of experiences which he personally underwent. When we recall his descriptions of these experiences, and the quite considerable pain and suffering he went through, even as late as 1961, in the period covered by the Notebook, we are prompted to wonder whether the switch-over to the alternative mode of knowing, and the dissolution of the self as centre, necessitates or involves some actual physical change in the body. Krishnamurti believed that it does, that in some way the brain and its processes change, that even the neuronal firing of the brain cells ceases and established circuits of brain activity, of stimulus-response patterns, are wiped out. ‘Can there be a mutation in the brain?’ he asked, and answered: ‘We say it is possible……..when there is a great shock of attention.’
Whether this is what actually occurred when he himself underwent ‘the process’ must be a matter of conjecture, but we do know from recent researches in the area of electronic monitoring of brain activity that non-ordinary mental states, for instance of the meditator or healer, have corresponding distinct brain states. The philosophical question whether mind and brain are distinct brain states. The philosophical question whether mind and brain are distinct entities is not resolved by these observations, however, nor did Krishnamurti go into it, though he did say that thought is a material process, a chemical process’. This could be taken as a statement favoring what is known as the identity theory, according to which every mind-event or –state has its corresponding brain-event or –state, therefore there is no component of human personality antecedent to the development of the individual brain or that survives its death. This is a theory which, for obvious reasons, religious people find intolerable, so most religions incline to a dualistic view of man, as composed of a physical brain and a non-physical mind. As we have seen, however, Krishnamurti considered dualistic thinking as a block to the perception of truth, and the concept of ‘wholeness’ is central to his thinking. Indeed he does sometimes seem to be speaking as a materialist, from what is known as a monist position, particularly in regarding thought and consciousness in terms of brain-cell activity. On the other hand, he speaks of the silent mind generating no brain activity, although it is intensely aware and in touch with reality. So to assign him to the materialist camp, as some critics have done, is to act on a partial and superficial understanding of his thought. Needless to say, Krishnamurti himself, who regarded naming and labeling as pursuits of the dull mind, was indifferent to which camp he might be assigned to.
While we are on the subject of Krishnamurti’s philosophy of mind, let us be clear about what he meant by two terms which he frequently used with rather special significance: memory and intelligence.
We have seen that he tended to regard memory as a primary cause of human bondage because it continually makes the future conform to the pattern of the past and thus prevents experience or perception of the new. But to understand this proposition clearly we have to distinguish between factual memory and psychological memory. My memory of any event may contain both components: the memory of precisely what happened and the memory of the feelings or reactions I had with regard to the happening. When Krishnamurti said that he mind should be clear of its burden of memories he was not suggesting that factual memories should be expunged. Obviously our factual memories enable us to live and conduct ourselves in the world with as much efficiency as we do. Although a person without them might have the joy of encountering the new at every moment, his moments would be few indeed unless he had somebody to look after him all the time. So we need our factual memories for practical purposes, but the trouble is that the human mind does not clearly distinguish between factual and psychological memories. We tend to carry with us a large complement of the latter type, and it is with the battery of psychological memories that we meet life, meet every new situation and challenge, with the result that we always assimilate the new to the old and so never experience the novelty of it. When Krishnamurti advocated the clearing out of memories from the mind, it was these psychological memories, of past thoughts, feelings and reactions, to which he was referring.
A mind thus cleared becomes intelligent in Krishnamurti’s sense of the term. To be intelligent has nothing to do with being knowledgeable. In fact:
When you say ‘I know’, you are on the path of non-intelligence; but when you say ‘I don’t know’, and really mean it, you have already started on the path of intelligence. When a man doesn’t know, he looks, listens, inquires. “To know’ is to accumulate, and he who accumulates will never know: he is not intelligent.

Nor has intelligence to do with intellectual or any other capacity.
Capacity is not intelligence. Intelligence is sensitive awareness of the totality of life; life with its problems, contradictions, miseries, joys. To be aware of all this, without choice and without being caught up in any one of its issues and to flow with the whole of life is intelligence.

True intelligence then, consists in looking, listening, inquiring and being choicelessly aware. It is a function of the mind that is simple, in the sense that it is uncluttered with convictions, opinions, habits of thinking in terms of measurement or comparison. It is not personal, and it is quite different from thought.
You may be very clever, very good at arguing, very learned. You may have experienced, lived a tremendous life, been all over the world, investigating, searching, looking, accumulating a great deal of knowledge, practiced Zen or Hindu meditation. But all that has nothing to do with intelligence. Intelligence comes into being when the mind, the heart and the body are really harmonious.

As intelligence comes of harmony, actions governed by it bring harmony into the world. Morality and virtue then, are not the observance of prescriptions of principles, but consist in the spontaneous functioning of intelligence in the world, which ‘naturally brings about order and the beauty of order’. This, Krishnamurti maintained, ‘is a religious life’
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Krishnamurti As I Knew Him

by S. Balasundaram

IT WAS a very, very great privilege to have been associated with so great a personage as J. Krishnamurti. If you asked me, what has happened after thirty years or more in contact with him, I can only relate a little story in Paul Carus's The Gospel of Buddha. A rich brahmin, unaware of life's impermanence, had built himself a large house. The Buddha sent Ananda to this old man to find out why he has done this and teach him the four noble truths. Instead of listening to Buddha's teachings the brahmin just went on about the purpose of each of the many rooms in his house. As soon as Ananda left, the old man fell ill and died. And Buddha said that the brahmin was like a spoon that tastes not the flavor of the soup.
NEITHER I nor any of my relatives were Theosophists. But my late wife Vina Visalakshi used to live in Madras and had many friends in the TS. She knew Krishnaji, so I also came to know him. Though the title of the talk is 'Krishnamurti as I knew him', how can I say I knew him? One does not know even one's friend or wife. However, I will share with you some reminiscences of that great man. 
One day I saw a gentleman in dhoti and kurta, with a purple cap and a bundle of detective stories under his arm, walking into his room. I looked and thought. 'This cannot be a holy man.'

I WAS a research scholar in the Indian Institute of Science and by nature a sceptic. I never sought out or met anyone. But somehow I met Krishnaji in 1947 with my wife.
From the first day onwards he said to me a number of times, 'Balasundaram, I am your friend.' In work, in all kinds of situations, he was a friend, which came through in his presence and tremendous affection. When he came to India after the war, he was very affectionate and wanted to meet young people and get to know them.
There used to be a pandal (awning) outside the house in Stirling Road , Madras , where he stayed and he used to sit there most of the time. One day I saw a gentleman in dhoti and kurta, with a purple cap and a bundle of detective stories under his arm, walking into his room. I looked and thought. 'This cannot be a holy man.' After some time this man came out and went away. As my curiosity got the better of me. I went quickly inside and saw the bundle next to Krishnaji. I asked: 'Sir, do you read these things?' He said: 'Yes, I do. But I am a slow reader.' Then I asked: 'Who was it who brought these books to you?' He said: 'Don't you know him? That was Jinarajadasa, the President of the Theosophical Society.' This was in 1947. 
IN 1948, I was in Bangalore at the Institute of Science . Krishnaji did not go back that summer to Europe or America, but stayed in Ooty and came from there to Bangalore . We were looking after him, being with him most of the time. Then we asked Mr Maurice Frydman, who had known Krishnaji from his Ommen days, to stay with him in Vikram Sarabhai's house. I used to see Krishnaji every day. After the second or third day he said to me, 'Mr Balasundaram, I cannot walk with these chappals (sandals). Can you get me some Pathan chappals (the strapped ones like Roman sandals)?' So I got a Chinese cobbler to make them. The next morning, I walked to his place before breakfast and found him sitting in a corner, polishing the new sandals. I stood behind him in awe and said, 'Sir, I can do this for you, please.' He turned around, still polishing the sandals and said: 'You know who taught me to polish shoes? The shoeblack of King Edward the Seventh.' It was actually so; he was not telling me a story. This indicates the care and the regal way the TS had looked after him and brought him up. He never talked about the past, but suddenly something would flash up from the past in his consciousness. 
ONE DAY, Maurice Frydman and his friend Wanda Dynowska, who used to call herself Uma Devi and stayed here in the TS at Sevashrama, came to see him. She translated many theosophical works and also Krishnamurti's books and sent them through underground channels to Poland in the days when Communism was supreme. It was a tremendous work. Uma Devi's brother was killed during the War and in 1948 news was still trickling in and she had just heard that somebody else had died, which made her very unhappy. So Frydman, who always used to make things a little philosophical, said: 'What should one's attitude be to the dead?' Krishnaji answered: 'The Bible has it, Sir: Let the dead bury the dead.' That was all; nothing else. 
SOME DAYS before Krishnamurti left after a stay of six weeks, Frydman said: 'This chap Balasundaram should be put to work. He is very capable, but I cannot get him to work. Krishnaji, you are the only person who can persuade him. So, you should tell him to work with me, and we will start.' I knew Frydman had his own way of doing things. In 1950, for one year he was the Secretary of the Krishnamurti Foundation and also of its Rajghat Center . He turned it upside down. So, when Frydman said that I should work with him, I replied: 'I will never work with Maurice Frydman. He says one thing and does another. He is most unreliable.' Krishnaji just looked at me and responded: 'How can you say such a thing? He may have changed even at the last minute. What you say may be true, but he may have changed.' You see, this was so obvious. The teacher was thus teaching. His teaching flashed through even small things. In this case the lesson was that I should live without an image. It was a shocking lesson. Krishnaji remarked: 'I am just poking you to live, to become alive.' 
MY WIFE was a musician and, as many people knew, she was going deaf in one ear. Towards the end of his stay, Krishnaji said: 'I am going away in a week. If you want me to help your wife I will see what I can do for her.' I did not know what he meant. Then he added: 'Amma (he always called Annie Besant amma or mother) always got up at four o'clock in the morning, made herself a strong brew of coffee, and then started her work. Often she had a nagging headache. So one day she said: 'Son, put your hand on my head; that might help.' I just put my hand on her head like this and her headache subsided. Then I realized that there was something in my hands. It sometimes works and sometimes does not. If you wish I will try it on Visalakshi.' He did, and it did not work. 
Krishnaji lived in the world and took part in its life as you would have read in his Commentaries, but he was not of the world. He was totally out of it.

SUDDENLY I decided to retire from the Indian Institute of Science and go to America to make some money and then completely retire. But one day I received a telegram from Rishi Valley , 'Krishnaji wants to see you urgently.' I drove down in my old car thinking I would be back for work the next morning or evening, but I stayed for three days. Krishnamurti said: 'Are you going to America for research?' When I told him I would return in about three years, he said: 'Why don't you retire now and help these people?' That is how I went to Rishi Valley , and without having taught in any school or college became the principal of the School. Things always happened around him and there were always changes. The three-day session I had with Krishnaji jolted me completely out of the image I had of a religious man. Krishnaji lived in the world and took part in its life as you would have read in his Commentaries, but he was not of the world. He was totally out of it. 
KRISHNAJI could not bear the sun, for he had had sunstroke. He never went out for a walk before almost sundown. So I used to do a lot of driving with him during which we had a great many conversations. Sometimes they were trivial. At other times he was tremendously interested, for instance, in ancient history, in the sky, in astronomy, in the stars, and all kinds of things, and he would talk and say, 'Look at the Southern Cross'. Sometimes there would be more people in the car, sometimes only the two of us. Dick Balfour Clarke would sometimes come cycling down from the TS to see him off. 
KRISHNAJI was very well-informed, but he read very little and also slowly. I have never seen him read any religious books. Becoming very serious once when Life magazine produced a statistical table after the 1968 Olympics showing India at the bottom of the scale, he said: 'Has it occurred to you why this country has not produced one outstandingly creative individual in so many years in science, art, music, and so forth, and this for a country which has all these beautiful sculptures and temples? Why did it not produce a single truly creative individual lately who is internationally known?' He went on badgering me. He used to address me as 'Old boy', or 'Balasundaram', or 'Sir', it meant you were in for the cudgel. He continued 'Have you not thought about it? How can you educate people if you are not aware of this?' Then I threw the question back: 'What would you say?' He replied that it was an old trick to throw the question back, but added: 'I'll tell you, watch. Whenever there has been a great efflorescence of art, music, poetry, and so forth, it appears after a great religious period. What do we see after the Buddha appeared? The Ajanta and Ellora caves! If anyone creates nowadays something like that he would be acclaimed worldwide. Anonymous people did that!' He went on viewing the whole world and then said: 'True religious feeling is the mother of all creativity. This country has let it go.' He was very serious about it. 
HE WAS affectionate, but could also be explosive at times. It was so when he said: 'You have to do something.' I replied: 'What can one man do?' Then he turned round and said: 'Do not ever say that again: What can one man do? Napoleon was one man. Hitler was one man, the Buddha was one man. So for good or evil things have been changed by one person. You have to go to the root. If you do not discover the root, you can do only something on the periphery. This goes for education and for everything.' 
KRISHNAJI had a great presence. I do not remember ever sitting with legs crossed in his presence. It is not that one was not consciously respectful; I just could not do it. It is like Rom Landau says in his book God is My Adventure, when he went to see Krishnaji in 1934. At that time he used to smoke regularly, but he wrote: 'I forgot to pick up a cigarette in those fifteen days, because I forgot that I was a smoker.' Krishnaji had a tremendous presence that affected some people that way. Other people were not affected in the same way, one cannot say why. Often I have seen villagers and people who did not know him at all stand back and bow to greet him when he walked by. 
SCRIPTURES say that one of the major causes of man's illusion is dehctma-bhcva, believing that you are the body. But in Krishnamurti this was never there. He used to treat his body as a separate entity which he had to look after, clothe, bathe, feed with the right kind of food and so forth. Krishnaji used to treat it as though it was a precious instrument to look after. 
THERE IS much talk about what Krishnaji meant by freedom. He meant not doing whatever one likes to do or indulging oneself: but freedom from likes and dislikes. Once he told his nephew Narayan, 'If I had not subjected this body to such an amount of travel, it would have lasted four hundred years.' I asked: 'Did he say four hundred or a hundred?' Narayan repeated, 'four hundred'. Dr Parchure said to Krishnaji one day, 'Your liver is not at all right. Take bitter gourd juice every morning at breakfast.' And he did it without wincing -- no likes or dislikes. He lived only for delivering his message. 
WHEN HE was over eighty a friend of mine in Orissa said: 'There are so many places in India where he has not been, can you not persuade him to come here?' Krishnaji said: 'How can I travel for two days to go to some place? And after that travel, what am I supposed to do?' As I could be a little free with him, having known him long. I said: 'You could give darsan there.' He rejoined: 'Talking is my mitier, and I will talk and talk until I drop down dead. Full stop!' And he did just that. He went through with his mission until physically he could not do it any more. That was the extraordinary zeal with which he lived. 
"I come like a storm," he said, "and when I go people are relieved."

WHEN HE came to Rishi Valley , or elsewhere, he would say, 'I want to put hot coals underneath those people.' Although he had tremendous love, he would badger people in order to awaken them. Robert Linsson, in his book Living Zen, compares some of Krishnaji's teachings with those of Zen; he did not always treat people with kid gloves. I said to him once, 'Sir, you want constant revolution, like Mao in China . You are all the time changing things.' He answered: 'I want to create a crisis for you and for people. It is all in the program, but you will not have it, neither will they.' So his 'program' was not only his teaching, but his approach which could be like a tornado at times. 'I come like a storm,' he said, 'and when I go people are relieved.'
WHEN I was still young as a Principal of Rishi Valley School, one day Krishnaji arrived. After about two days he started to question me: 'Balasundaram, have you produced one boy who is different, who is in an other-worldly direction? And is there one teacher who is?' He was very insistent. At first I ofered some explanation that things were better, but nothing like that would do for him. He was at me during breakfast, lunch and dinner. On the evening of the third day we went for a walk. After about one kilometer he asked. 'Where is the new moon?' He seldom talked much or discussed serious matters during walks. We looked around, then suddenly he laughed and said, 'Balasundaram, this is like my walk with George Arundale. He was my teacher, and at one time in Wimbledon we were not on speaking terms. This was around the years 1919 or 1918. We used to walk four miles a day without a word being spoken. It was just like this walk, because we have not spoken a word either.' I did not think it was very funny and remained a little glum. Then he took both my hands and shook them while he questioned: 'Old boy, are you hurt by what I have been saying these three days?' I said: 'Maybe a little, Sir.' He dug his hand into my chest and said: 'Old boy, remember, if you are hurt, something is wrong with you!' He repeated that sentence three times. 
KRISHNAJI was such a great teacher, he taught not only through his talks, but through his discussions, and various other means. It was not only his words that affected people, but that something else which came through which entered one's blood like a vaccine. He had this extraordinary something which is not so apparent when studying his books. Why I did not change while I kept on listening to him, I cannot say. It is a mystery. He himself said towards the end of his life: 'I have spoken for so many years and people are not transformed. There are only a couple of people who are a little different.' His only concern over the last forty years of his life was that people should change fundamentally. 
"Balasundaram, they have started making tapes. Is it all going to stay in books and on tapes? Only that?" What could I answer?

