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Comments regarding previous editions:

֒̈ΒӇ��
There emerges from it an engaging and intimate  portrait of Krishnaji which will be 
very helpful and interesting to those who did not have the privilege of knowing 
him. And for those who did, it gives little  cameos that serve to remind one of the 
human characteristics of the extraordinary man who gave us those invaluable 
teachings.

ΒġථƍąĂવŢՍƀЏŦ�
ཥͩ��ŢՍĀ؆�ڇĉɍ۩ƦƣʤݧƄ
ǎĀ༚��ŢǘŦȏƄՙʪԺŴĀĉĎĸ��ǕΒȝĜĄĈՎॼ뺮ŀƛĈ
ٚĀ뺯ƦŢǘŦȏΞԺŴĀĉĎĸ��ǕΒקמą۶ĠҽŇ̉ᇵĀ̉Ӵ
Ǧь��ȶƍąĕʞπࢢĉˀǻĘžۀĀĉȡʾโ��ŘӍŴңƈșĉĀŦȏ
Ƅ͍Ā͵ᨠ뺯ۣܤ

Stuart Holroyd, author of Krishnamurti –  
The Man, the Mystery and the Message

Stuart Holroyd, �ՍƀЏŦᑖ͎uuȺĉ뺮Ⱥৎܥ뺮Ⱥ࣊ʜ���
(Krishnamurti – The Man, the Mystery and the Message)�ĂΒĀǟ͠

I liked your memoir immensely and feel you really conveyed something of the inti-
mate and loving feeling for life and for the art of living that made up being with K.

āπ˩ǛıĆĀƫٴԍ��ƴīĆŏǰ̙УŜą��ŠՍȠ̎Ĵ��ŴǻĘƍ
ŜĀŦΎŢǘŀЄ뺮ŢǘŀƜĕɠۨĀͣᇨɶı뺯

Dr. David Shainberg, whose discussions with  
Krishnamurti and David Bohm are available on DVD 

and in the book The Transformation of Man

David Shainberg űՂ��ŴȉՍƀЏŦᑖ͎Š�
David Bohm Ā̾ơΡʵԍć�DVD ŘӍ��ĉĀʽȻ���

(The Transformation of Man)�ĂΒġ



I was much taken with your beautiful photography – so sen sitively and medita-
tively composed. I, too, found Krishnamurti, as you put it, “actually a very shy 
person.” Perhaps there is an operational link between that trait and freedom 
from self-bondage.

āƻĆſЊĀު̊ǟȞͣͣڇۃuűĶĀ˸ԴĄƧˤ઼ၭ��ઓʏģĈ
ŏሹĞݎĀǋؗ뺯ƧĆǨĸ��āģşƍՍƀЏŦᑖ͎Ą�“ĂċǰٗĘπ
˩Ҵ೦Āĉ”뺯ģϿĕֻ̖ΙȉࢊĢāᎿƥǎԪćŏԚƞĈƯԓ
ͷ뺯

Dr. Allan W. Anderson, whose dialogues  
with Krishnamurti are available  

on DVD and in the book  
A Wholly Different Way of Living

Allan W. Anderson ű�Ղ���
ŴȉՍƀЏŦᑖ͎Ā̾ơŢٟʵԍć�DVD�

ŘӍ��ĂƞಈƔăǜĀŀƜƶК���
(A Wholly Different Way of Living)�ĂΒġ

This is really a very special book, that collects so many different aspects of K, 
both personal and philosophical, so unobtrusively - like a wonderful walk through 
changing landscapes. It is a subtle feat to go so deep while seeming to float on 
the surface of things.

ĕĄĂǕπ˩̖ȍĀΒ��̋चמąĈȱՍĀƶƶǚǚ��̞ಗċĉĀŠ࿐Ɠ
Ā��ΒġਯħӣЬŞۅ��źĉऊ֍ϳćăגȻ͔Āɧբƥġ뺯ĕĄĂ
ֻųࣗĀ̋��ڏğٔΜԢϷ��ȺǰϭīͣɍঽŜ��ወҤَ뺯

Gini Alhadeff, journalist and author in New York

Gini Alhadeff,�໕יʥ͠ǟŝ

I think your memoir conveys the human side of K better than anything else I have 
read … The sense of humour, the spontaneity, the practical and  observant sides 
of his character … and his gift for friendship and affection, all come through to 
make him less of the daunting impersonal “Speaker” and more of a flesh and 
blood man. I love the anecdotes about K’s relationships with animals and birds 
– his great and singular love of them – which I find especially affecting. I am 



glad you included the two  statements about the Schools, which are so clear and  
inspiring.

āփėĀȺŴǟȞǨƄʒࢨӍĀĂžĄ��āΞħĆĀƫٴԍƍŜą
Ս˩ĉĀĂǚ……ŴȡϜġŦΎ௨չƗ��ŦΎĢşȡ��ŦΎӪǰƦƣ઼ၭ
Āҍƺ……ńĈŴƤČമıĀĐȡ��ՖՖໝƍąŜĎ��̹ŴăŦĭɏĂ
ċۍĉʬƦ˂ϳ뺮ăɭċĉɡӴĀ�“ϭƸ͠” ą��ƦƑɏĄĂċĈӉĈѡ
Āĉ뺯ā̖ȍǛıΒġՍȉƛˀŠŇࣀƥǎȱͷĀợƂuuՍŢ̋ĶŦ
Ύћ̖ĀɶıuuāƴīŦਯħƗĉ뺯āŉƬ׀ĆćΒġȀɍąĈȱՍ
ᅾƓҁĀƪΎ̲ǆ��̋Ķπ˩ʓྤ��Եॷşȡ뺯

 Harry Eyres, journalist with the  
Financial Times in London

Harry Eyres,��̇ાĴζ��ʥ͠

… when I lived with him I noted keenly that his intellect was like a tool which he 
would use intensively and then put aside in the midst of normal daily life; and 
that his normal presence was like that of an extremely alert child, responsive, full 
of  wonder and affection. For this reason I think a book like yours is extremely 
important, since it stands as a witness to K’s extraordinary humanity, which few 
people were privileged to see, and which indeed exemplifies what he talked 
about. It always seemed unfortunate to me that his public persona was so austere.