WE USED to have performances, ballets and all that kind of thing in Rishi Valley , and many villagers would come. Every evening I used to take him out to the huge banyan tree in the campus. One evening, just after the meal he stood up and holding on to the table said: 'Balasundaram, they have started making tapes. Is it all going to stay in books and on tapes? Only that?' What could I answer? I was stunned. Then Krishnaji went to wash, and when he came back I took him in total silence to the banyan tree. 
AFTER HE passed away in 1990 they sent me to the International Trustees Conference in Brockwood which he had initiated in 1973. They put into our hands eleven series of 'Discussions' held in 1977, and we were told that these were given to us to read and meditate on. Their gist was: 'This man will be gone in ten years' time. What will you offer somebody who comes and asks about these teachings and about the man? Will you show him a videotape, or hand him a book? What will you Trustees show? Unless you yourself change, your witness unto truth is all in vain, as the Bible has it.' 
IN 1995 I went to America for the birth centenary, and met many people, among them Professor Anderson. He was Professor Emeritus of Religion. Santiago University . He said he saw Krishnamurti only once during his dialogues in 1974. Then he remarked: 'The person is no more, but his spirit abides.' Many had been really touched in some way by his message, including a man who had been a prisoner in jail. Maybe people were not transformed as Krishnaji expected, but a great many were touched and affected by his teachings, which was noticeable in the conduct of their personal affairs and professional dealings. 
An Introduction to the Teachings
by David Bohm

My first acquaintance with Krishnamurti's work was in 1959 when I read his book, 'First and Last Freedom'. What particularly aroused my interest was his deep insight into the question of the observer and the observed. This question has long been close to the centre of my own work, as a theoretical physicist, who was primarily interested in the meaning of the quantum theory. In this theory, for the first time in the development of physics, the notion that these two cannot be separated has been put forth as necessary for the understanding of the fundamental laws of matter in general. Because of this, as well as because the book contained many other deep insights, I felt that it was urgent for me to talk with Krishnamurti directly and personally as soon as possible. And when I first met him on one of his visits to London, I was struck by the great ease of communication with him, which was made possible by the intense energy with which he listened and by the freedom from self-protective reservations and barriers with which he responded to what I had to say. As a person who works in science I felt completely at home with this sort of response, because it was in essence of the same quality as that which I had met in these contacts with other scientists with whom there had been a very close meeting of minds. And here, I think especially of Einstein who showed a similar intensity and absence of barrier in a number of discussions that took place between him and me. After this, I began to meet Krishnamurti regularly and to discuss with him whenever he came to London.
We began an association which has since then become closer as I became interested in the schools, which were set up through his initiative. In these discussions, we went quite deeply into the many questions which concerned me in my scientific work. We probed into the nature of space and time, and of the universal, both with regard to external nature and with regard to the mind. But then, we went on to consider the general disorder and confusion that pervades the consciousness of mankind. It is here that I encountered what I feel to be Krishnamurti's major discovery. What he was seriously proposing is that all this disorder, which is the root cause of such widespread sorrow and misery, and which prevents human beings from properly working together, has its root in the fact that we are ignorant of the general nature of our own processes of thought. Or to put it differently it may be said that we do not see what is actually happening, when we are engaged in the activity of thinking. Through close attention to and observation of this activity of thought, Krishnamurti feels that he directly perceives that thought is a material process, which is going on inside of the human being in the brain and nervous system as a whole.
Ordinarily, we tend to be aware mainly of the content of this thought rather than how it actually takes place. One can illustrate this point by considering what happens when one is reading a book. Usually, one is attentive almost entirely to the meaning of what is being read. However, one can also be aware of the book itself, of its constitution as made up out of pages that can be turned, of the printed words and of the ink, of the fabric of the paper, etc. Similarly, we may be aware of the actual structure and function of the process of thought, and not merely its content.
How can such an awareness come about? Krishnamurti proposes that this requires what he calls meditation. Now the word meditation has been given a wide range of different and even contradictory meanings, many of them involving rather superficial kinds of mysticism. Krishnamurti has in mind a definite and clear notion when he uses this word. One can obtain a valuable indication of this meaning by considering the derivation of the word. (The roots of words, in conjunction with their present generally accepted meanings often yield surprising insight into their deeper meanings.) The English word meditation is base on the Latin root "med" which is, "to measure." The present meaning of the word is "to reflect," "to ponder" (i.e. to weigh or measure), and "to give close attention." Similarly the Sanskrit word for meditation, which is dhyana, is closely related to "dhyati," meaning "to reflect." So, at this rate, to meditate would be, "to ponder, to reflect, while giving close attention to what is actually going on as one does so."
This is perhaps what Krishnamurti means by the beginning of meditation. That is to say, one gives close attention to all that is happening in conjunction with the actual activity of thought, which is the underlying source of the general disorder. One does this without choice, without criticism, without acceptance or rejection of what is going on. And all of this takes place along with reflections on the meaning of what one is learning about the activity of thought. (It is perhaps rather like reading a book in which the pages have been scrambled up, and being intensely aware of this disorder, rather than just "trying to make sense" of the confused content that arises when on just accepts the pages as they happen to come.)
Krishnamurti has observed that the very act of meditation will, in itself, bring order to the activity of thought without the intervention of will, choice, decision, or any other action of the "thinker." As such order comes, the noise and chaos which are the usual background of our consciousness die out, and the mind becomes generally silent. (Thought arises only when needed for some genuinely valid purpose, and then stops, until needed again.)
In this silence, Krishnamurti says that something new and creative happens, something that cannot be conveyed in words, but that is of extraordinary significance for the whole of life. So he does not attempt to communicate this verbally, but rather, he asks those who are interested that they explore the question of meditation directly for themselves, through actual attention to the nature of thought.
Without attempting to probe into this deeper meaning of meditation, one can however say that meditation, in Krishnamurti's sense of the word, can bring order to our overall mental activity, and this may be a key factor in bringing about an end to the sorrow, the misery, the chaos and confusion, that have, over the ages, been the lot of mankind, and that are still generally continuing without visible prospect of fundamental change, for the foreseeable future.
Krishnamurti's work is permeated by what may be called the essence of this scientific approach, when this is considered in its very highest and purest form. Thus, he begins from a fact, this fact about the nature of our thought processes. This fact is established through close attention, involving careful listening to the process of consciousness, and observing it assiduously. In this, one is constantly learning, and out of this learning comes insight, into the overall or general nature of the process of thought. This insight is then tested. First, one sees whether it holds together in a rational order. And then one sees whether it leads to order and coherence, on what flows out of it in life as a whole.
Krishnamurti constantly emphasizes that he is in no sense an authority. He has made certain discoveries, and he is simply doing his best to make these discoveries accessible to all those who are able to listen. His work does not contain a body of doctrine, nor does he offer techniques or methods, for obtaining a silent mind. He is not aiming to set up any new system of religious belief. Rather, it is up to each human being to see if he can discover for himself that to which Krishnamurti is calling attention, and to go on from there to make new discoveries on his own.
It is clear then that an introduction, such as this, can at best show how Krishnamurti's work has been seen by a particular person, a scientist, such as myself. To see in full what Krishnamurti means, it is necessary, of course, to go on and to read what he actually says, with that quality of attention to the totality of one's responses, inward and outward, which we have been discussing here.
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The following statement, which contains the essence of the teachings, was written by Krishnamurti himself on October 21, 1980.
"The core of Krishnamurti's teaching is contained in the statement he made in 1929 when he said: 'Truth is a pathless land'. Man cannot come to it through any organization, through any creed, through any dogma, priest or ritual, not through any philosophic knowledge or psychological technique. He has to find it through the mirror of relationship, through the understanding of the contents of his own mind, through observation and not through intellectual analysis or introspective dissection. Man has built in himself images as a fence of security—religious, political, personal. These manifest as symbols, ideas, beliefs. The burden of these images dominates man's thinking, his relationships and his daily life. These images are the causes of our problems for they divide man from man. His perception of life is shaped by the concepts already established in his mind. The content of his consciousness is his entire existence. This content is common to all humanity. The individuality is the name, the form and superficial culture he acquires from tradition and environment. The uniqueness of man does not lie in the superficial but in complete freedom from the content of his consciousness, which is common to all mankind. So he is not an individual."
"Freedom is not a reaction; freedom is not a choice. It is man's pretence that because he has choice he is free. Freedom is pure observation without direction, without fear of punishment and reward. Freedom is without motive; freedom is not at the end of the evolution of man but lies in the first step of his existence. In observation one begins to discover the lack of freedom. Freedom is found in the choiceless awareness of our daily existence and activity. Thought is time. Thought is born of experience and knowledge which are inseparable from time and the past. Time is the psychological enemy of man. Our action is based on knowledge and therefore time, so man is always a slave to the past. Thought is ever-limited and so we live in constant conflict and struggle. There is no psychological evolution."
"When man becomes aware of the movement of his own thoughts he will see the division between the thinker and thought, the observer and the observed, the experience and the experiencer. He will discover that this division is an illusion. Then only is there pure observation which is insight without any shadow of the past or of time. This timeless insight brings about a deep radical mutation in the mind." "Total negation is the essence of the positive. When there is negation of all those things that thought has brought about psychologically, only then is there love, which is compassion and intelligence."
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The Dissolution of the Order of the Star 

The Order of the Star in the East was founded in 1911 to proclaim the coming of the World Teacher. Krishnamurti was made Head of the Order. On August 2, 1929, the opening day of the annual Star Camp at Ommen, Holland, Krishnamurti dissolved the Order before 3000 members. Below is the full text of the talk he gave on that occasion.
“We are going to discuss this morning the dissolution of the Order of the Star. Many people will be delighted, and others will be rather sad. It is a question neither for rejoicing nor for sadness, because it is inevitable, as I am going to explain. “You may remember the story of how the devil and a friend of his were walking down the street, when they saw ahead of them a man stoop down and pick up something from the ground, look at it, and put it away in his pocket. The friend said to the devil, “What did that man pick up?” “He picked up a piece of Truth,” said the devil. “That is a very bad business for you, then,” said his friend. “Oh, not at all,” the devil replied, “I am going to let him organize it." I maintain that Truth is a pathless land, and you cannot approach it by any path whatsoever, by any religion, by any sect. That is my point of view, and I adhere to that absolutely and unconditionally. Truth, being limitless, unconditioned, unapproachable by any path whatsoever, cannot be organized; nor should any organization be formed to lead or to coerce people along any particular path. If you first understand that, then you will see how impossible it is to organize a belief. A belief is purely an individual matter, and you cannot and must not organize it. If you do, it becomes dead, crystallized; it becomes a creed, a sect, a religion, to be imposed on others. This is what everyone throughout the world is attempting to do. Truth is narrowed down and made a plaything for those who are weak, for those who are only momentarily discontented. Truth cannot be brought down, rather the individual must make the effort to ascend to it. You cannot bring the mountain-top to the valley. If you would attain to the mountain-top you must pass through the valley, climb the steeps, unafraid of the dangerous precipices.
So that is the first reason, from my point of view, why the Order of the Star should be dissolved. In spite of this, you will probably form other Orders, you will continue to belong to other organizations searching for Truth. I do not want to belong to any organization of a spiritual kind, please understand this. I would make use of an organization which would take me to London, for example; this is quite a different kind of organization, merely mechanical, like the post or the telegraph. I would use a motor car or a steamship to travel, these are only physical mechanisms which have nothing whatever to do with spirituality. Again, I maintain that no organization can lead man to spirituality. 
If an organization be created for this purpose, it becomes a crutch, a weakness, a bondage, and must cripple the individual, and prevent him from growing, from establishing his uniqueness, which lies in the discovery for himself of that absolute, unconditioned Truth. So that is another reason why I have decided, as I happen to be the Head of the Order, to dissolve it. No one has persuaded me to this decision. “This is no magnificent deed, because I do not want followers, and I mean this. The moment you follow someone you cease to follow Truth. I am not concerned whether you pay attention to what I say or not. I want to do a certain thing in the world and I am going to do it with unwavering concentration. I am concerning myself with only one essential thing: to set man free. I desire to free him from all cages, from all fears, and not to found religions, new sects, nor to establish new theories and new philosophies. Then you will naturally ask me why I go the world over, continually speaking. I will tell you for what reason I do this: not because I desire a following, not because I desire a special group of special disciples. (How men love to be different from their fellow-men, however ridiculous, absurd and trivial their distinctions may be! I do not want to encourage that absurdity.) I have no disciples, no apostles, either on earth or in the realm of spirituality. “Nor is it the lure of money, nor the desire to live a comfortable life, which attracts me. If I wanted to lead a comfortable life I would not come to a Camp or live in a damp country! I am speaking frankly because I want this settled once and for all. I do not want these childish discussions year after year.
One newspaper reporter, who interviewed me, considered it a magnificent act to dissolve an organization in which there were thousands and thousands of members. To him it was a great act because, he said: “What will you do afterwards, how will you live? You will have no following, people will no longer listen to you.” If there are only five people who will listen, who will live, who have their faces turned towards eternity, it will be sufficient. Of what use is it to have thousands who do not understand, who are fully embalmed in prejudice, who do not want the new, but would rather translate the new to suit their own sterile, stagnant selves? If I speak strongly, please do not misunderstand me, it is not through lack of compassion. If you go to a surgeon for an operation, is it not kindness on his part to operate even if he cause you pain? So, in like manner, if I speak straightly, it is not through lack of real affection–on the contrary.
As I have said, I have only one purpose: to make man free, to urge him towards freedom, to help him to break away from all limitations, for that alone will give him eternal happiness, will give him the unconditioned realization of the self.
Because I am free, unconditioned, whole–not the part, not the relative, but the whole Truth that is eternal–I desire those, who seek to understand me to be free; not to follow me, not to make out of me a cage which will become a religion, a sect. Rather should they be free from all fears–from the fear of religion, from the fear of salvation, from the fear of spirituality, from the fear of love, from the fear of death, from the fear of life itself. As an artist paints a picture because he takes delight in that painting, because it is his self-expression, his glory, his well-being, so I do this and not because I want anything from anyone. “You are accustomed to authority, or to the atmosphere of authority, which you think will lead you to spirituality. You think and hope that another can, by his extraordinary powers--a miracle–transport you to this realm of eternal freedom which is Happiness. Your whole outlook on life is based on that authority.
You have listened to me for three years now, without any change taking place except in the few. Now analyze what I am saying, be critical, so that you may understand thoroughly, fundamentally. When you look for an authority to lead you to spirituality, you are bound automatically to build an organization around that authority. By the very creation of that organization, which, you think, will help this authority to lead you to spirituality, you are held in a cage.
If I talk frankly, please remember that I do so, not out of harshness, not out of cruelty, not out of the enthusiasm of my purpose, but because I want you to understand what I am saying. That is the reason why you are here, and it would be a waste of time if I did not explain clearly, decisively, my point of view. “For eighteen years you have been preparing for this event, for the Coming of the World Teacher. For eighteen years you have organized, you have looked for someone who would give a new delight to your hearts and minds, who would transform your whole life, who would give you a new understanding; for someone who would raise you to a new plane of life, who would give you a new encouragement, who would set you free–and now look what is happening! Consider, reason with yourselves, and discover in what way that belief has made you different–not with the superficial difference of the wearing of a badge, which is trivial, absurd. In what manner has such a belief swept away all the unessential things of life? That is the only way to judge: in what way are you freer, greater, more dangerous to every Society which is based on the false and the unessential? In what way have the members of this organization of the Star become different? “As I said, you have been preparing for eighteen years for me. I do not care if you believe that I am the World–Teacher or not. That is of very little importance. Since you belong to the organization of the Order of the Star, you have given your sympathy, your energy, acknowledging that Krishnamurti is the World–Teacher– partially or wholly: wholly for those who are really seeking, only partially for those who are satisfied with their own half-truths.
You have been preparing for eighteen years, and look how many difficulties there are in the way of your understanding, how many complications, how many trivial things. Your prejudices, your fears, your authorities, your churches new and old–all these, I maintain, are a barrier to understanding. I cannot make myself clearer than this. I do not want you to agree with me, I do not want you to follow me, I want you to understand what I am saying. “This understanding is necessary because your belief has not transformed you but only complicated you, and because you are not willing to face things as they are. You want to have your own gods–new gods instead of the old, new religions instead of the old, new forms instead of the old–all equally valueless, all barriers, all limitations, all crutches. Instead of old spiritual distinctions you have new spiritual distinctions, instead of old worships you have new worships. You are all depending for your spirituality on someone else, for your happiness on someone else, for your enlightenment on someone else; and although you have been preparing for me for eighteen years, when I say all these things are unnecessary, when I say that you must put them all away and look within yourselves for the enlightenment, for the glory, for the purification, and for the incorruptibility of the self, not one of you is willing to do it. There may be a few, but very, very few. So why have an organization?
Why have false, hypocritical people following me, the embodiment of Truth? Please remember that I am not saying something harsh or unkind, but we have reached a situation when you must face things as they are. I said last year that I would not compromise. Very few listened to me then. This year I have made it absolutely clear. I do not know how many thousands throughout the world–members of the Order–have been preparing for me for eighteen years, and yet now they are not willing to listen unconditionally, wholly, to what I say.
As I said before, my purpose is to make men unconditionally free, for I maintain that the only spirituality is the incorruptibility of the self which is eternal, is the harmony between reason and love. This is the absolute, unconditioned Truth which is Life itself. I want therefore to set man free, rejoicing as the bird in the clear sky, unburdened, independent, ecstatic in that freedom . And I, for whom you have been preparing for eighteen years, now say that you must be free of all these things, free from your complications, your entanglements. For this you need not have an organization based on spiritual belief. Why have an organization for five or ten people in the world who understand, who are struggling, who have put aside all trivial things? And for the weak people, there can be no organization to help them to find the Truth, because Truth is in everyone; it is not far, it is not near; it is eternally there.
Organizations cannot make you free. No man from outside can make you free; nor can organized worship, nor the immolation of yourselves for a cause, make you free; nor can forming yourselves into an organization, nor throwing yourselves into works, make you free. You use a typewriter to write letters, but you do not put it on an altar and worship it. But that is what you are doing when organizations become your chief concern.
How many members are there in it?” That is the first question I am asked by all newspaper reporters. “How many followers have you? By their number we shall judge whether what you say is true or false.” I do not know how many there are. I am not concerned with that. As I said, if there were even one man who had been set free, that were enough.
Again, you have the idea that only certain people hold the key to the Kingdom of Happiness. No one holds it. No one has the authority to hold that key. That key is your own self, and in the development and the purification and in the incorruptibility of that self alone is the Kingdom of Eternity.
So you will see how absurd is the whole structure that you have built, looking for external help, depending on others for your comfort, for your happiness, for your strength. These can only be found within yourselves.
You are accustomed to being told how far you have advanced, what is your spiritual status. How childish! Who but yourself can tell you if you are beautiful or ugly within? Who but yourself can tell you if you are incorruptible? You are not serious in these things.
But those who really desire to understand, who are looking to find that which is eternal, without beginning and without an end, will walk together with a greater intensity, will be a danger to everything that is unessential, to unrealities, to shadows. And they will concentrate, they will become the flame, because they understand. Such a body we must create, and that is my purpose. Because of that real understanding there will be true friendship. Because of that true friendship–which you do not seem to know–there will be real cooperation on the part of each one. And this not because of authority, not because of salvation, not because of immolation for a cause, but because you really understand, and hence are capable of living in the eternal. This is a greater thing than all pleasure, than all sacrifice. 
So these are some of the reasons why, after careful consideration for two years, I have made this decision. It is not from a momentary impulse. I have not been persuaded to it by anyone. I am not persuaded in such things. For two years I have been thinking about this, slowly, carefully, patiently, and I have now decided to disband the Order, as I happen to be its Head. You can form other organizations and expect someone else. With that I am not concerned, nor with creating new cages, new decorations for those cages. My only concern is to set men absolutely, unconditionally free."
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The Reluctant Messiah
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A Dialog on Death

A conversation following the death of John Field
Participants: Krishnamurti, Alain Naude, Mary Zimbalist
Recorded on January 14, 1972

KRISHNAMURTI: We said the other day Sidney Field came to see me. His brother died recently. You knew him. He was very concerned whether his brother was living in a different level of consciousness; whether there was john as an entity born [in the] next life. And did I believe in reincarnation, and what did it mean. And so he had lots of questions. He was having a difficult time with himself because of his brother, whom he loved and whom we have known for years and years. So out of that conversation two things came up. First, is there a permanent ego? If there is such a thing as a permanent something, then what is its relationship from the present to the future? The future being next life or ten years later. But if you admit or accept or believe or assert that there is a permanent ego, then reincarnation …
ALAIN NAUDE: … is inevitable.
K: Not inevitable. I wouldn’t say inevitable. It is plausible, because the permanent ego, to me, if it is permanent, can be changed in ten years’ time. It can incarnate differently in ten years’ time. 
A: We read this all the time in the Indian scriptures. We read about children who remember the past life, about a little girl who said, “What am I doing here? My home is in some other village. I’m married to so and so. I have three children.” And in many cases I believe that his has been verified.
K: I don’t know. So there is that. If there is no permanent entity, then what is reincarnation? Both involve time, both involve a movement in space. Space being environment, relationship, pressure, all that existing within that space, time. 
A: Within time and temporal circumstances … 
K: … That is, cultural, etcetera … 
A: … Within some sort of social set-up. 
K: So is there a permanent me? Obviously not. But Sidney said, “Then what is it that I feel, compelling me to suspect; telling me that John is with me? When I enter the room, I know he is there. I’m not fooling myself, I’m not imagining; I feel him there as I feel my sister who was in that room yesterday. It’s as clear, as definite as that.”
A: And also, sir, when you say “obviously not,” would you explain that?
K: But wait. So he says, “My brother is there.” I said of course he is there, because first of all you have your association and memories of John and that is projected, and that projection is your remembrance. 
A: So that the John who was contained within you is that.
K: And when John lived he was associated with you. His presence is with you. When he was living, you might not have seen him all day, but his presence was in that room. 
A: His presence was there, and perhaps this is what people mean when they speak of an aura. 
K: No, aura is different. Let’s not push that in yet.
Mary Zimbalist: May I interrupt – when you say he was in that room, whether alive or dead, was there something external to his brother and his sister that was there, or was it in their consciousness?
K: It is both in their consciousness and outside consciousness. I can project my brother and say he was with me last night, feeling he was with me, that may emanate from me; or John, who died ten days ago – his atmosphere, his thoughts, his way of behaving still remaining there, even though physically he might have gone.
A: The psychic momentum.
K: The physical heat.
Z: Are you saying there is a sort of energy, for want of a different word, which human beings give off?
K: There was a photograph of a parking lot taken where there had been many cars, and the photo showed, although there were no cars there, the form of the cars that had been there. 
A: Yes, I say that.
K: That is, the heat that the car had left came on the negative. 
A: And also one day when we were all living in Gstaad, the first time I was your guest at Gstaad, we were living at Les Capris – you left for America before any of us left, and I went into that flat – you were still alive and on your way to America and your presence was there, extremely strong. 
K: That’s it.
A: Your presence was so strong, one felt one could tough you. This was not simply because I was thinking about you before I entered the flat. 
K: So there are three possibilities. I project out of my remembrance and consciousness, or pick up the residual energy of John. 
A: Like a smell which would linger.
K: John’s thought or John’s existence is still there.
A: That’s a third possibility.
Z: What do you mean by that, John’s existence?
A: That John is really there as before he died? The third possibility.
K: I live in a room for a number of years. The presence of that room contained my energy, my thoughts, my feelings.
A: It contains its own energy, and when we go into a new house it sometimes takes time before you are rid of the person who was there before you, even though you may not have known him.
A: Immaterially.
K: Yes, they are there just like a thought. 
A: And does that mean that John is conscious and there is a being who is self-conscious calling himself John, thinking those thoughts?
K: I doubt it.
A: I think that is what the people who believe in reincarnation would postulate.
K: See what happens, sir. This makes four possibilities and the idea that John whose physical body is gone, exists in thought.
A: In his own thought or someone else’s?
K: In his own thought.
A: Exists as a thinking entity?
K: As a thinking entity exists.
A: As a conscious being.
K: That is – Listen to this, it’s rather interesting – John continues because he is the world of vulgarity, of greed, of envy, of drinking, and of competition. That is the common pattern of man. It continues and John may be identified with that, or is that.
A: John is the desires, the thoughts, the beliefs, the associations.
K: Of the world.
A: Which are incarnate and which are material.
K: Which is the world – which is everybody.
A: This is a big thing you are saying. It would be nice if you could explain it a little better. When you say John persists, John continues because there is the continuation of the vulgar in him – the vulgar being worldly, material association.
K: That’s right: fear, wanting power, position.
A: Desire to be an entity.
K: So that, because that is a common thing of the world, he is of the world and the world does incarnate.
A: You say the world does incarnate.
K: Take the mass of the people. They are caught in this stream and that stream goes on. I may have a son who is part of that stream and in that stream there is John also, as a human being who is caught in it. And my son may remember some of John’s attitudes.
A: Ah, but you are saying something different.
K: Yes.
A: You are saying that John is contained in all the memories that different people have of him. In that respect we can see that he does exist. Because I remember a friend of mine died not long ago, and it was very clear to me when I thought about it that in fact he was very much alive in the memories of all the people who had loved him.
K: that’s just it.
A: Therefore, he was not absent from the world, he was still in the stream of events which we call the world, which is the lives of different people who had associated with him. In that sense we see that he can perhaps live forever.
K: Unless he breaks away from it – breaks away from the stream. A man who is not vulgar – let’s use that word, vulgar, representing all this … greed, envy, power, position, hatred, desires, all that – let’s call that vulgar. Unless I am free from the vulgar, I will continue representing the whole of vulgarity of man.
A: Yes, I will be that vulgarity by pursing it, and in fact incarnating it, giving it life.
K: Therefore I incarnate in that vulgarity. That is, first I can project John, my brother.
A: In my thought and imagination or remember him. The second point, I can pick up his kinetic energy, which is still around.
K: His smell, his taste, his saying the words,
A: The pipe which is unsmoked on the desk, the half-finished letter.
K: All that.
A: Flowers he picked in the garden.
K: Third, the thought remains in the room.
A: Thought remains in the room.
K: Feelings … 
A: One might say, the psychic equivalent of his kinetic energy. 
K: Yes
A: His thought remains almost as a material smell. As a physical smell.
K: That’s right.
A: The energy of thought remains like an old coat that you hang up.
K: Thought, will, if he has a very strong will; active desires and thought, they also remain.
A: But that’s not different from the third point. The third point is that thought remains, which is will, which is desire.
K: The fourth point in the stream of vulgarity.
A: That’s not very clear. 
K: Look, sir, I live an ordinary life, like millions and millions of people.
A: Yes, pursuing goals, hopes and fears. 
K: I live the usual life. A little more refined, a little bit higher or lower, along the same current, I follow that current. I am that current. Me, who is that current, is bound to continue in that stream, which is the stream of me. I’m not different from millions of other people.
A: Therefore are you saying, sir, even dead I continue because the things which were me are continuing.
K: In the human being.
A: Therefore, I survive. I was not different from the things which filled and preoccupied my life. 
K: That’s right.
A: Since these things which filled and occupied my life survive, in a manner of speaking I survive since they do.
K: That’s right. That’s four points.
A: The question is about the fifth. Is there a conscious thinking entity who knows that he is conscious thinking entity who knows that he is conscious when everybody has said, “There goes poor old John,” even put him in the ground. Is there a conscious entity who immaterially says, “Good gracious, they’ve put that body in the ground but I have consciousness of being alive.”
K: Yes.
A: That is the question which I think is difficult to answer.
K: Sidney was asking that question.
A: Because we see that everybody does exist in these other ways after death.
K: Now, you are asking the question, Does John, whose body is burned – cremated – does that entity continue to live?
A: Does that entity continue to have its consciousness of its own existence?
K: I question whether there is a separate John.
A: You said at the beginning, is there such a thing as a permanent ego? You said obviously not. 
K: When you say that John, my brother, is dead and ask whether he is living, living in a separate consciousness, I question whether he was ever separate from the stream. 
A: Yes.
K: You follow what I am saying , sir?
A: Was there a John alive?
K: When John was alive, was he different from the stream?
A: The stream filled his consciousness of himself. His consciousness of himself was the stream knowing itself.
K: No, sir, just go slowly. It’s rather complicated. The stream of humanity is anger, hate , jealousy, seeking power, position, cheating, corrupt, polluted. That is the stream. Of that stream is my brother John. When he existed physically, he had a physical body, but psychologically he was of this. Therefore was he ever different from this? From the stream? Or only physically different and therefore thinking he was different. You follow my point?
A: There was an entity who was self-conscious … 
K: … As John.
A: He was self-conscious, and the stream was in relationship to himself.
K: Yes.
A: My wife, my child, my love.
K: But was John inwardly different from the stream? That’s my point. Therefore what is dead is the body. And the continuation of John is part of that stream. I, as his brother, would like to think of him as separate because he lived with me as a separate being physically. Inwardly he was of the stream. Therefore, was there a John who was different from the stream? And, if he was different, then what happens? I don’t know if you follow.
A: there is a stream from outside and there is a stream from inside. Vulgarity seen in the street is different from the man who feels himself to be acting in the moment of that vulgarity. I insult somebody. This is vulgarity. You see that vulgarity from outside and you say there is a vulgar act. I who am insulting somebody see the act in a different way. I feel self-conscious life at the moment when I insult. In fact I insult because there is a conscious thinking about me. I am protecting myself, so I insult.
K: My point is, this is what is happening with one hundred million people. Millions of people. As long as I swim in that stream, am I different? Is the real John different from the stream?
A: Was there ever a John?
K: That’s all my point.
A: There was conscious determination which felt itself to be John. 
K: Yes, but I can imagine. I can invent because I’m different. 
A: There was imagination, thought, calling itself John.
K: Yes, sir.
A: Now, does that thought still cal itself John?
K: But I belong to that stream.
A: You always belong to the stream.
K: there is no separate entity as John who was my brother, who is now dead.
A: Are you saying that there was no individual?
K: No, this is what we call permanent. The permanent ego is this. 
Z: What we think is individual.
K: Individual, the collective, the self.
A: Yes, the creation of thought which calls itself self.
K: It is of this stream.
A: That’s right.
K: Therefore, was there ever a John? There is only a John when he is out of the stream.
A: That’s right.
K: Therefore, was there ever a John? There is only a John when he is out of the stream.
A: That’s right.
K: So first we are trying to find out if there is a permanent ego which incarnates.
A: That’s right.
A: The nature of the ego is impermanent.
K: Reincarnation is in the whole of Asia, and the modern people who believe in it say there is a permanent ego. You take many lives so that it can become dissolved and be absorbed in Brahma and all that. Now, is there from the beginning a permanent entity, an entity that lasts centuries and centuries? There is no such permanent entity, obviously. I like to think I’m permanent. My permanence is identified with my furniture, my wife, my husband, circumstances. These are words and images of thought. I don’t actually possess that chair. I call it mine.
A: Exactly. You think it’s a chair and you won it.
K: I like to think I own it.
A: But it’s just an idea.
K: So, watch it. So there is no permanent self. If there was a permanent self, it would be this stream. Now, realizing that I am like the rest of the world, that there is no separate K, or John, as my brother, then I can incarnate if I step out of it. Incarnate in the sense that that the change can take place away from the stream. In the stream there is no change. 
A: If there is permanence, it is outside of the stream.
K: No, sir, permanency, semipermanency, is the stream.
A: And therefore it is not permanent. If it is permanent, it is not the stream. Therefore, if there is an entity, then it must be out of the stream. Therefore, if there is an entity, then it must be out of the stream. Therefore, that which is true, that which is permanent, is not a something.
K: It is not in the stream.
A: That’s right.
K: When Naude dies, as long as he belongs to the stream, that stream and its flow is semipermanent.
A: Yes, It goes on. It’s a historical thing.
K: But if Naude says, I will incarnate, not in the next life, now, tomorrow, which means, I will step out of the stream, he is no longer belonging to the stream; therefore there is nothing permanent.
A: There is nothing to reincarnate. Therefore, that which reincarnates, if reincarnation is possible, is not permanent anyway.
K: No, it’s the stream.
A: It’s very temporal.
K: Don’t put it that way.
A: A separate entity is not real.
K: No, as long as I belong to the stream….
A: I don’t really exist….
K: There is no separate entity. I am the world.
A: That’s right.
K: When I step out of the world, is there a me to continue? 
A: Exactly. It’s beautiful.
K: So, what we are trying to do is to justify the existence of the stream.
A: Is that what we are trying to do?
K: Of course, when I say I must have many lives and therefore I must go through the stream.
A: What we are trying to do, then, is we are trying to establish that we are different from the stream.
K: We are not.
A: We are not different from the stream.
K: So, sir, then what happens? If there is no permanent John or K or Naude or Zimbalist, what happens? You remember, sir, I think I read it in the Tibetan tradition or some other tradition, that when a person dies, is dying, the priest or the monk comes in and sends all the family away, locks the door and says to the dying man, “Look you’re dying – let go – let all of your antagonisms, all your worldliness, all your ambition, let go, because you are going to meet a light in which you will be absorbed, if you let go. If not, you’ll come back. Which is, come back to the stream. You will be the stream again.
A: Yes.
K: So what happens to you if you step out of the stream?
A: You step out of the stream, you cease to be, but the you which was, was only created by thought, anyway.
K: Which is the stream.
A: Vulgarity.
K: Vulgarity. What happens if you step out of the stream? The stepping out is the incarnation. Yes, sir, but that is a new thing to you are coming into. There is a new dimension coming into being.
A: Yes.
K: Now, what happens? You follow? Naude has stepped out of the stream. What happens? You are not an artist. Not a business man. You are not a politician, not a musician, all that identification is part of the stream.
A: All the qualities.
K: All the qualities. When you discard all that, what happens?
A: You have no identity.
K: Identity is here. Say, for instance, Napoleon, or any of these so-called world leaders: they killed, they butchered, they did every horror imaginable, they lived and died in the stream, they were of the stream. That is very simple and very clear. There is a man who steps out of the stream.
A: Before physical death?
K: Of course; otherwise there is not point.
A: Therefore, another dimension is born.
K: What happens?
A: The ending of the dimension which is familiar to us is another dimension, but it cannot be postulated at all because all postulation is in terms of the dimension we are in.
K: Yes, but suppose you, living now…
A: Step out of it.
K: Step out of the stream. What happens?
A: This is death, but not physical death.
K: You see, you step out of it. What happens?
A: Nothing can be said about what happens.
K: Wait, sir. You see, none of us step out of the river, and we are always from the river, trying to reach the other shore.
A: It’s like people talking about deep sleep from awakeness. 
K: That’s it sir. We belong to this stream, all of us. Man does belong to the stream and from the stream he wants to reach that shore, never leaving the river. Now the man says, all right, I see the fallacy of this, the absurdity of my position.
A: You can’t state another dimension from the old dimension.
K: So I leave that. So the mind says, “Out!” He steps out and what takes place? Don’t verbalize it.
A: The only thing that one can say about it in terms of the stream is silence. Because it is the silence of the stream, and one can also say it is the death of the stream. Therefore, in terms of the stream it is sometimes called oblivion.
K: You know what it means to step out of the stream: no character. 
A: No memory.
K: No, sir, see: no character, because the moment you have character it’s of the stream. The moment you say you are virtuous, you are of the stream – or not virtuous. To step out of the stream is to step out of this whole structure. So, creation as we know it is in the stream. Mozart, Beethoven, you follow, the painter, they are all here.
A: I think perhaps, sir, sometimes that which is in the stream is vivified, as it were, from something which is beyond.
K: No, no, can’t be. Don’t say these things because I can create in the stream. I can paint marvelous pictures. Why not? I can compose the extraordinary symphonies, all the technique … 
A: Why are they extraordinary?
K: Because the world needs it. There is the need, the demand, and the supply. I’m saying to myself what happens to the man who really steps out. Here in the river, in the stream, energy is in conflict, in contradiction, in strife, in vulgarity. But that’s going on all the time … 
A: Me and you.
K: Yes, that’s going on all the time. When he steps out of it, there is no conflict, there is no division as my country, your country.
A: No division.
K: No division. So what is the quality of that man, that mind that has no sense of division? It is pure energy, isn’t it? So our concern is this stream and stepping out of it.
A: That is meditation, that is real meditation, because the stream is not life. The stream is totally mechanical.
K: I must die to the stream.
A: All the time.
K: All the time. And therefore I must deny – not deny, I must not get entangled with – John who is in the stream.
A: One must repudiate the things of the stream.
K: That means I must repudiate my brother.
A: I must repudiate having a brother. You see what it means? 
K: I see my brother belonging to this, and as I move away from the stream my mind is open. I think that is compassion.
A: When the stream is seen from that which is not of the stream. 
K: When the man of the stream steps out and looks, then he has compassion.
A: And love.
K: So, you see, sir, reincarnation, that is, incarnating over and over again, is in the stream. This is not a very comforting thing. I come to you and tell you my brother died yesterday, and you tell me this. I call you a terribly cruel man. But you are weeping for yourself, you are weeping for me, the stream. That’s why people don’t want to know. I want to know where my brother is, not whether he is.
Krishnamurti in the Media
New York Times
August 26
1926
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Describes "Star in the East"

Jan Boissevan says
Krishnamurti is Leader of the Order

The Camp of the Order of the Star in the East, at Ommen Holland, where more than 2000 Theosophists spent part of the summer listening to the lectures of Dr Besant, its founder, and Jeddu Krishnamurti, is described in an article written for THE NEW YORK TIMES by Jan Boissevain, one of the few non-believers in Theosophy who were allowed to enter the grounds at the meeting which ended on July 29 last.