……ćȉՍդǜŀƜʿǎ��āਯȺͩǋė��ŴĀΥҨďɏĄĂċʕԵ��ŴĜ
ćū˩ŀƜġמġ̹ů̋��ƔŶȝȺጒٝĂ˪��ƦːĴŴďɏĄĂċԭʇ
ƴĀˏŔ��Ѣˆ઼��֦͟ąČԱķŠƤı뺯ŜǘĕċʅȂ��āΞħĆܔ
ĕƟĀĂǕΒďׅīԭħȶđą��Ȃħ̋ȒըąՍɸࢢாĀĉȡĀĂ
ǚ��ŉɺĈĉĩĈ˶ȒėĕĂž��ƦĕิิĄŴǨϭۅʭ̗ĀˢˈɆƍ뺯
ŴĀȔ۶֜ճׅīƧˤߙ��ĕĂžāĂˢƗėᠾ۞뺯

Bill Quinn, who lived in Ojai and knew K  
from the 1940s onwards

Bill Quinn,�աʐć߇ᬤ��Ģ�1940�ŭͳọ̋ȉՍȠԺ

During his lifetime Krishnamurti would often ask  people who worked with him, 
“How will you convey the perfume of the teachings when K has gone?”… One 
of the values of The Beauty of the Mountain is its simple conveyance of that 



perfume or flavour. It is an unpretentious account … by turns touching and humor-
ous, and the author manages, despite his deep appreciation of Krishnamurti’s 
rare qualities, to avoid the excesses of hero-worship or cult creation.

ՍƀЏŦᑖ͎ŀǡǁ˩ɝŠŴĂőʕǟĀĉ��“ǅՍăćą��ĆĶđƧ̜
̙У͵ᨠĀဓญ!” ……��Ƭͫƥſ��Ā͍ҲƥĂďćǘ̋Һ।Ş̙Ŝą
ŦܕဓญͱĄВǯ뺯ΒġĀϭۅၕǰƄϾ……ăȚƗĉƦᮀؼ༲௨չ��ǟ
͠ॺыąĿʇĀӅॾ௵߯Šݐɏ࠲Ӑ��ҤϯŴԭħॅ॓ՍƀЏŦᑖ͎Ŧ
ᅻĈĀĉϜଁƺ뺯

Mary Cadogan, Trustee of  
Krishnamurti Foundation Trust Ltd

Mary Cadogan, ՍƀЏŦᑖ͎Ʊ̇ĜȗƂ

I appreciate the interesting and simple clear descriptions, in which you convey 
some touching and more personal aspects of Krishnamurti’s life: his humour, 
his timidness with strangers, his willingness to wash the dishes, his enjoyment of 
sports, his intense interest that encompassed every aspect of life – the speed and 
mechanism of an airport shuttle as well as the immensity of the mountains – and 
most of all his constant declaration that he was “nobody”. And of course you 
convey that he actually lived the Teachings. … In fact his life is not as remote and 
inaccessible to the lay person as one would imagine. Your memoirs shine a little 
light on a part of Krishnamurti that I did not know before.

āŉॅ॓ŦȏŀƛĈٚŠҺ।ʓྤĀۅ��ĆȮġ̙УąՍƀЏŦᑖ
͎ćŀƜġƗĉƣԵċĉ̖ɡĀĂǚ��ŴĀ௨չ��ŴȒėড়ŀĉĴĀ೦
↔��ŴǒǘҀָŔ��ŴıČɆ̬آƛ��Ŵ৩যĀٚ׀་ࣧąŀƜĀƶƶǚ
ǚuuȮƯɁֹՂĀюʇŠƯᅟʅȗ��ėͫĀЙ᪳uuਯȺҲīĂ͎
ĀĄ��ŴĂˢ̲؆ĢŹĄ�“ăȶđĀ”뺯ȆƔĆģĸǆąŴکǰၿǄŏ͵
ᨠ뺯……ǰٗĘŴĀŀƜ˄ăɏĉĶĞճīŦƟ୨ăĻӍ뺯ĆĀƫٴԍ
źāą̛ėāŘǡǨăƢƆĀՍƀЏŦᑖ͎ĀԨĂǚ뺯

Mary-Ann Ridgway, former Brockwood student  
and former head of Inwoods Small School at Brockwood

Mary-Ann Ridgway, ǡҘ໘Ս༭؞Ɠŀ��ǡҘ໘Ս༭؞
Inwoods�ŇƓҁҁǥ



Your book, besides its exquisite photographs, gives the reader some wonderful 
glimpses into a side of Krishnamurti that we do not know merely from reading 
his books, or watching video-recordings of his talks. Those of us who only knew 
him primarily that way (I only heard him speak once in the Oak Grove) are 
enriched by biographies and memoirs such as yours. I especially like K’s quali-
ties of naturalness, passion, and humor, which come through so vividly in your 
account. Having said that, for me the strongest feature is that your book, while 
clearly full of warmth, admiration, and genuine love, is not marred by sentimen-
tality and hero-worship. Too often, material written by those close to a great 
person reveals a fascination with the teacher, rather than with their teachings. 
They reveal being drawn to the flame, rather than to that which the flame illu-
minates. By contrast, your writing and photography point us to ourselves and 
the world, and each anecdote has K’s teachings intrinsically embedded within 
it. This successfully undercuts the book’s capacity to contribute to the develop-
ment of a cult of personality (such an easy pitfall), and opens up the reader (via 
the personal, because that is essential) to that which transcends any person or  
personality.

ĆĀΒפ��ą̉ſĀ̆Ǧʌ��ģźփ͠Ĉ˶ʠߔėՍƀЏŦᑖ͎ăħĉǨٺƢĀ
Ăǚ��ƦّّʙĿ୯փŴĀΒཌྷͱҍğŴϭƸĀԍɏĄƄʒą̛ėĕȏĀ뺯ϿĠ
ŘŦȏƶКˈਝėŴĀĉ�
āǕĉŮćዲڄ࠲�Oak Grove ȴĿŴĀĂơϭƸ��ϔ
ĩ࣬ՎณƧĆϷĀĕǕƫٴԍŠȺŴ̙ʥǟȞĎֲࡓ˸Դ뺯ā̖ȍॅ॓ĆŢՍ
ȡϜġĀĐƔ뺮ɶŰŠ௨չĕȏȞΙĀۅ��ϷīƧˤŀƛࡸŬ뺯ˤʌćāğ
Ď��ĆĀΒŖȧĩĻۣĀĂžĄ��ؓƔϹƀǄǎġߋຯŏĂوܕȹ뺮ᝄೲƥŰŠ
ŬᇨĀı��Ț˂ŊĈĿœᢃઍͱ͠Ӆॾ௵߯Ā൏਼뺯ŉĠĴȊ��Ŧȏȉୀĉȱͷ
Ӂ��ƦăĄŢȺ͵রĀጴጴŘ̂뺯ƧОĀĉǨϷĀǊϹϰϰȪƍŜŢƳ̅Āݧ
ˤȪǆŴĶĝĄƻΖᏛǨڇۃ��ƦăĄΖᏛǨ̆бĀʁɞ뺯ȠȤƥĪ��ĆĀϭۅ
Šު̊ǟȞקȝāĶϱˋąāĶĢǻŘӍĕċșʆ��ƦƲĂьợƂǕǻĝጠߒŏ
ՍĀ͵ᨠ뺯ƧˤĂĎ��ăّ̹ǕΒыǘҔɍċĉ௵߯ĕĂౢᓔ��ƦؼʙĿŢŴǕ
ĉĀۅ�
ȂħŦĄψȱȶđĀ��źփ͠ĈƯĜਝӍėŦɸɿċĉͱċĉȞΙĀ
ؗʆ뺯

Dr. Hillary Rodrigues, professor of Religious Studies
at the University of Lethbridge in Canada

and author of the book Krishnamurti’s Insight

Hillary Rodrigues űՂ��Ȁ΄ę�Lethbridge ęƓඐ͵ތࠕ͵౷��
��ՍƀЏŦᑖ͎ĀೄȒ��(Krishnamurti’s Insight) ĂΒĀǟ͠



Reading The Beauty of the Mountain gives me a strong feeling of the warmth 
and affection of Krishnamurti with all the urgency of change needed in the way 
one is living. … Thank you once again for bringing out the book, one of the most 
elegant gifts to introduce Krishnamurti and kindle enquiry in readers.

୯փ��Ƭͫƥſ���źāͣͣŞƗɩėՍƀЏŦᑖ͎ǻĘ̙ĀŦΎɶࡄȉƤı��
ŘӍĉĀŀƜƶК̀đĈǨȻொĀӷ௬Ɨ뺯……ǞơƗ̳ĆᙕϷąĕƟĂǕ
Β��̋ĄॏՍƀЏŦᑖ͎Šžยփ͠ɘĂϳ੦ތĀŖџݔĀᇌഉƥĂ뺯

Murali N. Sambasankaran
Krishnamurti Study Centre, Valley School, Bangalore

Murali N. Sambasankaran, ՍƀЏŦᑖ͎ƓІġķ,
ʞǘߪʇΊȀٕࡘĀ�“ͫୌƓҁ” (Valley School)
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Including the following quotations from Krishnamurti:

‘Shall I talk about your teachings?’
‘Brockwood Today and in the Future’

‘The Intent of the Schools’
‘The setting sun had transformed everything’

‘Relationship with nature’
‘Indifference and understanding’
‘An idea put together by thought’

‘Education for the very young’
‘An extraordinary space in the mind’

‘It is our earth, not yours or mine’
‘The Core of K’s Teaching’

‘The Study Centres’
‘Krishnamurti’s Notebook – A Book Review’

‘The conditioning of man’



ǕΒ̞ߒŗĪՍƀЏŦᑖ͎Āǀ۬ГԌ��

“āĨٟΡǷĀ͵֢Ǿ?”
“Ҙ໘Ս༭؞�(Brockwood) ĀƎĐŠλĎ”

“ՍᅽƓҁĀඐቍ”
“ɞĪĀඃіϐȻąоˀ”

“ĉȉĢƔĀȱͶ”
“क़Ɣ̎ƥȉȗ̚”

“ΥĞǨ̑ҜĀકЯ”
“ˎ͎ĴͳĀ͵ء”
“ķġοࢢĀˬǎ”

“ŞЍăĄĆĀͱāĀ��̋ĄāĶęŝĀ”
“Սᅽ͵ᨠĀबķ”

“ՍᅽƓІġķ”
“ħ��ՍƀЏŦᑖ͎ݓʥ��ǨǟĀΒӇ”

“ĉĀٲՃ”
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 I   would like to thank Krishnamurti Foundation Trust Ltd and 
Krishnamurti Foundation of America for permission to publish mate-

rial by and about Krishnamurti. 