According to Mr. Boissevain, the camp is a modern tent city with canteens, field hospital, offices, kitchens and most impressive of all, a huge campfire amphitheater. It is established on the grounds of Castle Eerde, near Ommen in Eastern Holland, the grounds being donated by Baron Philip van Pallandt, a disciple of the order and also leader of Boy Scouts. 

The Camp is a modern tent city on the grounds of Castle Eerde 

The headquarters of the order, where the the meetings of the council are held, is in the castle and the tent city is about two miles away. Describing one of the meetings of the Theosophist pilgrims, Mr. Boissevain said:
"There were 2000 listeners in the big lecture tent and Dr. Besant was seated next to her pupil, Krishnamurti, facing the radio microphone on the platform. She is small, noticeably bent and dressed in creamy white. A beautiful shock of very lovely bobbed white hair, a round soft face and gray strong eyes behind glasses that seem to make her pupils very small.

"Krishnamurti sits next to her; his gypsy complexion has a tired hue over it. The head is extremely handsome; eyes velvety and sincere under eyebrows that curve downward on the temples. He looks nervous, but the poise with which he leans back in his long brown hands with bony joints and tapering fingers look cool."

Mrs. Besant said that no taking of Krishnamurti's body by the World Teacher must be expected at present, or even during his visit through the United States, as no human body or mentality could stand such a strain all at once.

"Only by a gradual process could this occupancy be accomplished," Mrs. Besant said. "We with knowledge saw that at Adyar last December that his body was occupied by the Great One during a few moments and all those present noticed how his voice suddenly changed and how he spoke in the first person where up to this moment he had been referring to the World Teacher.

Mrs. Besant said: "The process has begun." 

"We knowing ones then knew that the process had begun. This process will continue until occupancy becomes permanent. Ever since that day I find a marked change in Krishnamurti. Where he used to by shy and speak with difficulty he now speaks with authority in his voice.

"These visits of the World Teacher to Krishnamurti's body have occurred several times during the last six month, but never in public. Even when the World Teacher comes permanently, it will be hardly perceptible to the uninitiated.

"The message we intend to give to America is to convince by the proof I can give of the World Teacher's imminent coming. I know it because the World Ruler has told me so. I don't expect outsiders to believe this; all I ask of the Americans is to hear our case, which is based on historical, geological, ethnological and psychological proofs. Those Americans who believe with us should prepare for the Teacher's coming."

According to Mr. Boissevain, the Order of the Star in the East ia a brotherhood, a fellowship of faith, founded at Benares, India, in 1910, and based on the common belief of many members of the Theosophical Society that the World Teacher's coming was near. Krishnamurti is the natural head of the brotherhood.

Krishnamurti's views on his visit to this country were described by Mr. Boissevain, who quoted the young Hindu as follows:
"I like Americans because they are friendly to foreigners. At least they never say 'he is a foreigner, therefore throw him out.' It is my thought that America will lead. She leads in industrial matters now. Maybe in twenty-five years she will have found out; she will say 'I have had enough'. She will then look around to see what else there is. She will look for spiritual things, for emotions on a higher plane. "You see America has learned to use material luxuries which are important to the body. In India they have passed through that stage. There they value inner things, negating materialistic matters. But it is important to go through the stage of emphasizing materialism in order to perfect the body which is but a vehicle for the spirit. You have done that in America; soon you will be able to embrace the higher values. 
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Krishnamurti Ends "Order of the Star"

Thesophists' Society Dissolved Because Leader Believes Followers Ignore "Truth"

OMMEN, Holland, Aug. 3

Jiddu Krishnamurti, young Hindu theosophist, widely known among his followers as the World Teacher, announced today the dissolution of the Order of the Star in the East. He explained that truth could not be organized.

Krishnamurti says: "The truth needs no disciples" 

"Religious, philosophical and spiritual organizations are barriers to understanding of the "truth"," he said. "the Truth needs no disciples. It wants nothing from any man. Only a few will understand, and they need no organization." 

Krishnamurti explained that the Order of the Star in the East had been preparing for him eighteen years, but declared his members were not willing to face the truth. "What then is the use of this organization?" he asked.

The Order of the Star in the East has been described as a brotherhood and fellowship of faith founded in Benares, India, in 1910. It is said to have been based on the common belief of many members of the Theosophical Society that the World Teacher's coming was near. Krishnamurti became the head of the order in 1926.
New York Times
August 11
1929
Pupils puzzled by "New Messiah"

Dissolving of the "Order of the Star in the East"
by Jiddu Krishnamurti, the Indian Theosophist, Remains Unexplained

Jiddu Krishnamurti, the much discussed young Indian who has been hailed by his pupils as the "new Messiah," startled his followers a few days ago with the dramatic announcement that the "Order of the Star in the East", the mysterious organization in which are enrolled 100,000 persons who regard him as "the holy man," is to be dissolved.
Standing before the campfire meeting of the 3,000 delegates representing the society in all parts of the world and gathered for the occasion in a little tent city near Ommen, Holland, Krishnamurti calmly made the announcement of he dissolution of the order which its members have come to believe is the chosen vehicle through which the World Teacher would speak. And now the 3,000 men and women "pilgrims," who yesterday closed what appears to be their last world congress, are on their way home wondering what their leader's action means.
There is little in Krishnamurti's brief announcement to indicate an explanation for the dissolution of the Star of the East order. He does not say whether that action was inspired by the the wishes of the World Teacher, whom his followers say uses the young Indian as the medium through which to speak to this world. 
"The transformation of the individual must come first." 

"It is useless to re-establish harmony while individuals in themselves are chaotic, inharmonious and disturbed," the "new Messiah" told his followers as he declared that the order of which they so much prided themselves must disband. "The transformation of the individual must come first. Man being entirely responsible to himself creates by his own limitations barriers around him which cause sorrow and pain. In the removal of these self-imposed limitations lies glory and fulfillment of the self."
Mrs. Annie Besant, the 82-year-old international president of the Theosophical Society, who "discovered" the Hindu boy Alcyone - now Jiddu Krishnamurti - whom she adopted over the protests of the boy's father. At the time the Hindu boy was twelve years old. The next year he wrote a treatise called "At the Feet of the Master", said to have been inspired in a dream.
In 1911 Dr. Besant presented Krishnamurti as the future "vehicle". She explained that it is stated in various Scriptures that the World Teacher, the Head of all faiths and the inspirer of all religious progress, comes back into the world periodically and takes possession of the body of a highly evolved human being in order that He may, through the mouth of this disciple, re-proclaim in every successive age the essential truths of religion and morality. 
Krishnamurti, Dr. Besant states, is the chosen vehicle through which the World Teacher will speak when He comes again, "just as He spoke through the body of the disciple Jesus two thousand years ago." According to the tenets of the cult of the Star, there have been in all twenty-seven vehicles for the World Teacher. 
The first came to the Aryan race of Central Asia under the name of Vyasa, it is said. Next appeared in Egypt Tehuti or Toth, known later in Greece as Hermes or Mercury. Persia gave a third divine leader in Zoroaster, who "garbed the truth in fire." 
Orpheus, ideal of the Greeks and Romans, and Prince Siddartha, who became the Enlightened One, were predecessors of Christ and Krishnamurti, we are told.
Krishnamurti never tried to prove his alleged divinity 

Krishnamurti has never attempted, by any miraculous sign to prove his alleged divinity to his followers. Thanks to the patronage of Dr. Besant, he has studied under carefully selected private tutors. He has a handsome face and leads a life of great simplicity. His diet is entirely vegetarian. 
Krishnamurti's gospel for the guidance of humanity is self-discipline, good conduct and forbearance. From time to time he proclaims idealistic teachings. HE has written several treatises, regarded by his followers as holy books, in which he is purported to have revealed precepts transmitted to him by the Masters.
Krishnamurti gave what he regards as the groundwork of his entire teaching on his visit to the United States two years ago. 
"I believe," he said, "that I am to be the vehicle for the World Teacher and the Spirit has already made use of my body to carry to the world a message of happiness - a happiness that is found not in the material but the spiritual plane."
New York Times
February 18
1986

Jiddu Krishnamurti, 90, is dead; Religious Philosopher from India

by Wolfgang Saxon

Jiddu Krishnamurti, the religious philosopher and teacher, died of cancer yesterday at his residence at the Krishnamurti Foundation in Ojai, California. He was 90 years old.
Failing health last month forced Mr. Krishnmurti to cut short his final visit to India, where he gave his last public talk Jan. 3 in Madras, the place of his birth. His last appearances in New York were at a gathering at the United Nations in April 1985 and two talks before capacity audiences at Carnegie Hall in March 1982.
Mr. Krishnamurti continued to draw young listeners as well as elderly admirers who remembered the years when many revered him as virtually the new messiah, a notion he firmly renounced more than 55 years ago.
His "Teachings" are based on unflinching self-knowledge 

His teaching - he was distrustful of the word - was based on self-reliance and unflinching self-knowledge. People, he said, must understand themselves without delusions, a challenge that only they can meet and they must meet to change society for the better.
Renunciation of Religion
Mr. Krishnmaurti renounced all organized religions and ideologies in 1929, saying that religions, with their prescribed teachings and worship services, retarded self-awareness. In that spirit, he carried his message to audiences in many countries.
People who agreed with him supported him and the nonprofit foundations he set up in southern California, England and Madras. But unlike some ohter Eastern gurus with a western following, he was rarely accused of exploiting their trust. 
When he was not travelling, he spent most time in Ojai, a resort town he first saw in 1922. He established the principal Krishnamurti Foundation ther in 1969 and was still chairman of the board at the time of his death. Aside from an office and his residence, the foundation operates the Oak Grove School, founded on the other side of town in 1975. With about 90 students from preschool to high school age, the school teaches regular academic subjects and encourages students to think for themselves, according to the foundation.
Mr. Krishnmurti was the author of about 40 books, some of which were collections of talks and conversations. Erna Lillienfelt, a foundation trustee in Ojai, said a new book by him, "The Future of Humanity", a series of discussions he had with Dr. David Bohm, a physicist, ws to be issued by Mr. Krishnamurti's publisher, Harper & Row, in early May.
The foundation, which has no members, says it is impossible to estimate how many people might practice Mr. Krishnamurti's philosophy. But according to Mrs. Lillienfelt, the mailing list of the American Foundation alone has grown to 20,000.
Foundations and Schools in California, England and India will continue

She said the foundation would continue its schools, including five in India and one in Hampshire, England, and the task of seeing to the publication of his books, most of which remain in print.
Jiddu Krishnamurti was born in May 22, 1985, outside Madras, where the family later moved. His father, Jiddu Narayania, a poorly paid civil servant, was a devout Brahmin as well as a Theosophist who worked part-time in the Madras office of the Theosophist Society, a pan-religious movement.
When Jiddu Krishnamurti was a teenager, he became the protege of Annie Besant, president of the Theosophist Society. It was Mrs. Besant, who was highly visible in India as a political and social reformer, who hailed the boy as the chosen vehicle of what she called the Great Teacher or hte World Teacher.
The reference was to a messianic Buddha figure in Hindu mythology. To further the cause, Mrs. Besant in 1911 founded the World Order of the Star of the East, with Mr. Krishnamurti at its head.
He was privately educated in England and at the Sorbonne in Paris, and Mrs. Besant travelled with him in Europe and in the United States. His early visits to New York in the 1920's became choice items for the city's many tabloids, which feasted on hte fervor of Mrs. Besants followers and their notion of the new Messiah.
By the mid-1920's, Mrs.Besant issued public disclaimers noting that she and the Order of the Star had never made such claims. The World Teacher, she insisted, had spoken through the body of Jesus 2,000 years ago and had made Mr. Krishnamurti his "vehicle" this time.
Mr. Krishnmaurti made his break in 1929 by dissolving the order and repudiating the idea that salvation could be had by following a cult leader. Instead, he embarked on a mission to set human beings "absolutely, unconditionally free."
Mr. Krishnamurti, a tall, striking figure, with a head of once dark hair, spoke with a proper upper-class English accent. A vegetarian, teetotaler, nonsmoker and practitioner of yoga, he dressed in Western suits or traditional Indian wear according to his surroundings.
Over the years he counted among his friends such world figures as George Bernard Shaw, Henry Miller and Aldous Huxley. Huxley wrote in 1961 that listening to Mr. Krishnamurti was "like listening to the discourse of a Buddha."
In accordance with his wishes, there will be no memorial service. He is to be incremated, with his ashes scattered at the foundation sites in California, England and India.
Manchester Guardian
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The Mystic and the Pain of Enlightenment

Interview with Angela Neustatter

The image of Eastern mystics has been much tarnished lately. Revelations of higher consciousness and spiritual utopias are less popular than revelations of arch-capitalism.
Take the obese teenager Guru Mahara-ji with his palace, jewels and teams of minions; the Korean Dr. Moon with an alleged tax free income of $200.000 a year on recruitment methods which have brought him before the courts. 
Even the highly respectable Maharishi Mahesh Yogi has built up a highly profitable concern (with a little help from his friends, the Beatles) selling the world Transcendental Meditation. 
And now amid all this controversy comes the inner revelations of an Indian teacher – Krishnamurti’s Notebook. Its author is the elder statesman of the business of consciousness raising.
He is 81 and has spent the past 45 years telling us to question how and what we are doing in order to make the world a less conflict-torn place. He does not advise the usual doctrine of the guru and writes off these pernicious people setting themselves up as leaders.
This has been the theme of his 14 books so far- The latest is a far more personal document. A seven-month excerpt from the daily diary he keeps in which he describes the acute physical pain he suffers as a result of attaining heightened consciousness: the times and ways in which it comes and the effect it has on his life.
FOR AN interviewer used to animated exchanges, he is not an easy subject. He sits quietly and answers questions so slowly he appears to have finished mid-sentence. Eventually he unwinds, leaning forward to touch my hand as he makes a point, laughing a good deal and telling the occasional absurd joke. 
His books say repeatedly that he is not interested in offering the world a 'method' for attaining higher consciousness or in being a mentor. Why then has he published this new book? 
“I wrote it as a diary while I was traveling. It was not intended as a private revealing document. I have a horror of that very personal sort of thing. My publisher was interested to put it into print and that was all right with me, but I did not write it for publication.
"I have attempted to put into words the actual pain and sensation which goes with the heightened consciousness"

“I describe what I call the process -my sensation of being outside the ordinary world, of being completely at peace and removed from conflict. This happens only from time to time and clearly it is impossible to describe to anybody who has not experienced it. But I have attempted to put into words the actual pain and sensation which goes with the heightened consciousness- It is not intended in a romantic way: if you lead a certain type of disciplined, quiet life you release a kind of energy -that's a scientific fact -and this affects the non-mechanical part of your brain so that you enter into a new dimension. The physical organism is incapable of meeting it and so you get the pain.
“I’m not suggesting that everyone should try to attain this, but it may be of interest to some people who have followed my thoughts and ideas to know what happens on a more personal level" What he does suggest and indeed has spent the years writing and saying is that people should stop letting ambition, desire, competitiveness and fear dictate their actions. 
These lead to inner conflict which in turn makes for unhappiness, discontent and violence. This may sound little different from the ideas of many who consider themselves members of the alternative society. But, says Krishnamurti, ”even the people who say they are practicing ‘alternatives” are no different I meet hundreds of young people going into communes. They say the world can’t be altered through bloody revolution and bureaucracy, what is needed is love and peace. Then what happens? The commune cracks open because of conflicting egos and ambitions.”
He became a world renowned figure. And although he liked the company of women and his life was busy, full and sociable, he never married and devoted his energy to being a totally self-sufficient being. At the same time he began to realize that by being a leader - which was the way things were going -he was not helping people to find a way to peace, but creating a different kind of conformity
"I don't believe in asceticism, rigid patterns of meditation or any kind of strict living code because it is all a form of dogma which is wrong.” he says, Of gurus, he notes: "They are saying they believe in the same sort of things I do but they want followers, big empires and power.”
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April 18
1984