āđƗ̳ՍƀЏŦᑖ͎Ʊ̇ĜŠՍƀЏŦᑖ͎ſṤ
Ĝ��ǁύŴĶĀϿ��āƷīŘŜ̈ՍƀЏŦᑖ͎ǕĉĀˌœѺ
նŠȱǘŴĀĂȏтƂ뺯

An earlier version of the chapter Last Journeys to India was writ-
ten as a contribution to Mary Lutyens’s book The Open Door. It also 
appeared in Evelyne Blau’s Krishnamurti: 100 Years. 

“ŖŶĀߪʇƥӄ” ĕĂˇΆĀɋʿ̈ǕĄħ�Mary Lutyens 
Ā��ũĀęɠ��(The Open Door) ĂΒǨϷĀ뺯̋ģŜƍćą
Evelyne Blau Ā��ՍƀЏŦᑖ͎ԡ̙��(Krishnamurti: 100 Years) Ă
Βġ뺯

Many friends helped in numerous ways with this labour of love 
and I thank them all. I am particularly grateful to the following for 
their input and assistance. Michael Krohnen, who translated most 
of the original German manuscript into English and who, because of 
his long acquaintance with Krishnamurti, was very helpful in working 
out ideas for the book. The late Mary Cadogan and the late Mary 
Lutyens. Nick Short, who edited the first edition; Claudia Herr, who 
edited subsequent editions; and Jürgen Brandt, who liaised with the 
designer and printers over successive editions. 

A CK N OW L E D G E M E N T S
ํ̳



5ġĩĬĭĵĪģĢĥģīģĬĲı xv

ᙕϷǕΒĄāύᅇɶıĀƂ��ʿǎŉĠȷƤŘͨƞƶКˋā
ąъՎ��ćˤāđƗ̳ŴĶǨĈĉ뺯āńđ̖ȍƗ̳ŘĪࣂ͎
ĕȏȷƤĀޚŜȉъՎ뺯Ɨ̳�Michael Krohnen��ŴȝęˌœĀ
ʅ̈؞ГƋྕջཥŪąӅǊ��˄ؼύǘŴŠՍƀЏŦᑖ͎ȠԺ
Ͽ΅��тƦħǕΒ͎ࣂąŉĠĈॼĀĞʒ뺯Ɨ̳ǢтĀ�Mary�
Cadogan ŠǢтĀ�Mary Lutyens뺯Ɨ̳�Nick Short��Ŵৠ٧ąǕ
ΒĀǉĂ̈��Ɨ̳�Claudia Herr��Ȭৠ٧ąǕΒĀŶφ̈Ǖ��ńđ
Ɨ̳�Jürgen Brandt��ŴħǕΒĀͨċ̈ǕȠҬԓͷą̕ḃѳʹ
̅Šݨߪԅ뺯

A note on the Chinese-language translation: Zhou Hao and Sue 
kindly took on the initial translation work, which was later revised and 
updated by Lujing Sydenham, incorporating the new English  editions.

ġǊཥǕĄύ̡৾Š�Sue ੬ƺȥŪྕحջཥ��ƔŶǞύ�
Lujing Sydenham ȥŪջཥඩҁŠʭ̗Ƒĥ��ȆǡཥǕ་ࣧąӅ
ǊʅōĀŖĥ̈Ǖ뺯̖ˤَŘāŖŬࡄĀƗ̳뻔
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 This book came about because Krishnamurti asked the people who 
were working with him, the trustees for example, if we could con-

vey the perfume of what it was like to be around him. At the same time, 
he didn’t want us to be occupied with his personality but rather to 
use our energy to find out about ourselves. There are also comments 
and quotations by Krishnamurti included here that are not generally 
found elsewhere, in particular ‘Brockwood Today and in the Future’ 
and ‘The Intent of the Schools’, two statements that made me want 
to support this radical kind of education. They may be interesting and 
perhaps helpful for readers, and to collect them in a book was another 
incentive for me to write.

ǕΒƥǨŘĩѿǚș��ĄȂħՍƀЏŦᑖ͎ӊǁɝĿŦȏȉŴ
դƂĀĉ��ȤƧŴɝ̇ĜĀȗƂĶ��ĩ̙ۚУŜŀƜćŴ̡
ĄĂƞəƟĀဓญ뺯ȉˤǜĴ��Ŵ˄ăЏʬāĶĂˢȱͩǘŴ
ĀĉϜଁƺ��ƦĄźāĶƛůĢǻĀĩʔĎ੦ތāĶĢŹ뺯Ǖ
Βń̞ߒąĂȏʙ˩ćȍ̎ȧīĂȒĀՍĀӇΡŠГԍ��̖ȍ
Ą�“Ҙ໘Ս༭؞ĀƎĐŠλĎ” Š�“ՍᅾƓҁĀඐቍ”��ȢĄĕƪ
ձ̲ǆਇ̹āĞđж̰ĕƞԵ໑వȡĀ͵آ뺯ĕȏձˇŢփ
͠ƦҶͱϿĜĄĈٚŠĈǨᵡॼĀ��ƦЏʬȝ̋ĶђʸėĂǕ
Βġ��ģĄāϷΒĀԨĂċƛƺ뺯