With the Faithful in the Pathless Land
by W. J. Weatherby in New York

The legendary Indian mystic spiritual teacher, Jiddu Krishnamurti, the spiritual teacher, was making one of his rare public appearances in New York. On a Saturday and Sunday he gave what he calls “a talk”, which to his admirers is like calling the Sermon on the Mount a chat.
The scene was Madison Square Garden, usually the home of rock stars, professional basketball games and similar mass market entertainments. Krishnamurti’s first gathering followed hard on the heels of a professional boxing program and had the Ringling Brothers and Barnum and Bailey Circus as a nearby neighbor. But Krishnamurti stressed from the star he wasn’t offering a competing “entertainment” but a serious get-together for shared thinking.
His message hasn’t changed much in more than 50 years. At 89 he talked like the young man who in 1929 caused an international sensation by refusing to act as Guru for the Theosophists and his other many followers. “Truth is a pathless land,” he said then, rejecting any religious or political “path”, and he said much the same at the Garden when several thousand devoted followers came though heavy spring rains to hear him.
His style also hasn’t changed. A short, slim, bird-like man, neatly dressed in dark suit and tie and polished shoes, he appeared with-out any introduction, sat upright on a hard-backed chair, waited until late comers found their seats, and then talked quietly into a microphone, never raising his voice and seldom even gesturing.
Newcomers who hadn’t experience his “talks” before were startled by his low-key style and lack of drama. But gradually his serenity began to have an hypnotic effect and he held his large audience during his long 90-minute talk, braking the spell only when he took out a watch to announce it was time to stop. When his admirers began to applaud him, he said in the same quiet precise tones, “May I respectfully suggest you don’t clap. If you are clapping for yourself, it is a different matter.” He was still rejecting the role of guru or leader, claiming only to stage a scene “where we might think together”.
If his message hadn’t changed since the Theosophists tried to make him into their World Leader and even a new Messiah - -another role he rejected - -the timing of his latest “talks” seemed carefully calculated. It seemed no coincidence that he chose to preach of the “pathless land of truth” in the middle of the American presidential elections. New York is still recovering from being wooed along the paths of Reagan, Mondale, Hart and Jackson in the primary election and so Krishnamurti’s message suddenly seemed refreshingly topical. 
He rejected the Democratic and Republican “Paths” and every other way through any organization, creed, dogma, priest, ritual, philosophy or psychological technique. Nationalism and patriotism were mere tribal nonsensical glorifications whether upheld by the Americans, English, or Soviets, we had to see the world we had created frist as human beings to be able to “think together”.
Our world was increasingly divided and dangerous, he warned. “Starvation you know nothing about in America. Even those who are poor have a certain social security, but go to the East and there’s no security of any kind. A great many leaders have told us what to do. We have had them by the thousands, yet we remain unchanged. We are not persuaded by Dermigods, people who promise us heaven and all that business.
“There have been a thousand Gurus, which is the silliest form of leadership. People now sit by the hour watching television and being coerced by the beastly thing. We are becoming slaves of specialists for in this country there are specialists for everything - - headaches, sex problems - - and so we are losing the real quality of freedom”.
It was a familiar catalogue of complaints heard from many religious leaders, but Krishnamurti in his low key conversational style seemed to keep referring it all back to the meaning of the presidential election. In discussing the difference between love and desire, he mentioned “the desire to be president or some such success” and the fact that America was becoming a model for the rest of the world “They want to be like Americans - -rich, prosperous, with cars and money.
“It is a desire for status and wealth, a desire that drives our lives, an extraordinary energy like the bomb that will destroy the whole of humanity.”
Again and gain he stressed “we are not trying to convince you of anything. Please believe me. But if we could actually think together, it would be a marvelous thing.” He wasn’t offering “instruction” as in a conventional sermon or lecture but clearly in his opinion there was a mystical sharing and attaining of deeper vision. In his more mystical flights, even though he continued to express himself in the same low-key matter of fact way, he seemed to lose even some of his dedicated followers who were still seeking a “path” to truth though him and hadn’t quite understood his message or his role as non-guru.
Even his dedicated biographer, Mary Lutyens, once remarked after one of his “talks” that while she seemed to understand what he was saying while he was actually talking, “I could not afterward have given any coherent idea of it to someone who had never heard of him’.
So it was with many in the large audience at the Garden this weekend. He departed as quietly, as un-dramatically, as he had appeared leaving behind a sense of serenity rather than any coherent philosophical key, an image of a man at 89 spectacularly alive, fearless, and independent in his vision, modestly aware that no leader, guru or even a plain old mystic like himself can know all the answers. It was a much needed point to make so eloquently in a presidential election year.
Los Angeles Times
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Guru or Sage Krishnamurti Isn't, but Philosopher Mystique Remains

At 90, 'The Speaker' Still Draws Large Crowds in Ojai Valley
by Allan Parachini

The house sits hidden in an orange grove, well back from a narrow country lane that winds up through the citrus country of the Ojai Valley. The structure is modest, simple and architecturally characteristic of ranches hereabouts. It is wood and stone, plain, unpretentious.
Since 1922, it has, for at least part of each year, been the headquarters of a short, slender and now, just-turned 90, frail-looking man once called a messiah who settled here in the belief, popular then, that the dry warmth of the valley could cure his younger brother of tuberculosis. It could not. 
Back Almost Every Year
Jiddu Krishnamurti has returned here almost every year in mid- to late winter, staying until the end of May. As he has done so, he has tried to convince people he is not what reporters, commentators and other observers have insisted, anyway, on saying he is: a guru, a sage, a mystic, a swami, a leader, Bhagwan this, Maharishi that, a holy man, someone who would be God.
That he has been denying he is any of these things since he was a teen-ager-and has lived a life apparently consistent with his insistance that he is not a guru-has not been sufficient to deter an ever-skeptical world from insisting regularly that he thinks he is, anyway. 
Trappings of Cults
Such titles have the trappings of cults-"isms," as Krishnamurti likes to call them. He contends that cults-which he says range from individual groups of religious extremists to the broader Christian and non-Christian religious right-represent the disturbing harvest of people trying to follow some leader when, in fact, truth can only be found by oneself, in oneself.
That his denials have so largely fallen on deaf ears has been interpreted by some as confirmation of one of Krishnamurti's most salient points: that the world so thirsts for God figures that it will do almost anything to conjure one up. Faith has no value to Krishnamurti. Faith, as he sees it, is an abdication of personal responsibility.
"Don't follow authority."

In the years after he was, as a boy of 9, identified as a messiah, Krishnamurti led a cult, the Order of the Star, but he disbanded it in 1929 and liquidated all of its assets. It had taken a year of deliberation, he recalled, to make the decision final. But in the end, he disbanded the order because he had decided a central tenet of his value system was that "I said, `Don't follow authority.' " And, since to lead a cult was to be an authority figure, the order had to go. 
Since then, a central component of Krishnamurti's message has been a warning about how dangerous cults can be and how much more prevalent they are still likely to become.
If Krishnamurti knows nothing else, he knows perseverance; and in a small, shy, quiet voice that reflects a mind still keen, he will speak this weekend, as he did last, in a stately oak grove on the other side of town from the citrus ranch, delivering essentially the same message in precisely the same place as he has for about 70 years. Last Saturday's and Sunday's lectures drew about 2,000 people each. This weekend's addresses begin at 11:30 a.m. each day.
In many ways, Krishnamurti's is a starkly simple philosophy: that the existing world order, in which human behavior is based on a system of faith in something or another-regulated by reward and punishment - is wrong and that such concepts as nationalism and the supremacy of one religion over another ought to be foreign to it. He does not offer - and he has never offered, his writings through the decades confirm-himself as a leader for the system he advocates.
When Krishnamurti speaks in public, he scrupulously avoids referring to himself in the first person, preferring "the speaker," instead. Last Sunday, sitting on a simple folding chair on a low, unadorned platform under a spreading oak, he repeatedly cautioned his audience against perceiving him as an oracle and themselves as the people honoring the sage and awaiting his commands.
'Be Skeptical'
"Be skeptical of what the speaker is saying, especially," Krishnamurti told them. "He is not a guru. He doesn't want a thing from you . . . not even your applause. Please be sure of that, so you can relax. Please listen . . . not to the speaker, but to yourself.
"The speaker, he is not important at all. But what is being said (and discussed) is important. Please don't wait for the speaker to tell you what to do, which would be another form of the cultivation of guilt." But even Krishnamurti recognizes how much he is asking of his adherents when he demands that they not perceive themselves as followers. At 90, he retains a quick, self-effacing wit. Trying to introduce a point he had made in a recent address at the United Nations, for instance, he told the crowd "the speaker . . . doesn't know why he was invited, but he went. He's not telling you this out of vanity. He's informing you."
Then, having posed a broad question-"What is thought? What is thinking?" - Krishnamurti paused for a moment and asked, "Do you want my explanation?" The crowd, of course, murmured assent. Krishnamurti chuckled. "That is what I am objecting to," he said in jocular reproach. "(The speaker) becomes the nasty guru; and you become the followers." Laughter rose from the audience; the speaker had struck again. He objects to having his opinions called a philosophy, though the language probably fails as a resource for otherwise describing it.
He isn´t a philosopher, at least not a conventional one. Instead, he says simply he is offering facts.

Philosophy, you see, he explained in a rare interview at the little ranch house, has grown to consist of the study of the writings and teachings of others. He says that, since he has never read widely in philosophy or theology-studying only the Old Testament, and that to appreciate the rhythm and flow of the King James English more than the nature of the theology it contains - he isn't a philosopher, at least in the conventional sense. Instead, he says simply he is offering "facts" -a characterization woven throughout his writings and teachings of the last seven decades-that a listener is free to disregard.
`Not a Philosopher'
Philosophers, he says, a twinkle coming to his eyes, "talk or write about something that other people have taught. Aristotle will lay down certain principles and the Aristotelian people talk about what he said. You understand, they talk about talks and write about what has been written. So I am not a philosopher."
He has delivered this message in such places as India, England and Switzerland. This year, it was Washington, where two addresses at the Kennedy Center were sold out, and at the U.N. In March of 1984, he said the same things to scientists at the Los Alamos National Laboratory in New Mexico. Two years before, in "The Network of Thought," an anthology of addresses he gave in 1981 in Switzerland, Krishnamurti first likened the drift of contemporary education and thought to the simple programming of computers.
"We are educated wrongly," he said, sitting in the ranch house. "I have spoken at some of the universities in this country and we are programmed. We're conditioned. And of course (being conditioned) religiously is the easiest.
"The brain is becoming narrower and narrower. I don't know if you have observed this. We are never educated inwardly. Do you understand? So there is no holistic education. That is education of the whole human being. Only partially."
There can be no moral initiative but the purest form that comes from within an individual.

And yet to the Los Alamos scientists, Krishnamurti could offer little solace, for his is a system of beliefs in which being a leader or having followers is simply wrong. There can be no moral initiative but the purest form that comes from within an individual. It is a demanding system-one even Krishnamurti realizes is far more difficult to apply in practice than in the abstract.
Even the Oak Grove School, founded by Krishnamurti here 10 years ago, has a problem with it. For a time, the school operated without giving grades. But a few years ago, when it expanded from elementary grades to include the high school level, Oak Grove gave in to the expectations of colleges and began offering transcripts with grades attached, David Moody, Oak Grove's educational director, said.
And if students fight, Oak Grove insists it does not use punishment, but it does not rule out expulsion as a last resort. Isn't expulsion a form of punishment and aren't good grades a form of reward? Moody chuckled. "You're getting to the heart of controversies that have swirled around this school for years," he said.
Krishnamurti's is a set of beliefs that requires at once both everything and nothing from its adherents. Everything in the sense that to agree with Krishnamurti is to agree that there can be no leaders and no followers; no tenets on which to fall back, and no honor in the defense that one was simply following orders.
`What Would You Do?'
"I was asked this question by the scientists at Los Alamos," he said. " `What would you do if you were director of this (laboratory)? Taking into account you are responsible for the safety and security of the country, what would you do?'
"I said, `probably exactly what you are doing. Thank God I'm not in your place.'
"But one has to go very deeply into the (true) question, which is: `Why have we done these things (developed nuclear bombs) in the first place?' " Yet his message is perceived almost as just the opposite, even by some of the people who were laying down blankets on the fresh green grass in the oak grove to listen to him-obviously not for the first time. There was a minority view clearly discernible in the audience that Krishnamurti's philosophy is attractive because it requires no action outside the individual. One middle-aged man who obviously was the veteran of many Krishnamurti talks was attempting to explain the philosophy to a young friend. It wasn't clear whether Krishnamurti would agree with the man's description of the Krishnamurti message.
There was a minority view clearly discernible in the audience that Krishnamurti's philosophy is attractive because it requires no action outside the individual

"That's why he (Krishnamurti) is so popular," the middle-aged man said. "You don't have to do anything. You just have to be aware."
Sitting, wearing blue jeans, an open-collar, brown-striped cotton sport shirt, button-up, dark-blue sweater and sandals over his socks, in a spare den at the citrus ranch house here, Krishnamurti would not be taken by a casual visitor for 90. A likely guess would be 70 or 75. He does not wear glasses and has both the gait and gaze of a man 20 or perhaps 25 years younger than he is.
Krishnamurti was born near Madras, India, on May 12, 1895-10 days earlier than the date erroneously listed in a variety of published biographical sketches, according to Mary Zimbalist, the stately older woman who is a friend and associate (he eschews the terms disciples, believers or followers). As a trustee of the Krishnamurti Foundation of America, the tiny organization that functions as the only American corporate structure (there are separate foundations in India and England) supporting him, she accompanies him in his travels.
He spends roughly four months each year in India; four in England and Europe, and four in Ojai. His time is divided between supervision of schools he has founded on three continents (five schools in India, one in England and the 82-student Oak Grove School here, which came into being in 1975); public speaking, and contemplation.
Except for four years during World War II, which broke out while he was here and resulted in his spending the war in residence on the citrus ranch, Krishnamurti has adhered to this schedule annually with only infrequent variation, Zimbalist said.
Though he is philosophically an ardent anti-Communist, Krishnamurti avoids political entanglements. His reading habits as he describes them are eclectic. He still studies the Old Testament, but most of his other reading, he said, is of thrillers and detective novels. Lately, he said, he has been captivated by the best seller "Breaking With Moscow," by the Russian defector Arkady Shevchenko.
Follower of Cultist
Krishnamurti's mother died when he was quite young, but his father was a passionate follower of an American cultist, Annie Besant, head of the Theosophical Society, whose philosophy was a mix of Buddhism and Indian Brahmanism. It was as prominent a cult in its time as any of today's sects or fascinations. At the height of the Victorian Age, Besant, Krishnamurti recalled, advocated such controversial concepts as birth control and divorce.
When Krishnamurti was very young, he recalled, Besant was searching for a boy who would become anointed as a great teacher, and express the word of God direct. After considering a few others, Besant chose young Krishnamurti as the chosen one, adopting him as a foster son so he could begin to be trained for his calling. Newspapers of the day quickly called it a declaration of the new messiah, but Krishnamurti says the analogy distorted Besant's expectations.
"It was a deep conviction for Mrs. Besant that there would be a great teacher coming . . . that there is in the world the concept called bodhisattva (a particularly enlightened being) and he would manifest," Krishnamurti recalled. "So they were looking around for a human being . . . for a boy . . . and when I came on the scene, they said, `This is the boy we've been looking for.' I was probably 9 or 10.
"Dr. Besant said, `The world-teacher is coming.' And, of course, the newspapers said (she said I was the) Messiah. I'm trying to put it in words that you will understand and I don't want to hide anything. I've had various experiences of a special kind, but I don't cling to them. It's water under the bridge."
Whatever he was supposed to be, the youngster was venerated by Besant and, through his teen years, Krishnamurti traveled widely and enjoyed celebrity status as he matured. Besant also had adopted Krishnamurti's younger brother, Nityananda, and when the two boys were in their teens, the younger one contracted tuberculosis-Krishnamurti has always believed it was from swimming in infected waters in Lake Geneva in Switzerland. In India, someone told them that Ojai in California offered the chance of a cure-the theory of the day being that TB could be treated by exposure to dry, clean air.
First Visit in 1922
In 1922, the two young men made their first visit here. Nityananda grew worse, however, and died in 1925 at the age of 28.
But the grooming of Krishnamurti continued unabated. Besant established the Order of the Star to serve as the conduit for the teachings of the bodhisattva, or Messiah or whatever she thought Krishnamurti was. He became a darling of the media, and his comings and goings-in luxury aboard the most noted ocean liners of the day-were regularly chronicled. A strikingly handsome young man, he was rumored and reported to have had romantic involvements all over the world-all of which he denied. Reporters swarmed around him, demanding his opinions on baseball, flappers, jazz and fast cars.
As the 1920s progressed, Krishnamurti began holding camp meetings at the end of May every year, speaking in Ojai in the same oak grove where his annual talks are held now.
Sometime in 1928, however, young Krishnamurti, then 33, realized that something about the adulation bothered him. He had concluded, he recalled, that the premise of his own near deity "was wrong." For the next year, he said, he sought advice of world leaders and trusted friends, all of whom, he said, urged him to retain the Order of the Star as a vehicle. There were properties and wealth all over the world, but, in 1929, Krishnamurti announced to a startled Besant and his own followers that the Order of the Star was dissolved and all its holdings were to be divested. "At the end of some time," Krishnamurti recalled, "I said, `All right, I'm going to decide this,' and I said, `Dissolve the whole thing.' It had gradually become ugly. And I've been doing this (traveling, denying his own deity and talking) ever since.
"We don't want facts. We want some quick theological theories."

"This is true, all this. It's a fact. It's like you're sitting there. I'm sitting here.
"And we don't want facts. We want some quick theological theories.
"If I promised reward, I would have quantities of money . . . great estates. You understand? At one time, I used to have all that when I was quite young. I said it's all wrong."
Krishnamurti invariably faces questions about religious fads and their contemporary manifestations. It is easy, he responds, to allow the heat of the modern moment to make it appear that cultism or religious fanaticism is a new problem.
Sitting in the white-painted den, Krishnamurti, as he often does, met one of the first of an interviewer's questions about cults allegorically-a technique he has been known for throughout his public life.
"I have a friend who is a very serious journalist in Europe," he said. "And a friend of his one morning said, `I'm leaving everything and going off to Oregon.' " The destination: Rajneeshpuram, the controversial headquarters of the cult led by the self-described mystic Bhagwan Shree Rajneesh.
"And my friend asked him why," Krishnamurti continued. "He (the friend's friend) said, `Here, there is no hope.' A while later, the friend wrote back saying, `You know, I feel entirely free . . . free because I am totally irresponsible.
" `And you know what I am doing? I am pulling out old nails from old wood.' "
Krishnamurti paused for a moment for the anecdote to have the calculated effect. "You understand, sir," he said finally to his visitor, "this is what is happening in the world.
"The gurus come along with their beards, whether in the name of the savior or the priest or the Indian gurus with their nonsense, and people flock to them. The gurus say, `I know. I'll tell you all about it.' And the person who hears that is so gullible, hoping the guru will give him something. And behind it, there is a lot of money and a lot of power. And to protect that power and money, they (some cults) have guns.
"This is happening in the name of God.
"The word guru in Sanskrit, the root of it means weight. And it has several meanings, but it also means one who removes ignorance, not imposes it, as is done now. It has been traditional in India for many centuries, the idea of somebody leading you to something, and in India many of the gurus have made enormous amounts of money, because people want to be led. . . . Want to be told what to do."
He contends today that at no time has the problem of cults and "isms" been more critical than it is now. It has become a worldwide affliction, spurred, Krishnamurti contends, by a complex of modern-day social problems, ranging from the persistent specter of nuclear annihilation to social problems and the inexorable threat of a growing world population. Krishnamurti bridles at the philosophy of much of the anti-nuclear war movement because, he said, "they want a particular type of war to stop, but not war itself. Why? It's because of nationalism or some other kind of separation."
In that context, according to Krishnamurti, all religious extremism can be viewed as part of a single process.
"We begin in the East. In India, there is a population of over 800 million people, and it increases by the population of England and Australia combined every year. There is enormous uncertainty, insecurity, poverty, and this is propelling them to gods," Krishnamurti said. "Then you come to the West, including Europe, and something of the same phenomenon is going on. The threat of war. And in this country, too, there is uncertainty. "And along come the evangelists. I've heard several of them on the television. They're making pots of money, in the name of Jesus. "So, fear is the base of all this. If there was no fear, we wouldn't need gods.
"I'm not being cynical. I'm just pointing this out."
Bombay Week
May 19
1986
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The Last Walk

by Asit Chandmal

I SEE him now, stepping out of the portals of Vasant Vihar in Madras, walking with his nephew Narayan, two proud Brahmins, one 90 the other 60, looking decades younger, dressed in the clothes of ancient India striding towards the platform under the lit tree, awaited by thousands.
He climbs slowly onto the cloth-covered platform, and sits in meditation, alone; as if on the lonely high mountain where a small stream is perpetually being born as the Ganga.
Then he speaks.
"Something entered me,” he tells me later that evening. "Something happened to me". 
Asit Chandmal is also the author of the photo essay "One Thousand Moons"

He speaks of the birth and beginning of all energy, the perception of the path into the source of all creation. At the end of an hour, he sits in silence. A child walks up with a flower. He turns and smiles and takes the white champak flower.
The child smiles. The sermon ends with the silence and the smile. He has said it is the last talk. 
AMONG THE lasting images is that of my aunts and cousins weeping silently in the second row of chairs, while my nieces and daughters sit upon the ground, the sad stories of the death of kings on their faces.
It is the evening of the 4th day of January, 1986. The body has six more weeks to die. 
ON THE evening before the last talk on impulse, my 18-year old daughter, Clea flew from Singapore to see him. She has not met him since she was 13 years old, a student at Rishi Valley. We go to see him in the morning. As he enters the room he sits up in bed to talk to her. We talk about molecular biology, and genetics, and what will happen if the computer and all these other technologies meet and combine and grow. What will happen to the human brain?
And he turns to her and says, “You are going to Cambridge. The professors there are very clever, Nobel Price winners, all knowing a great deal. They know much more than you do. They are the authorities. They will say: ‘We will speak, we will teach, you will listen.’ What will you do? How will you study with men who dictate to you their findings, and tell you to learn what they teach? With what quality of mind will you meet such minds?”