A friend once asked me what had touched me most about the teach-
ings. After some reflection I realized it was something Krishnamurti had 
said during a public talk and also in one of the discussions with David 
Bohm1 included in The Ending of Time. It was: Love has no cause. When 

D E A R R E A D E R

ٍփ͠
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people now ask me what Krishnamurti was like as a person, my first 
reply is that he was full of love and affection. It is clear to me that he lived 
what he was talking about. He was incredibly attentive and considerate 
and of course radically insightful. But I’m wary of reducing it, which is 
why I am including here virtually everything I remember – so one can 
get a general impression without (hopefully) my circumscribing it. 

ĂʞȷƤӊǁɝā��ՍĀ͵ᨠġŖਝƛāĀĄƇĭ뺯āࢅժ
ĞąĂĪ��şƍŦĄՍćĂơȔũϭƸġĸĿĀḀ̆Ƹ��ĕ̥Ƹ
ģŜƍćՍȉ�David Bohm1 ĀĂơΡġ��˄ʵԍć��ɸɿĴ

View of the Rübli, 
Videmanette, in 
Rougemont, Switzerland

Rübli ډɧʾ,�
Videmanette ͫ��Ѹުǘ
วՂ�Rougemont

1 David Bohm was one of the most significant theoretical physicists of the 
20th century. He was strongly interested in philosophy and neuropsychol-
ogy, and had many recorded dialogues with Krishnamurti. In 1968 he 
became a founding trustee of Krishnamurti Foundation Trust Ltd (KFT) and 
Brockwood Park School in England. He died in 1992.

1 David Bohm Ą�20 ș݁ŖȶđĀȗΡˀȗƓŝƥĂ뺯ŴŢ࿐ƓȘ̌ǁķ
ȗƓĈŏ৩যĀٚ׀��˄ȉՍƀЏŦᑖ͎ɘǄąĠơŢƸ��ǁύԍ̝̑
Ԫ뺯1968 ŭ��ŴŪħՍƀЏŦᑖ͎Ʊ̇Ĝ�(KFT)�ŘӍӅŚҘ໘Ս༭؞
ȔԽƓҁ�(Brockwood Park School)�ĀՇ˨ȗƂ뺯Ŵǘ�1992 ŭņș뺯
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˭��(The Ending of Time)�Ă�Βġ뺯ŦďĄ��ıĄŊĈʅȂĀ뺯
ƍćȆĉĶɝā��ՍƀЏŦᑖ͎ĄəƟĀĂċĉ��āϘϵĜĸŴ
֦͟ąıȉȱؙ뺯ĈĂžŢāĎĸĄឧၱٝࡢĀ��ŴćၿǄŏ
ĢŹĀ͵ᨠ뺯ŴĈŏۍĉȧŘٝƱĀͩǋƺ��ʈœɆର̡Ā
ĉ��ȆƔą��ńĈŏדĉĀೄƺ뺯ćǕΒġāҤĻĩŇķŞॺ
ы݀��ħˤāǴٯ་ࣧąĢŹʥīĀǨĈƂŰ��ύˤփ͠ϔĻ
ŘȌīĂċɽɆĀߪճ��ǜĴăĜƻāĀۅǨٲՄ��ψɺāЏ
ʬƧˤ뺯

The following excerpt from the book Questions and Answers led 
to the title The Beauty of the Mountain. It begins with a question that 
I could see myself asking Krishnamurti.

ŗĪĀำԌĎĢǘ��ɝȉ٫��(Questions and Answers) ĂΒ��
ȢĄĔьŢƸڇśąǕΒĀԶʚ��Ƭͪƥſ��(The Beauty of the 
Mountain)뼶ĔьŢƸĄȮĂċɝʚũ˧Ā��āĨĞȒĢŹģě
ɝՍƀЏŦᑖ͎ǜƟĀɝʚ뼶

Shall I talk about your teachings?
āĩٟΡǷĀ͵֢Ǿ!�

QUESTION:  I have understood the things we have talked over during 
these meetings, even if only intellectually. I feel they are true in a deep 
sense. Now when I go back to my country shall I talk about your teach-
ings with friends? Or since I am still a fragmented human being will 
I only produce more confusion and mischief by talking about them?