An extraordinary energy emanates from him. 
Just then Parameshwar, the cook, enters with breakfast. He puts the tray of idli and ghee on the bed. Krishnaji offers us some of the food, and asks if we want tea or coffee.
When Parameshwar leaves I repeat the question to him. He does not seem to understand. My daughter tells me not to press it. Later she said, “He is two different people, the teacher and the man.” She felt he had no memory of the conversation we had just prior to Parameshwar entering the room.
But that evening, halfway during the talk, he smiles at her sitting on the ground in front of him, and talks about genetics and the computer coming together, and its impact on the human brain. ”What will happen to you then?” he asks the audience.
"Be absolutely alert and make no effort."

ON THE days that follow he meets his friends and associates from the Krishnamurti Foundation in India, sometimes alone, sometimes in a group.
He speaks to us of many things, of schools and study centres and silence. Towards the end of the last gathering he says, "Be absolutely alert, and make no effort." 
I ask if these are his last words to us and he smiles.
THOUGH HE is weak and losing weight and has his meals in bed, he goes for a walk every evening. Every evening it is the same walk. He drives from Vasant Vihar to Adyar, through the grounds of the Theosophical Society, until he reaches Radha Burnier's house on the sea. She is the president of the society, an office she won in election against her aunt Rukmini Devi Arundale.
He walks on the beach where he was “discovered", found and adopted and initiated by the sea at Adyar, 75 years ago, when Halley's comet last entered the orbit which would carry it towards the sun. 
WHEN HE was 34, he had walked out of the Theosophical Society, and rejected everything that had been built for him, renounced everything that had been given to him, with the words ”Truth is a pathless land...if you follow someone you cease to follow truth." He had renounced more than any man since the Buddha ("Renunciation is intoxication") and yet Radha was a friend, and perhaps something at the end drew him to his beginning.
On one of those last evenings he stopped by at Rukmini Devi Arundale's house, and they spoke together. She was a great Theosophist like her husband, and Krishnaji had come to a parting of ways with them, so when they met it was after half a century. Rukmini too had six more weeks to live. 
HE HAS been talking about his death openly and freely. He tells me one evening, "Dr. Deutsch will examine me a week after I reach California. If he says no more travel, no more talks, then it's all over. The body will die in four weeks."
Then he asks, "What are you going to do with your life, sir? If you have touched the other, and are not anchored in it, you will go to pieces." 
He is completely alone. Then he turns and faces each direction, and becomes the silence, the sea and the sky

AT 5.30 in the evening of the 1Oth day of January he goes for his last walk. He is to leave for California at midnight.
As usual, he walks through the garden of Radha's house, through the walled gate, opening and closing it carefully, and turns right along the beach. There are boats and boys on the beach, darkened by the sea and sky. As he strides along the shore he is silent.
He holds Radha's hand as he walks, reaches out and touches Nandini Mehta on the shoulder, resting his hand on her as he walks, then turns around, and walks past Radha's house to the other end of the beach, where the broken bridge ends, and the Adyar river becomes the Bay of Bengal (less than two months later, his ashes are to be scattered here). He stands silently, looking at sea and sky. He is completely alone. Then he turns and faces each direction, and becomes the silence, the sea and the sky.

He turns and starts walking towards Radha's house. He lets everyone precede him. His hair streams behind him, like a comet's trail. We reach the house and he lets everyone pass through the gate. He stands aside. When he is alone he once again faces each direction for a few moments. He sees the sand, the sea, and the sky, and that is his farewell.
THAT NIGHT, at midnight, he comes down the circular stairs from his room on the first floor, and his old associates are standing in a half circle to say goodbye. He greets each one of them, and at the last, Pupul Jayakar, whom he asks jauntily, "How do I look Pupul?" and she replies, "Very young."
I meet him on the plane. He is wearing a grey Huntsman jacket, dark gray trousers, and a maroon scarf. The plane takes off just after midnight, and Krishnaji leaves India for the last time, not far from the place where he was born, just after midnight, 90 years ago. 
AT 4 AM on January 24, I phoned Dr. Parchure from Singapore. He had just returned from the hospital, and told me that Krishnaji was in intensive care. Though Krishnaji had always said that he did not want to go to hospital when he was dying, they had had no choice. Krishnaji was in great pain. The doctor said the he could not treat him without knowing the cause, and the tests could only be done in hospital. He was admitted to Santa Paula Memorial Hospital on January 22. I read later in the doctor's report that an ultrasound test had earlier revealed a 3 cm mass in the right lobe of the liver and within a week it had grown to 8 cm. A needle biopsy was unsuccessfully attempted, and then serolgies (involving the application of monoclonal antibodies) revealed cancer of the pancreas which had spread to the liver. After consultation with a top oncologist it was felt that no further diagnostic tests were necessary. Krishnaji was told that there was no chance of recovery. He asked for and was given all the facts. He was discharged on January 30, since he wanted to leave the hospital and return to Pine Cottage at Ojai.
MY AUNT Pupul Jayakar, her daughter Radhika Herzberger, the Director of Rishi Valley School, and I travel together from Delhi via Amsterdam to Los Angeles, reaching Ojai on the evening of January 31. Professor Krishna, the head of the Rajghat educational institutions has left a day earlier, and Mahesh Saxena, the secretary of the Foundation in India is to come as soon as he gets a passport and visa.
Pupul is travelling Business Class, while we are on excursion tickets. Radhi and I carry a silver urn with us. There is a vacant seat next to us, and the urn rests on it. We buy the Amsterdam-LA-Amsterdam tickets at Schipol airport. Since it is an excursion fare, we have to specify the return date. Radhi and I look at each other, knowing fully the implications of giving a date. Finally. we decide on February 16.
On this flight to Los Angeles too there is a vacant seat next to us and Radhi looks after the empty urn while I sleep. The next morning, on February 1, Pupul, Radhi and I go to see Krishnaji at Pine Cottage. He is lying in bed, and though he greets each one of us individually for a few moments, he hardly recognizes us. His attention span is a few seconds. His eyes close after each greeting. I stand aside in a state of deep shock. Was this the man I had walked with at Adyar three weeks earlier?
He asks me. "What are you anchored in, sir?” 
After a moment's hesitation, 
I answer, "In you, sir."
"I'm gone," he replies.

THE NEXT day he is much better and is able to talk for a few minutes at a time to many of his close associates. Mary Lutyens, the daughter of the architect of New Delhi, and other members of the English Trust have also flown in, and all of us lunch together everyday at Arya Vihar, a few hundred yards from Pine Cottage.
And so the days pass. Some see him, some don't. Some leave, some remain. He speaks to some, he is silent with others. He asks me. "What are you anchored in, sir?” 
After a moment's hesitation, I answer, “In you, sir."
"I'm gone," he replies. 
THE DOCTORS are unable to say how long the body will live, it is unpredictable, it could be a matter of a few weeks or a few days. Not a few months.
One afternoon he asks to be taken outside the cottage. He is carried out and sits silently under the pepper tree where he had his first experience of enlightenment in 1922. He asks to be left alone. Then he says: “Take me a little further so that I can see the hills." This is done. He again asks to be left alone. There are groves of orange trees around him. with many oranges and the fragrance of their white blossoms. 
He bows his head slowly to the sky and to the hills. 
ON WEDNESDAY, February 12, Halley's comet has circled the sun, and is on its journey away from the sun. Pupul phones that Krishnaji has been haemorhaging. A violent storm comes from the Pacific Ocean. The Ojai Valley and the roads leading up to it are lashed with unprecedented rain for two days. Mudslides block the roads leading to the a valley, there is danger of total isolation at the far end of the valley where Pine Cottage is situated, some homes are evacuated, and television crews are seen in Ojai filming the deluge.
"Don't let anyone spoil the teaching."

The storm passes on Friday, February 14. I speak to Krishnaji that day. I say, "All your life you have helped others, you have been concerned about others. You have helped me all my life. May I ask you, if it is at all possible, can I help you? I am not talking about the body, that is being looked after, I am asking how can I, how can we, help you?"
He listens with his eyes closed. He opens them, smiles and says very seriously, "Don't let anyone spoil the teaching."
Then he closes his eyes again. He later calls to see me and asks about my visit to Silicon Valley. What is the latest in computers? Are the Russians spying? Are the Japanese catching up? He listens very intently and I am (and perhaps he's too) momentarily back in Rishi Valley, and he is the Krishnaji I know, engaging in dialogue and discussion. 
ON FEBRUARY 16, he is in great pain. I hear his pain when I go to Pine Cottage at 11 in the morning. When there is a respite from the pain I go into his room and stand at the foot of his bed. He recognizes me and holds out his right land, and beckons me to come nearer. He holds my hand and his grip is strong, he asks, "Are You all right? Are You comfortable? Are you all right?" I say, “Yes." and he closes his eyes.
I leave the room. 
THAT NIGHT I cannot sleep though I’m exhausted. At eleven o'clock the atmosphere becomes frightening in my room. The fear persists. I want to be with someone. I force myself to sleep. An hour later I am woken up by my hostess. "Krishnaji has just died." I am disoriented and for a moment do not know where I am and what she is saying. She repeats "Krishnaji has died." 
I JUMP out of bed, dress quickly, and just then Mark Lee comes to pick me up. Mark, a very close associate, had specifically been entrusted by Krishnaji to bathe his body after death ("I have always been a very clean man, wrap it in a cloth, I have no nationality") and to cremate his body without any ritual, rite or ceremony whatsoever.
Mark asks me for a dark tie. I give him a black silk Charvet tie which Krishnaji had given me years earlier. I grab a pair of socks and see the initials JK on them. He has always given his material possessions (mainly clothes) to others. In the few weeks before his death he had virtually given away all his clothes, both Indian and Western, to some members of the three foundations.
When we arrive 15 minutes later at Pine Cottage, Krishnaji is already bathed and wrapped in a simple white cloth, with a pink and gray blanket up to his chest. His face is unlined, peaceful, beautiful, with a faint smile.
Dr Deutsch had been with him when he died at 10 minutes past the midnight of the 16th (or 0.10 am on February 17). He had not been in any pain since about 8.30 pm when he had fallen into a deep sleep. I cannot help kneeling at his feet when I see his body (I have never in my life been able to prostrate myself before anything or anybody, but this time it is an inevitable and natural movement). There are two or three others alternately keeping vigil in the room. Lawrence Durrell's The Alexandria Quartet is by his bedside, and Palgrave's Golden Treasury, the Oxford Book of English Verse, ltalo Calvino's stories, The Berlitz Dictionary of Italian, Alphonse Daudet's stories and Gustave Dore. Books in English, Italian and French. His Patek Phillipe timepiece with an ancient Greek coin on a chain on the table. I make calls to India to break the news. 
THE UNDERTAKERS are to take the body at eight in the morning. A few minutes before that I pluck a white camellia from a bush in the porch outside the room where Krishnaji's body lies. I also pick up a camellia which lay on the floor, because he had once asked me while walking, 30 years ago, "Have you ever picked up a fallen flower from a dark lane?" and had shown me the flower he had just picked up.
I put the fresh flower at his feet. I do not think it is a rite or ritual. The flower is from all of us. I go out to put the flower in a glass of water and keep it on a table in the room.
I return to find the face wrapped. The face that has taken centuries to refine, and who knows what otherness to make divine, that face would not be seen again. 
THE UNDERTAKERS come. The body is put in a brown cardboard box which is then closed. It is 8.10 am. The body is carried through the porch on a trolley to the waiting station wagon under the pepper tree. It is a sunless sky.
We watch in silence. A great flock of hundreds of grey geese fly East in a perfect V formation over the body in the station wagon under the pepper tree. There are three cars which follow the station wagon for almost an hour to the Ivy Lawn Cemetery at Ventura. The crematorium is besides the Pacific Ocean.
The blue steel door of the cremation oven is raised. We examine it to see that it is clean, that there are no other ashes in it. Then the box with the body is slid into the oven, the door closes and the flames are started. It is 9.10 am.
At 11.10 am the attendant fills the silver urn we had brought from India with the ashes. Carrying the urn we step outside. At that very instant, the sun comes out and floods the urn and the lawns of the cemetery.
"Scatter the ashes. Let no one tread on them. Grow trees over them. Let it be anonymous."

MARK DRIVES Mahesh and me back to Ojai. I am carrying the urn in my lap. It is warm, almost alive, like an animal. It is like that for an hour, before the warmth slowly gives out; as we reach Ojai.
The ashes are divided into three urns -one for America, one for England, and one for India. "Scatter the ashes. Let no one tread on them. Grow trees over them. Let it be anonymous." Ojai Valley awoke to the news that morning, and the news spreads gently. There are no crowds, not even groups of people, only the silent separate mourning of deeply affected human beings. 
MAHESH AND I fly from LA to Delhi on the evening of the 19th. We change planes at Amsterdam reaching Delhi on the 21st morning. On both flights, there is a seat vacant next to Mahesh where he keeps the urn.
Pupul receives the ashes at the foot of the plane. She places a rose on the urn, takes it from us gently, and drives straight to her house at 11 Safdarjung Road, where Krishnaji stayed when in New Delhi. When she steps out of the car there is a sudden and unexpected down- pour, a hailstorm which drenches my aunts and cousins as they carry the urn to the foot of a great tree on the lawn, where Krishnaji once gave a discourse. The urn is surrounded by flowers. The lawn is white with the hail stones for a moment. Just then the sun also rises. Standing there I feel the sacred. "If there are only five people who will listen, who will live, who have their faces turned to eternity, it will be sufficient". 
I CANNOT write anymore. I have been writing since five in the morning for six hours, writing on the dining table in Sterling Apartments, where he used to sit and eat - there was so much laughter. I sit on the chair opposite his. He once told me, when a great friend of his had died. "When someone dies, there are one or two persons he or she may want to see. They will only come back to a house where there is no violence, where there is love."
Time does not pass, only you and I do.