ɝʚ��āǢǁư̑ąĕǴơĜǚġāĶǨΡĀʭ̗��ҤϯŦĻ
ĩŮĄĂƞғƺĘĀư̑뺯āƴīȮͣڝĀǋػĘĎϭ��̋Ķ



ĄȢکĀ뺯Ŧĭ��ȆāƫėĢŹĀŚŝĴ��āĩŠȷƤĶٟΡǷ
Ā͵֢Ǿ!�ńĄĸ��ύǘāঞĄĂċжͼߌۂĀĉ��ȂˤٟΡ
ĕȏŮĜɭĎƑĠĀஂܒŠ߭Ҵ!�

KRISHNAMURTI : All the religious preachings of the priests, the 
gurus, are promulgated by fragmented human beings. Though they 
say, “We are high up,” they are still fragmented human beings. And 
the questioner says: I have understood what you have said some-
what, partially, not completely; I am not a transformed human being. 
I understand, and I want to tell others what I have understood. I do 
not say I have understood the whole, I have understood a part. I 
know it is fragmented, I know it is not complete, I am not interpreting 
the teachings, I am just informing you what I have understood. Well, 
what is wrong with that? But if you say: “I have grasped the whole 
completely and I am telling you” then you become an authority, the 
interpreter; such a person is a danger, he corrupts other  people. But 
if I have seen something which is true I am not deceived by it; it is 
true and in that there is a certain affection, love, compassion; I feel 
that very strongly – then naturally I can not help but go out to others; 
it would be silly to say I will not. But I warn my friends, I say, “Look, 
be careful, do not put me on a pedestal.” The speaker is not on a 
pedestal. This pedestal, this platform, is only for convenience; it does 
not give him any authority whatsoever. But as the world is, human 
beings are tied to something or other – to a belief, to a person, to an 
idea, to an illusion, to a dogma – so they are corrupt; and the corrupt 
speak and we, being also somewhat corrupt, join the crowd.

ՍƀЏŦᑖ͎��ǨĈᆑ̅ŠֿംĀඐ͵ҘƆ��ĝĄύжͼۂ
Ā뺯ؓƔŴĶĸ��“āĶĀؗʆŉƬ”��ȚŴĶږݷĀĉĎ̙߰ߌ
ঞĄжͼߌۂĀĉ뺯Ʀĕʞ͎ɝ͠ĸ��āĠĠɺɺǆɃąĆ
ǨĸĀʁɞ��ȚŮĄˌœư̑��ŊĈƽˌư̑��ā˄ăĄĂċ��
“ʽȻąĀĉ”뺯āǆɃąĂȏʁɞ��āĞȝĕȏʁɞг׳ȍ
ĉ뺯ā˄ŊĈĸāư̑ąƽˌ��āŮư̑ąĂˌœ뺯āƢƆĕ

8ģğİ�FģğĢģİ xix
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ƞư̑ĄǦǚĀ��āƢƆ̋ĄăȥђĀ��ā˄ŊĈćቈࣹĕȏ͵
֢��āŮĄȝāǨư̑Āʁɞ̙УƈĆ뺯ĕƟĀƸ��ĈƇĭăŢ
Ǿ!�ȠѢƧưĆĸ��“āǢǁȥƽư̑ąǨĈĀʁɞ��ƍćāđ
Ďг׳Ćą”��Ŧĭ��ĆďŪąĂċࠜܨ��Ăċቈࣹ͠��ĕƟĀĉ
Ą߭ٛĀ��ŴĜઈ͔ȺŴĉ뺯ƔƦ��ƧưāğėąԚȏŬǰĀʁ
ɞ��ā˄ŊĈğǸ��̋ĄŬǰĀ��ĕȺġďĈĂǭĀȱؙ��Ĉıȉ
�ٱྂ�āπ˩˓ݰŞƗɩėą̋��ǘĄŉĢƔĀ��āĜŰăĢ
Şņˣȍĉœǃޓ��ƷĜĸ�“āăĜņœǃ”뺯ȚĄāĜгᛎ
āĀȷƤ��āĜĸ��“ͩǋษ��ĆĶđŇķ��ăđȝāഎĘƬх뺯” 
ϭƸ͠�
ཥͩ��ՍĈĴĜĕƟ؆تĢŹ��˄ŊĈАćƬхĘ뺯ĕ
ċϭ뺮ĕċϭхŮĄħąϭƸƶϔƦѳٝĀ��̋˄ăĩᄭୟ
ϭƸ̜͠Āࠜܨ뺯ȚĄďĕċșʆĀƍޕĎϭ��ĉĶɽĄ֙
ઐǘĕƟŦƟĀʁɞ��֙ઐǘԚƞƱృ뺮Ԛċĉ��֙ઐǘԚƞȗ
Я뺮ߦĞŠ͵ʳ��ǘĄŴĶϔઈ͔ą��Ŧȏઈ͔ĀĉşȪϭƸ��
ƦāĶ��ĕȏǜƟĈžઈ͔ĀĉϔȀɍąŴĶĀӿ༭뺯

Seeing the beauty of these hills, the river, the extraordinary tran-
quility of a fresh morning, the shape of the mountains, the valleys, the 
shadows, how everything is in proportion, seeing all that, will you not 
write to your friend, saying, “Come over here, look at this”? You are not 
concerned about yourself but only about the beauty of the mountain.

ĆğėąĕȏͫᏤȉޖȹĀſЊ��ʓࡇŦπࢢƛĉĀݶи��
ŘӍͫ᥋뺮ͫୌŠঋ̊Āھᔊ��ĕĂО̎ǘƧˤȥſĀŠ༲ƥ
ġ��ȆĆğėĕȏ��ĆȧƆăĜϷƱƈĆĀȷƤĸ��“Ũėĕƀ
Ď��ğğĕĂОť”!�ˤĴ��ĆȱķĀăǞĄĆĢŹ��ƦŮĈŦƬ
ͫƥſ뺯

Questions and Answers, pp. 63–64
3rd question & answer meeting, Saanen, July 1980

© 1982 Krishnamurti Foundation Trust Ltd

˞Ģ��ɝȉ٫��(Questions and Answers)��ѮΟ��63– 64
1980 ŭ7ʃ��ଔĩǉƁơȔũɝ٫Ĝ

© 1982 ՍƀЏŦᑖ͎Ʊ̇Ĝ
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In these recollections I would like to share with my friends, and 
whoever else may be interested, the beauty of the mountain.

ƫܷϰƂ��āĞđƙĀ��ďĄŠāĀȷƤĶŘӍǨĈĻĩŢ
ˤƗٚ׀Āĉ��œǃŦƬͫƥſ뺯

Friedrich Grohe,  
Rougemont, Switzerland

Friedrich Grohe�
ǟ͠��
ϷǘวՂ�Rougemont
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 Over a period of more than seventy years Krishnamurti (K) gave 
thousands of public talks and discussions in many countries, but 

he never spoke a word too many. He was a genius of observation and 
of first-hand investigation into human consciousness. His speech was 
precise and clear and his appearance slim and well cared for. He was 
rather reserved, or, as he  sometimes remarked, somewhat shy. Yet he 
would give his whole attention to whoever addressed him, taking an 
interest in all aspects and details. His love of life meant that anyone 
could approach him.

ćɸĿւʈŭĀĴǎƀ��ՍƀЏŦᑖ͎�
Ս��ćĠċŚŝɘǄą
̾ԮɁĀȔũϭƸŠΡ��ȚŴȮĎăĸĠĀƸ뺯ŴԵĈҍ
ĀĐᄭ��ĩѿˢˈ੦ތĉĀǋԺ뺯ՍĀϭƸ̉ѤƦʓྤ��Ŵ
ʌ֜ຮժէǥ��˄ؼīėąિķǙȗ뺯ŴĄĂċȠȆߒᆵĀĉ��
ͱ͠ďɏŴĈĴǨĸĀŦƟ��ŴĈžžҴ೦뺯ƔƦ��ŴĜƽ̦ᆉ
ͩǘƲĂċŠŴٟƸĀĉ��ŢǨٟėĀƶƶǚǚŠժΆĝჍĈ
뺯ŴŢŀЄĀɶı̹ī̜ĉĝĻŘˈ˦Ŵ뺯ٚ׀

From 1983, when I first made K’s acquaintance, I was in reg-
ular contact with him, accompanying him on many of his walks 
and travelling with him on his last journey to India; we would meet 
at Brockwood Park in England, Saanen in Switzerland, and Ojai 
in California. At Brockwood he arranged for me to have a room 
in the west wing, that part of the school complex where, since 
Brockwood’s founding in 1969, he himself lived for three to four 
months each year.

I N T RO D U C T I O N

Ҷڇ
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āǘ�1983 ŭحơʪԺՍ��ĢŦŘŶ��āȉŴǁ˩ˈਝ��āӊ
ĠơŠŴĂőݷϳ��˄ڈؼŴɘǄąŴŖŶĂơĀߪʇƥӄ��ć
ӅŚ��āĶĜćҘ໘Ս༭؞ȔԽ�(Brockwood Park) Ĝǚ��ćว
Ղ��āĶĜćଔĩ�(Saanen) ५ǚ��ćȀϙ˟ۈڲ��āĶקć߇ᬤ�
(Ojai)�५Ǽ뺯ŴćҘ໘Ս༭؞ħāȫ͂ąɞاĀĂċӮǎ��ɞ
ŭӚҁŘĎ��Ս �1969؞ĄƓҁෞʸ֞ĀĂˌœ��ĢҘ໘Ս༭ا
ƲŭĝĜćŦƀաʐƁė˗ċʃ뺯

K had been working during the first half of the 1980s to establish 
an adult study centre at Brockwood. He made a statement in 1983 
titled ‘Brockwood Today and in the Future’, about the significance 
of Brockwood and the role of KFT in caring for it. In 1984 Mary 
Cadogan2 gave me a copy of the statement. In my eyes Brockwood 
was, and still is, a central part of K’s legacy, and so, being further 
moved by what he had said, I offered to help with the study centre’s 
funding. This allowed KFT to proceed with the project. K later told 
me, Never give your capital away; to which I replied, “Some has gone, 
but there is enough left to live on.”

1980 ŭͳĘ࣭ͤ,�ՍĂˢَƺǘćҘ໘Ս༭؞ӚӐĂċŪĉ
ƓІġķ뺯Ŵć�1983 ŭşȪąĂΎ̲ǆ,�ǩħ�“Ҙ໘Ս༭؞Ā
ƎĐŠλĎ”,�ϭۅąҘ໘Ս༭؞ԪćĀǋػ��ŘӍՍƀЏŦᑖ

2 Mary Cadogan had been working for the BBC when, in 1958, she began her 
long association with K. She authored several books and in 2009 received an 
Honorary Doctor of Letters from Lancaster University, in part for her work with 
K. She was a KFT trustee from the beginning and until her death in 2014 at the 
age of 86. 

2 Mary Cadogan ĂˢħӅŚЙږȔѣ�BBC�ʕǟ��Ģ�1958 ŭő��ȬȉՍӚӐą
ǥ΅ĀƤഇŠԓͷ뺯ȬᙕϷĿČǴǕΒ��˄ǘ�2009 ŭȌīӅŚ�Lancaster ę
ƓĀદ່ǊƓűՂƓʞ��ˌœĄħąȪᄏȬħՍǨƙĀʕǟ뺯ȬĢՍƀЏŦᑖ
͎Ʊ̇Ĝ�(KFT)�ՇӐƥ̣حħȗƂ��ˢψ�2014 ŭධș��ǃŭ�86 ξ뺯
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Trees in bloom, with the water tower behind them, at Brockwood Park
ɓࣸǽĀ࠲�,࠲ĀӺŶĄǌୁ,�ѸުǘҘ໘Ս༭؞ȔԽ
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͎Ʊ̇Ĝ�(KFT) ć̆ğҘ໘Ս༭؞ĀĿԙġǨಱӲĀԴ
ɡ뺯1984 ŭ,�Mary Cadogan2 ƈąāĂΎĕċ̲ǆĀࣟǕ뺯ć
āğĎ��Ҙ໘Ս༭؞ƓҁӊǁĄ��˄ؼƎĐঞĄՍңƈŶĉɲ
�Āभķˌœֲۣ�Ȃˤ��ćƻՍĀƸГƑͣŞǙƛƥŶ��ā͎
ŜđՎĕċƓІġķ뺯āĀՎź-(6īŘȝĕċֻϝҬφ
ɘǄĪņ뺯ՍƥŶг׳āĸ��“к˰ăđǳĆĀ̮ɃɃ̐Ŝņ뺯” 
Ţˤāƫ٫Ɔ��“ĂˌœǢǁ̐Ǉą��ȚĪĀӖѿĻŘҬφŀ
Ɯ뺯”