The Sunday Statesman
February 21
1982
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Why Do People Go To Krishnamurti?

by Vasantha Surya

They collect at Vasanta Vihar in Adyar, Madras, an hour before he is due to speak. A notice asks you to put two rupees into the donation box if you want a chair. Many sit on the tarpaulin spread before a low, unadorned dais flanked by immense old trees but canopied by a young one. Its smooth, slender trunk and cascading tender leaves shield Krishnamurti from the rays of a setting sun.
Krishnamurti himself is perhaps a sun about to set, in the eyes of those who have orbited their lives around him. At 86 a prophet becomes precious to a hitherto inattentive world. Sitting there, close enough to touch, his old man’s skin and eyes and hair lit up with the splendor of what he has to say, the listener wonders if it will be the last time for him, for the world. For himself, this contact with a seer who has perhaps not long to live suddenly seems very important – more important than Krishnamurti’s words. 
Why do people come to listen to Krishnamurti? As the huge, silent crowd moves slowly down the archways of coconut leaf festoons, I stop as many of them as I can to ask: “Why did you come today?”
I put it to a rotund man, dressed in spotless dhoti-kurta made of fine cloth which has a pearly sheen to it and a Gandhi cap stiff with starch. “Why” he repeats, incredulous. “You ask me why I come to listen to the greatest philosopher since Vivekananda! I have been reading the Gita for 30 years and let me tell you, he knows all about it.” The pigeon chest expands, the hands rise in wonder, then fall helplessly to his sides, disappearing into the billows of the dhoti. “What shall I say? He is really marvelous!”
A Buddhist monk smiles with satisfaction at the question and triumphantly produces a practiced answer. “What Krishanmurti says is nothing more, nothing less than what the Buddha said……”
 “Then why did you come today?” I ask. “It is like listening to the Buddha. It all becomes clear…..” 
What becomes clear? Why did you come, I ask a squat, balding man. “I don’t know,” he replies, a cloud of worry blurring his eyes. “This is the first time I have heard Krishanmurti. I don’t understand it.” Is he dissatisfied with Krishnamurti, or with himself?
 “I have been coming since 1921,” announces one man proudly. “But why?”, pausing, he leans on his cane and says with great firmness, in a wheezy voice, “because I want freedom from the mind”.
His friend cast him an ironic glance and says:

“Krishnamurti’s talks have made me no wiser, but certainly happier than I was.” His eyes confess that this relative happiness is not enough, not what Krishanmurti wants, not what he should want for himself. 
“What he says give me a feeling of peace,” says a simple-looking, plump, middle-aged woman. Her husband joins in: “The first time I didn’t understand any of it. Years later I heard him again, and because I had read some of the Upanishads and other sacred books in the intervening period I felt I understood what he was saying. This time I again feel I have not understood….” Will you come again? I ask. “I think so…” 
“I thought he was going to talk about religious matters. I am myself very interested in religion. But he discussed general things…..” Disappointment and perplexity look out of the eyes of this rather vocal clerk. He shuffles towards the gate, his cloth bag flapping at his side as ever.
A young man snaps, a little angrily, “why do I come here?? Isn’t it obvious? What he says is true. Love, sacrifice, duty, responsibility – such words don’t have the meanings which people usually give them.”
“I come because J.K. says things which I have already felt and thought. He says them slowly, taking pains with the language, taking care to be accurate and precise. But what he says is really beyond language – at least beyond English as I know it. I think Tamil is more suited to the sense of what he says. For instance, when he asks you to understand your own anger, he says: Don’t say “I am angry”, say “I am anger.” That is exactly how it is in Tamil – “Naan Sinnamaaga crukkiren.” Total responsibility for what feel, for what you are…..” The speaker´s voice is intense. He had brought along his two little children with him. They don’t look as lively as they had been at the beginning of Krishnamurti’s talk. They hold tight to their father’s hands and gaze around, dazed, as if they have just woken up. “Their names are Anburnirai (full of love) and Arivunirai (full of knowledge),” says the fond father. Dreamily he adds: “I have started a Movement for the Protection of Goodness, ‘Aram Kaapu Iyyankkam.’ Would you like to join?”
A youth with a tee-shirt marked “New Thrill” blinks when I ask him. “Uh…..” says he, “my friends were coming, so I joined them.” What was it like? He shrugs, bored. There was no thrill.
“He’s not – like the others, not quite so obvious,” explains a woman, one who obviously prides herself on her articulateness. “I find Shankarachanya too orthodox, Satya Baba too extraordinary, and Rajneesh of course impossible. There’s nothing like that about Krishnaji……” Her eloquence abruptly runs dry. I wait. She takes a deep breath and bursts: “Frankly, I don’t know what he’s trying to get at.”
The man with a helmet trying to start his scooter pauses as I stand in the way with my question. Thoughtfully he whispers: “He talks about things that really matter, listening to him I can understand my problems a little better.” 
These lead to inner conflict which in turn makes for unhappiness, discontent and violence. This may sound little different from the ideas of many who consider themselves members of the alternative society. But, says Krishnamurti, ”even the people who say they are practicing ‘alternatives” are no different I meet hundreds of young people going into communes. They say the world can’t be altered through bloody revolution and bureaucracy, what is needed is love and peace. Then what happens? The commune cracks open because of conflicting egos and ambitions.”
Turning away, I almost bump into Krishnamurti. He is striding towards the gate, with someone following close behind. People look surprised and pleased that he is among them. Close up, the face looks austere yet vulnerable; the eyes flicker briefly over me. 
I feel no thrill, no awe, nor reverence. Just recognition. An old man I knew but one who does not need to acknowledge me, has just passed by. He is alive.
I go home feeling alive myself.
ABC Radio - Radio National
Encounter
December 15
2002
Transcript of an Australian Radio Show on Krishnamurti

Summary
In 1929 the world was presented with a new Messiah. His name was Krishnamurti. Born in India in 1895, educated in England and Europe, handsome, stylish and by all accounts charming, Krishnamurti had been proclaimed by the Theosophical Society to be the coming World Teacher. He was to follow in the footsteps of Lord Krishna and Jesus Christ. He was received like royalty and feted like a rock-star wherever he went. Then suddenly, at the age of 34, he walked away from this life and renounced all claims to Divinity.
Details or Transcript
It was the climax to an extraordinary tale. And yet by striking out on his own, Krishnamurti the 20th century’s own anticipated spiritual preferences, and went on to become, in the eyes of many, one of the first of the post-modern saviours.
MUSIC/APPLAUSE
Krishnamurti: I don’t know why you clap because what we are talking about is not something that needs your approval. What it demands is that you listen to what the speaker has to say and find out for yourselves the truth of the matter. Please bear in mind what we are discussing. We are saying there must be radical change in the human mind and heart and when there is that radical revolution in the human being, then you will create a totally different kind of society, and a totally different kind of relationship between human beings.
Geoff Wood: In the spring of 1970 thousands of people crammed into the Sydney Town Hall to sit at the feet of an elderly Indian gentleman. His name was Krishnamurti, he was 75 years old, and in the language of the time, he was there to set people free.
Krishnamurti: This is not an entertainment, either philosophical or intellectual. We are concerned in observing all this, how to bring about a radical change in man, how to bring about a total revolution, not the revolution of bloodshed, physical revolution, that doesn’t lead anywhere. There is only one revolution, psychological, inward revolution, because the human being, you, is the society. You have built the society. And in that society, in that culture, you’re caught, therefore you are the world, and the world is you.
Geoff Wood: While many hundreds came to hear Krishnamurti’s message, just as many had come to see a man once considered semi-divine, a new messiah to follow in the footsteps of Krishna and Christ.
One popular, if misguided, view of him was captured in this television report by the ABC’s Caroline Jones, who interviewed Krishnamurti during his visit in 1970.
Caroline Jones: In 1925, if a man had come in through Sydney Heads, walking on the water, and walked right across this stretch of water here and on to this little beach, and then perhaps paused and addressed the multitude gathered to meet him and maybe performed a miracle or two, one group of Sydney people wouldn’t have been at all surprised.

This group of people was waiting for a second coming, and they’d prepared for it very thoroughly by building here at Balmoral Beach a grand pavilion which they called a Star Amphitheatre. It used to stand where that block of red-brick home units is now.

Well when you did arrive in Australia, in 1926 I believe it was, by quite conventional means...
Krishnamurti: It was by boat.
Caroline Jones: Were these people angry or disappointed?
Krishnamurti: I don’t know, I wouldn’t be able to tell you.
Caroline Jones: Did anyone speak to you about that?
Krishnamurti: You see it was such a long time ago, and it was not tremendously important, all that.
Geoff Wood: It wasn’t tremendously important to Krishnamurti because he had long since rejected his role as the World Teacher. But the role had not rejected him. The accumulation of myth and misinformation about his being a god-like figure persisted all his life.
Why is this of interest?
For millions of people around the world, Krishnamurti did become the spiritual teacher he was proclaimed to be all those years ago in India.
But more importantly, for most of his very long life, Krishnamurti embodied a religious paradigm for the 20th century. By striking out on his own and rejecting formal religious organisations, Krishnamurti anticipated the 20th century’s spiritual preferences. And according to his biographer, Roland Vernon, Krishnamurti went on to become one of the first of the post-modern saviours.
Roland Vernon: In the same way that the post-modern idiom is a paradigm for late 20th century aesthetics and the arts, I believe that the same label can be put on as a model for the interpretation of spiritual values in the late 20th century. And Krishnamurti exemplifies this, in that he draws from and recalls an eclectic combination of influences from the past, different cultures, contradictory religion, religious dogmas, scientific pursuits, through the bizarre composition of these, deregulates them as independent bodies of thought. 

So Hinduism and Buddhism have rules and rituals and prayers and regimes, all of these things Krishnamurti shed. He shed the idea of particular clothing, chants, sacred texts, sacred objects, gods, and also he advocated no particular philosophy apparently, and there’s no mention of reincarnation and all the other spiritual cycles, chakras, all these things you get in Hinduism and in Buddhism, he shed that, he had no association with it whatever.
Where he comes close to them, and closer than he does to conventional Christianity, which is more drenched in dogma and iron-belted creeds than either Vedantic Hinduism or Buddhism, where he comes closer to it is in his notion of an immeasurable sanctity, which is at the core of all life, the core of all creation, and as an identification with this, is the goal of life.
Michael Powell: One of the things that you have to sort of see about Krishnamurti was that he was seen as a kind of vehicle, a kind of mediumship, if you like, of the World Teacher. And that as he prepared himself to receive into himself this role, he was in fact supposed to sort of become more and more this World Teacher. As a young boy, he was an extraordinarily, well dim-witted would really be the best way of describing him, he was a vacuity; in some senses the perfect vehicle to have a self poured into him.

Really he was ineducable, they tried to take him to England and put him through the Oxbridge education system, and he was a complete failure at this. He did have skills, and he was not unintelligent, I’m not suggesting that, but he certainly was not a particularly educable young man, but as he went through into the 1920s he began to see himself as being used by the Theosophical Society and saw for himself he needed to escape from it. But in one sense he had had imposed on him this role of a World Teacher, he reacted against this, and in fact quite oddly, became in his life after he distanced himself from Theosophical Society, the World Teacher that in fact he was envisaged to be in the first place. So there’s a kind of obverse irony to all of these sorts of things, and that he in fact did become what he was originally touted to be.
Geoff Wood: Michael Powell is in the School of History and Classics at the University of Tasmania.
We’ll come back to the teachings of Krishnamurti later in the program. But for now, let’s travel back to the 1920s when Krishnamurti was the focal point for the Theosophical Society. The leading figures of the Society, Annie Besant and Charles Leadbeater, had proclaimed the young Krishnamurti as a vehicle for the coming World Teacher.
It was a bold claim, and one that was taken very seriously. To understand why, we first have to recognise the widespread influence Theosophy had as a late 19th century spiritual movement, a kind of forerunner of the New Age.
Jill Roe is Professor of Modern History at Macquarie University
Jill Roe: It's an interesting part of the late Victorian religious quest for certainty, the late 19th century responses to Darwinism. And whereas we’re mostly familiar, aren’t we, with Darwinism as a corrosive effect, here’s a case of an intellectual response which says, Well we could have the spiritual in evolution, that is to say, an attempt to positively correlate Darwinian thinking and religious experience. And this couldn’t easily be done within ordinary Christian thinking, but in terms of radical religion of the period, including spiritualism, which involved direct links between the living and the dead and was very fashionable at the time, a radical spiritualism, but more importantly probably the whole historic experience of the religions of the East, with their much longer linear understanding.
So the coming of sort of popular understandings of India in particular, the Indian religious experience, seemed to some to provide a way forward in the critical circumstances of the late 19th century and Theosophy was one of those pretty cerebral responses to religious uncertainty in the late 19th century, and it grew into a movement which though small, was influential beyond its size.
Geoff Wood: Chris Williams is a biographer of Krishnamurti.
Chris Williams: Krishnamurti was found in 1909 by Leadbeater, on a beach near Madras, and was said to have had an aura about his head, about him, and that’s what drew him to Krishnamurti. There’s some question about what this aura was...
But the Theosophical Society, as I say, was a vibrant organisation. In 1922 in Australia it had 2500 members, Australia-wide. And really the idea of finding someone who’s going to be the next Messiah, is a great impetus to gain new members. So they were proselytising, they were really I guess agitating for people to recognise that here was the next great Maitreya you know, the next great Buddha figure. And Krishnamurti was pulled into this vortex I suppose, and made an international figure.
Michael Powell: I think you have to stand back a little bit and look at it from this point of view, and that is from the 19th century onwards, the view of the East was one of mystery and of knowledges that were not available to those in the West. This sort of Orientalist impulse, if you like, to appropriate from the East the sorts of gifts that it had for the West. And in that sense, really the principal guru of that time would have been the figure of Blavatsky in the Theosophical Society. The Theosophical Society and Blavatsky’s teachings have to be seen as absolutely crucial to what’s happened in the 20th century, because all of the New Age phenomena borrows very, very heavily from the Theosophical Society’s vocabulary and its ideas.
Geoff Wood: Michael Powell, from the University of Tasmania, takes many of the claims made about Krishnamurti with a grain of salt. But what exactly did the Theosphical Society claim for the young Krishnamurti?

Dianne Kynaston is a past president of the Theosophical Society in Australia. 
Dianne Kynaston: The theosophical teachings have always promulgated that if you have a concept of reincarnation it means that souls are continually evolving, as in the Darwinian idea of physical evolution we promulgate spiritual evolution, and that there are souls who incarnate at the lower end of the scale in the primitive form, not as tribal people but as people who are self-centred and focused on personal preservation, through to the people who are more spiritually evolved and are selfless. And in every culture and in every group of people you have those two extremes, with the majority of us in the middle.
Therefore we say that there have been throughout history, many spiritually evolved people who have continued to help humanity. The Buddhist concept is the Bodhisattvic concept of those souls who choose to not go on to Nirvana but stay behind and help the rest of humanity, and there are different grades within the Bodhisattvic line, and some of those are: one aspect is the World Teacher who currently is given the title in Hindu and Buddhist traditions as the Lord Maitreya who is seen as the next High Buddha to come after Gautama Buddha. And it’s said that his role, or that office, is to try and put out teachings of a spiritual nature through different vehicles over the centuries.
Besant and Leadbeater came across the boy Krishnamurti and saw in him the capacity to be a vehicle for the World Teacher. But there was never at any time in the writings, I’ve looked this up in a couple of spots, that they never said he was the World Teacher, they said he was going to be a vehicle for him, or possibly.
Now there are people who went to various camps or events where Krishnamurti was and they said clairvoyantly they saw this great being overshadowing him, I think particularly at the camp at Ommen in Holland.
Jill Roe: What did they think they were doing? What did they see in this boy on the banks of the river at the Adyar compound, that they thought he could be moulded? Now the only explanation I’m able to give is that they were in fact so seeped in Christian thinking they knew their Bible, the story of Jesus so well, that it seemed perfectly natural to them that it could happen again. Now perhaps that isn’t very satisfactory, but the parallels are so close in the thinking, it’s almost transposing onto this boy, this Brahmin boy.
Not everybody believed it of course. I mean they endured a lot of ridicule for arriving at this view, didn’t they? The press was frequently very sceptical of what they called the Travelling Circus, especially in America. But somehow or other they carried it off well enough.
Geoff Wood: Michael Powell sees the phenomenon of Krishnamurti as a foretaste of the counter-cultural revolution that would sweep the world in the 1960s and 1970s.
Michael Powell: By the 1920s, he’s grown up, he’s starting to make an impact in his own way, and this also tends to coincide with the end of the First World War, and the kind of passions that were coming out of that period which were for peace, for a change in the world with no more wars and things of this nature. This also coincided of course with things like an interest in vegetarianism, and a whole sort of swag of issues that went along with it. So Krishnamurti really was at that time, the kind of voice that young people were looking for, and the programs that took place in Ommen, in Holland, were massive meetings of young people who came from all over Europe, to meet and to talk about spiritual matters and to talk about peace and a new kind of world that they were looking forward to. So in that sense, his growing up, his maturity, coincided with the kinds of needs that were beginning to become eminent in the European culture.
Krishnamurti: We must act, we must bring about a revolution in ourselves. How can this revolution take place, as we cannot possibly go on as we are going, where our life is very superficial? The life that one leads has no meaning, spending years in the office, living a shallow, empty life, living a second-hand existence and everlastingly fighting both inwardly and outwardly.
Geoff Wood: You’re listening to an Encounter with Krishnamurti here on ABC Radio National, with me, Geoff Wood.

Theosophy and its loose-limbed ideals made a big impression in Australia in the 1920s. One of the centres of Theosophical activity was The Manor, a sprawling mansion in the Sydney suburb of Mosman, where a kind of spiritual commune was developing.
Michael Powell: It was an extraordinary place with extraordinary energy. It was dominated by Leadbeater, who of course was one of the first if you like, tele-evangelists in a sense that he used Radio 2GB, which was broadcast from The Manor, to project theosophical ideas into the community. And it was a very, very large movement, t hat was all the way around Australia.
We’ve got to realise that even people like Alfred Deakin, probably one of the most significant Prime Ministers in Australian history, was himself interested in spiritualism, he certainly was very interested in Theosophy, so it wasn’t an idea that was sort of contained, it had very wide kind of permutations throughout society. People like Walter Burley Griffin, the person who designed Canberra, was involved in these sorts of things, as was C.E.W. Bean, who was the Australian war historian; a lot of these people were very involved in Theosophical and progressive ideas of this kind, so it wasn’t alone, and The Manor as a centre, if you like, was one that encompassed a membership of something over 2,000 people in Sydney at that time, which was a fairly significant membership. So it was not a small membership. It was not a small movement, it was very strong.

The Manor though, was in fact the sort of focus of this. A very large house, and in this building, these people used to come from all over the world, young people to, if you like, take on a spiritual training under Leadbeater, and so the gathering of young people, which included Krishnamurti at the time, was a place where young people came together to experience this kind of spiritual awakening, and along with that went the kind of what would be recognisable to us today.

I mean I remember one old lady telling me about the times in her youth when she was at The Manor, when the young women would wear long, flowing cotton dresses of the Indian cloth manufacture, and wear sandals, and they would go across on the ferry to Sydney in order to take services at St Alban’s which was the Liberal Catholic Church, which was one of the other manifestations of the Theosophical Society, and how shocked the good burghers of Sydney were to see these young people in what were then terribly shocking clothing. So it’s a little bit like looking at the 1960s previsited, when you go and look at The Manor at that time.
Geoff Wood: Late in life, Krishnamurti had his own views about the Theosophists’ experiment. In this interview with the ABC’s Wilfred Thomas, Krishnamurti refers to himself as ‘the boy’.
Krishnamurti: They believed because they said, This happens every 2,000 or whatever years, a great teacher appears on earth when all is in chaos, and he will give new kind of teachings and so on. That’s their fundamental, radical belief.
Wilfred Thomas: They had some sort of occult instructions?

Krishnamurti: Instructions, which they believed and they followed it.
Wilfred Thomas: And you did too, of course at first. But when did you first have doubts about the pattern they’d done for you?
Krishnamurti: You see I never had doubts, forgive me using that word. You see the boy must have been very vague and not all there, if I can put it that way. I think he must have been a very dreamy boy. Nothing penetrated deeply, and they had built a tremendous organisation round this boy. It wasn’t just for money, for exploitation or anything, but please you have to be convinced, they really believed what they were doing. So when this boy began to talk, he said organisations are not the way to truth, and dissolved it.

Wilfred Thomas: You just, out of the blue, decided that you didn’t want to have anything more to do with this particular program, as it were?
Krishnamurti: No. With any religious organisation, because it then becomes another sect, another division in the religious structure of men, and so that’s all wrong to divide people into Christians, Hindus, Buddhist and all the rest of it, it seems so absurd.
Geoff Wood: Achieving a freedom from belief was a core teaching of Krishnamurti. It signals the reason why he so famously rejected his role as the New Messiah at the end of the 1920s and renounced his ties to the Theosophical Society. Here he is speaking in Sydney in 1970.
Krishnamurti: One of our difficulties is, perhaps a major difficulty, that we’re all conformists. We’ve conformed very easily. Those who are in revolt against society are conformists; they reject one form of conformity and accept another form of conformity. They reject authority outside and accept another kind of authority.
Where there is authority there must be conformity, and then therefore there is no freedom. Freedom exists only when we understand the whole structure and the nature of ourselves. Without freedom there is no creation, there is no life, there is no duty. So freedom is absolutely essential.
Jill Roe: So far as I know, Krishnamurti did not lay out a diary-like account of what happened. The best evidence that I have seen comes in the excellent books on his life by Mary Lutyens, where she describes "the Process" as it’s called, that he went through as he tried to accommodate the notion of being the World Teacher, in the ‘20s this was. And that’s pretty mysterious, and we read quite often in that story how he claims to have forgotten great stretches of his experience, so we can, I guess, infer that Krishnamurti who was so far as I could see, quite a plain man, and I did once hear him very late in life; maybe by that time he’d honed his simplicities down, but which all the written reports indicate he just found it too much, too ecclesiastical probably, possibly too Christian in the parallels.

People can’t escape their acculturisation just like that, but he wasn’t part of it. So it’s not easy to say what happened in those two years, but they must have been years of increasing discomfort for a young man, who was by then just about the same age that Christ was when he walked the shores of the Sea of Galilee, and soon after was crucified by the Romans.
Geoff Wood: So it was that on 3rd August 1929 in front of a huge audience in Holland, and in full view of the leaders of the Theosophical Society, Krishnamurti took the stage and proceeded to dissolve the Order of the Star. He was effectively renouncing his claim to be the World Teacher, the new Messiah.
The Dissolution Speech as it’s come to be known, marked the end of Krishnamurti’s life as a Theosophist. It was the climax to an extraordinary tale. And yet by striking out on his own, Krishnamurti anticipated the 20th century’s own spiritual preferences: an obsession with the individual’s experience, deep suspicion towards ecclesiastical authority and a focus on the state of the personal psyche.
Krishnamurti was telling people to rely on themselves, to understand themselves, to seek the answers in themselves, and it was a message they wanted to hear.
Krishnamurti: The human being, you, is the society. You have built this society, and in that society, in that culture you are the world, and the world is you. So do please understand this very clearly, from the very beginning of these talks. We are concerned in bringing about a radical revolution in the human mind, because the human mind creates the social, economic, religious structure out of despair, out of fear, out of loneliness, misery, sorrow. Unless the human being, you, radically, fundamentally change, there is no possibility of having a different kind of world.
Geoff Wood: By offering a kind of individual enlightenment instead of salvation, Krishnamurti ranks as one of the first of the 20th century guru figures. Of course, as Michael Powell points out, he was not the only one.
Michael Powell: Well he certainly is one of them, but there were an awful lot of others, like Steiner and Gurdjieff and suchlike figures. Yogananda was already bringing yoga over to California in the 1920s, so there were a number of figures that stood out as guru figures at that time.

Krishnamurti really hadn’t become in the 1920s the guru figure that he was to become later, and that was because he was still an instrument of the Theosophical Society, and particularly of Leadbeater. What happens in the late 1920s is that in 1929 in Ommen in Holland, Krishnamurti gets up and says, Look, I don’t want acolytes, I don’t want followers. You cannot find spiritual awakening by being an acolyte, in fact as he put it, 'Truth is a pathless land and I am dissolving all of these organisations that are around me, and I’m going to disown this type of mantle that has been put upon me.’

Now this was an extraordinary statement of independence and of spiritual wisdom if you will, because the temptations he must have had to have gone along with the power, the money and everything else that went with his position as a World Teacher within the Theosophical Society must have been extraordinarily tempting. But it’s at that point in time in which if you like Krishnamurti becomes a guru in his own right, not just simply the instrument of somebody else’s desires and configuration.
Caroline Jones: Well people obviously believed very much in you then, and people still believe in you all over the world.

Krishnamurti: I don’t think they believe in me, but rather in what we’re talking about. You see, religions which are rituals, beliefs, saviours, have divided people. There is the Hindu religion, the Buddhist religion, the Christian and the divisions among the Christians, they have actually divided people. So this division has caused a great deal of mischief, a great deal of harm, a great deal of sorrow. And so to start another propagandistic, if I may call it, a circus, it is a circus all these religious things are, would be so utterly stupid.
To look with eyes that are not confused, and there will be confusion only when there is the division between the observer and the observed, and this division takes place when there is the image, the formula, the constant, the ideal. And therefore, self-knowing, knowing oneself as one is, is the beginning of wisdom. Which cannot possibly be found in books.
So one has to observe oneself, not analysing, but observing oneself in relationship, because in relationship all your reactions come out, your antagonisms, your fears, your anxieties, your bitterness, your loneliness, and without understanding all that, trying to find out if there is something beyond all human thought, there’s something real and true. Therefore one must lay the foundation and to lay the foundation one must observe one’s life daily, without any distortion.
Geoff Wood: Krishnamurti’s concept of the revolution within made him incredibly popular during the counter-cultural upheavals of the 1960s and ‘70s. He was by now an old man, but his message seemed fresh. And yet, as his biographer Chris Williams points out, much of Krishnamurti’s philosophy was based on the traditional Hindu precepts of Advaita Vedanta, teachings more than 2000 years old.
Chris Williams: Advaita Vedanta talks about the duality of the human mind, that we always think of ourselves as separate from the other, and that really is a delusion. So that’s found again and again in Krishnamurti writing about separating yourself off, believing yourselves to be a part of a nationality, or part of a church when really you were very like people from other churches and from other races and other nationalities. And so it’s really just a delusion.
Now when you come to the concept of choiceless awareness, Donald Ingram Smith, who was the President of the Krishnamurti Foundation n Australia, he says that Krishnamurti talked of passive awareness at first, that people should have passive awareness before moving on to choiceless awareness. Passive awareness carried an idea of sort of limpness I suppose, so we move to this choiceless awareness, and it seems to me it’s a concept about not wanting, not striving to achieve some state of bliss, but simply accepting the now, and once you actually reach that state of recognising that you don’t need to strive to be happy, you don’t need to be someone else, or you don’t need to sit for 23 hours a day meditating, or supposedly meditating, you’ve crossed a little bridge, it’s just like a little switch in your mind where you realise awareness and happiness is not something out there, but it’s something right here and now.
Roland Vernon: Using words like ‘Buddhist’ and ‘Vedantic’, although they are relevant, taking an overall view, he would of course not use these terms, and his teaching had none of the trappings of conventional religion, so Hinduism and Buddhism have rules and rituals and prayers and regimes, all of these things Krishnamurti shed. He shed the idea of particular clothing, chants, sacred texts, sacred objects, gods, but also he advocated no particular philosophy apparently, and there’s no mention of reincarnation and all these other spiritual cycles, chakras, all these things you get in Hinduism and Buddhism, he shed that. He had no association with it whatever.

Where he comes close to them, and closer than he does to conventional Christianity, which is more drenched in dogma and iron-belted creeds than either Vedantic Hinduism or Buddhism, where he comes closer to it is in his notion of an immeasurable sanctity which is at the core of all life, the core of all creation, and as an identification with this as the goal of life. And that goal is nothing more than freedom. And if you look at this, it’s the sub-text of the Upanishads through Vedantic Hinduism and the sacred texts of Buddhism.
Geoff Wood: Advaita Vedanta also rejects the notion of a guru outside of oneself. It was a concept which Krishnamurti constantly repeated, not just in words but also through his actions. Donald Ingram Smith met Krishnamurti in Colombo, Sri Lanka in 1949. They maintained a close connection until Krishnamurti’s death in 1986.
Donald Ingram Smith: I was Controller of Programs at that time at Radio Sri Lanka, and it had been arranged that Krishnamurti ought to do some talks while he was there, and so on the first night after he arrived, I went to the house where he was staying to meet him, and it was an extraordinary meeting.

I’d gone to meet a man who I thought was a great spiritual teacher of some kind, or drop the word ‘spiritual’, a great, awakened human being. And actually we went in, and I didn’t know whether to shake hands or salute him in the Indian fashion with the two hands together. Well between this, we fiddled around, and it was quite extraordinary. I was obviously fairly nervous. And so I said to him, ‘Have you got any script for the broadcast?’ He said, ‘Yes, here it is,’ and he picked it up. And in handing it over to me, we dropped the pages on the floor. And then I said, ‘How many pages are there?’ And he said, ‘I don’t know, they’re not counted.’ It was confusion everywhere.
And I was living at the Galle Face Hotel at that time and so the idea was for me how to get back to the Galle Face, and I had decided that I’d walk back because it was really confusion for me. I had gone to meet a very great man and I’d met somebody who seemed to be highly nervous. So I decided to walk until I settled down a little. And I was walking by one of the lakes nearby, and suddenly it was as though I’d walked straight into a brick wall. I suddenly realised that for the first time in my life I’d met a mirror of myself, I’d met the stupid person who went there who was trying to find out something or other, had an impression of what I was looking for, and this actually happened with many other people later on I knew.
For the first time they find themselves, because you see you don’t meet something or other which is going to correct you or change you or do anything, but you’re going to get a reflection back of your actual limitations.
Anyhow it was so impressive this, that it went on for the rest of that year while I travelled with Krishnamurti from Ceylon to India and then to Italy and then to France and then to Britain and then to America.
Geoff Wood: He was the product of a clash of cultures, Indian, English and American. His teachings drew on many spiritual traditions: Hindu, Christian, Buddhist and Theosophist, but he himself was in revolt against them all. He was a spiritual teacher without walls, always on the move. He was a leader who wanted no followers, a guru who refused to be called one.
Instead of promising life in the hereafter, Krishnamurti offered a combination of therapy and personal enlightenment in the here and now. And if it is true that advocates of enlightenment have become our modern-day prophets, then we have to admit Krishnamurti as one of the first and most prolific of these prophets.
Or as his biographer, Roland Vernon has put it, Krishnamurti was the 20th century’s most enduring post-modern saviour.
Roland Vernon: In the same way that the post-modern idiom is a paradigm for late 20th century aesthetics and the arts, I believe that the same label can be put on as a model for the interpretation of spiritual values in the late 20th century and Krishnamurti exemplifies this, in that he draws from and recalls an eclectic combination of influences from the past, different cultures, contradictory religious dogmas, scientific pursuits.

And through the bizarre composition of these, deregulates them as independent bodies of thought. And that in a sense is his rebellion, that’s his post-modern rebellion. He draws from ancient doctrines and is the product of them, but causes them to crumble. And I think this is irresistible to the contemporary outlook, the contemporary outlook that hankers for complete change and the achievement of the ultimate goal within a lifespan, but also longs to have our aspirations linked, particularly as we get older, to historical reference.
Krishnamurti: There were two monks walking from village to village, and they had taken vows of celibacy, poverty, charity and all that business. When you take a vow, then you’re lost. Then you are in battle with yourself. But when you understand everything, then you don't take a vow, you live it without effort.
So these two monks were going from village to village, preaching, and they came to a river, and they saw by the side of the river a girl weeping, and one of them said to her, ‘Sister, what are you crying for?’ and she said, ‘This morning early, I waded across the river, and my home is on the other side and there is no boat, and I can’t wade it now because the river is full, and that’s why I don’t know what to do and that’s why I’m crying.’ So one of the monks says, ‘Don’t cry, it’s very simple.’ He picks her up, wades across, leaves her on the other bank and goes on.

So these two monks go on for two hours and after two hours the other brother says, ‘Brother, we have taken a vow never to touch a woman. Brother, what did it feel like to carry that woman. Did you get excited? Did you feel extraordinary things happening to you?’ And the other says, ‘I left her two hours ago and you’re still carrying her.’
MUSIC
Geoff Wood: You’ve been listening to an Encounter with Krishnamurti.

Readings today were by Arthur Dignam, and Technical production was by David Bates. Many thanks to the ABC Sound Archives.
In 1970 Krishnamurti gave a series of five public talks at the Sydney Town Hall. I have used excerpts from three of those talks recorded by the ABC - the 21st, 22nd and 25th of November.

Encounter’s Executive Producer is Florence Spurling.
I’m Geoff Wood.
Guests on this program:
Dianne Kynaston
is a past President of the Theosophical Society of Australia.
Dr Michael Powell
is Honorary Research Associate in the School of History and Classics at the University of Tasmania. He is author of Manual of a Mystic: F.L.Woodward: A Buddhist Scholar in Ceylon and Tasmania.
Jill Roe
is Professor of History at Macquarie University, and author of Beyond Belief: Theosophy in Australia 1879-1939.
Donald Ingram Smith
is a former ABC producer and was a close associate of Krishnamurti for over 30 years. He is author of The Transparent Mind: A Journey With Krishnamurti.
Christine Williams
is a writer, broadcaster and biographer of Krishnamurti. She is author of two other biographical works, Fathers and Sons and Christina Stead: A Life of Letters.
Roland Vernon
is a biographer and author of Star in the East: Krishnmurti, the Invention of a Messiah. 
Source: 
http://www.abc.net.au/rn/relig/enc/stories/s746134.htm 
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PROFILE: What happened to the boy god

by Danah Zohar

FIFTY YEARS ago, to the horror of his devoted followers, Jeddu Krishnamurti announced that he was not a god. Turning his back on the vast fortune which had been accumulated in his name, and the organisation which firmly believed in him to be the reincarnation of Jesus Christ and thus the new Messiah, he set off to teach his own philosophy of life.
Fifty years later, now aged 85, Krishnamurti is still teaching, drawing crowds in their thousands to listen to his lectures. For the past week 4,000 people have been camping in a Hampshire field, often in heavy rain, to hear his annual public talks at Brockwood Park, and they have not been disappointed.
Krishnamurti speaks simply but with extraordinary authority. But he offers his followers no easy messages. He belongs to no sect, shares no dogma and presents himself wholly without ceremony. Unlike the average Indian guru there are no saffron robes, processions or mantras. And no charge.
Instead, dressed simply in corduroy slacks and an open-necked shirt, and seated on a wooden folding chair, he tells his audience that all such things are deceptions—a hindrance in the search for truth rather than an aid to it.
Which is not at all what Krishnamurti’s original followers had in mind. The story of his early life is as bizarre as his present appearance is ordinary. Hew was “discovered” in 1909 at the age of 14 playing on a beach in the Madras province of southern India by the flamboyant socialist and suffragette Annie Besant and her companion Dr Charles Leadbeater of the Theosophical Society.
The Theosophists believed that a new Messiah would emerge in the East at the turn of the century as the next incarnation of the Lord Maitreya, last seen on earth as Christ. The young Krishnamurti, who was the eighth child of a retired district magistrate, lived with his Brahmin family in desperate poverty, but Leadbeater claimed to detect in this thin, scruffy child an “aura of unselfishness” which showed that he was the chosen one.
He was adopted by Mrs Besant and brought back to England in 1911 to be groomed for this role. He was raised among the aristocracy—Lady Emily Lutyens was his surrogate mother and Lady De La Warr a constant companion—educated privately, and then sent to the Sorbonne. The Theosophists had wide influence among the educated and wealthy all over the world, and a great sense of expectation (as well as a great fortune) awaited the day Krishnamurti would be “given” to the world. Yet when that day came, he renounced it all.
In August 1929 at Ommen in Holland, in the grounds of castle Eerde which with its 5,000 acre estate, had been given to him by Baron Philip van Pallandt, an elaborate ceremony had been planned to initiate him as the World Teacher, and to appoint his disciples. But when Krishnamurti rose to address his followers, he told them:
“You can form other organisations and expect someone else. With that I am not concerned, nor with creating new cages... My only concern is to set men absolutely, unconditionally free.” With that he dissolved his organisation and gave away the vast fortune accumulated in his name. He has refused all such temptations ever since.
“I neither agree nor disagree with what Mrs Besant thought about me in those days,” he said last week. “It is irrelevant. I could see that any religious organisation is like any other and they all lead to mutual corruption. A belief is purely an individual matter, and you cannot and must not organise it.”
Since leaving the Theosophists, Krishnamurti has gone his own way. In the last 20 years he has founded eight coeducational boarding schools like the one at Brockwood Park in Hampshire, where he now spends six months each year, and he devotes much of his energy to education the young. 
"“You are probably sitting here now hoping that I will solve them, give you enlightenment. But no. Truth cannot be given to you by somebody. You have to discover it.”"

“You go off to your psychologists and your gurus for help in solving your problems,” he says. “You are probably sitting here now hoping that I will solve them, give you enlightenment. But no. Truth cannot be given to you by somebody. You have to discover it.”
By truth he means a constant awareness of life, both within and without, an awareness of self-deception, prejudice and parroted dogmas which can blind us to the wholeness of reality and the oneness of humanity.
“A problem only arises when life is seen fragmentarily, when thought arbitrarily divides the ‘me’ and the ‘not me’, the observer and the observed. A mind unfettered by belief, ritual and superstition can be free of the conflict to which they give rise ... it becomes extraordinarily quiet, absolutely silent. Do you see the beauty of that?”
Yet nothing that Krishnamurti says is especially new. The great teachers of the past, Christ, Socrates, Buddha have said much the same thing, and lesser men have been repeating it for 2,000 years. So why do people in their thousands flock to hear him speak?
“It’s because of what he is,” said a London psychiatrist who had just met him for the first time. “I’ve never before met anyone who so clearly lives what he says. He talks of the ending of conflict with the same simple factuality that I might say ‘It’s raining.’ Once you’ve heard him say something, it’s no longer a theory—it becomes real.”