K was involved in choosing the site, the architect and some of the 
materials to be used. Of greatest importance, he made several state-
ments about the intention of the place, what should happen there 
and its atmosphere. Among other things, he said: You must plan fifty 
years ahead. One of the most remarkable statements on this subject 
appears as Appendix 2 on pg. 172.

ՍϩȉąƓІġķĀ˞ɨ뺮Ӛ౩ѳʹ��ŘӍĂȏӚ౩ࠒնĀ
˞Պ뺯ŖħȶđĀĄ��ŴşȪąǴΎ̲ǆ��ϭۅąĕċŞƶĀඐ
ቍ��ĕƀˆĈĀƜƛŠˆĈĀ༃뺯ˤʌ��ŴĄĕƟĸĀ��ĆĶ
Āʹۗκ݉đɸǡͅʈŭ뺯Ĉȱĕċǂʚ��ŴŖ̉ӴĀॄۅƥ
ĂďćǕΒ�172 ѮĀઐԍ�2 ġ뺯

Around twenty architects submitted sketches and other work 
for the project, and six were felt to be outstanding. Eventually Keith 
Critchlow was chosen, a professor of sacred architecture and sacred 
geometry at the Royal College of Art in London. He gave a talk at 
Brockwood, which both K and I attended. I felt it was quite abstract 
and mentioned to K that I hadn’t understood much of it. He admitted 
the same but added that he felt Critchlow was trying to find the root 
of architecture.

ęיĈȕʈʞӚ౩̅ιąӚ౩ʏŠȱǘĕċֻϝĀȺ
Ŵʏࡹ��āĶƴīȺġĈԣʞӚ౩̅ĝƙīŉŜɡ뺯Ŗͥ��
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Keith�Critchlow Āѳʹƻ˞ġ��ŴĄŝۨƓԻඐ͵Ӛ౩
ƓȘ̌Ǵ̜ƓĀ͵౷뺯ŴćҘ໘Ս༭؞şȪąĂơӲϭ��Ս
ŠāĝϩȀą뺯āƴīŴӲϭĀʭ̗π˩։ճ��ǘĄŢՍĸ��ā
ăƖư̑ĕʞ͵౷ĀƸ뺯ՍܺΞŴĢŹģăƖǆɃ��ȚŴ֦ۙ
ąĂž��Ŵƴī�Critchlow Ȣć৭ɈߜˣӚ౩ƓĀ۷Ǽ뺯

Construction began a few months after K’s death and was com-
pleted at the end of 1987. K hadn’t much liked the term ‘adult study 
centre’, expecting a better name could be found. In the end, it was 
left as simply ‘study centre’ (officially, The Krishnamurti Centre, 
Brockwood Park; more casually, the Centre).

Ӛ౩ȢКƛʕĄćՍņșǴċʃƥŶ��˄ǘ�1987�ŭЫȥ
ʕ뺯Ս˄ăʈœ͟ǋ�“ŪĉƓІġķ” ĕċͰʒ��ŴЏʬĩѿˣ
ėĂċƑʸҒĀǩϹ뺯Ŗͥ��̋ƻҺ˱ŞЄǩħ�“ƓІġķ”��

ЋƶĀ؆تĄҘ໘Ս༭؞ȔԽĀ�“ՍƀЏŦᑖ͎ġķ”��ƑħΏ
ǋĀͰʒקĄ�“ġķ”�뺯

In some ways, ‘Brockwood Today and in the Future’ applies to all 
of the Foundations in caring for the activities in their trust.

ćԚƞԙʇĘ��“Ҙ໘Ս༭؞ĀƎĐŠλĎ” ĕΎ̲ǆҒůǘ
ǨĈĀՍᅾ̇Ĝ��ĻŘ̆ˤĎܷɩȮƂĀֻͨƜƛ뺯

Brockwood Today and in the Future
Ҙ໘Ս༭؞ĀƎĐŠλĎ

For fourteen years Brockwood has been a school. It began with many 
difficulties, lack of money and so on, and we all helped to build it 
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up to its present condition. There have been gatherings every year, 
seminars and all the activities of audio and video recording. We have 
reached a point now not only to take stock of what we are doing, 
but also to make Brockwood much more than a school. It is the only 
centre in Europe representing the Teachings, which are essentially 
religious. Though we have met in Saanen for the last twenty-two years 
for a month or more, Brockwood is the place where K spends much 
more time and energy. The school has a very good reputation and 
Mrs. Dorothy Simmons has put her great energy, her  passion, behind 
it. We have all helped to bring the school about in spite of great dif-
ficulties, both financial and psychological.

Ҙ໘Ս༭؞ƓҁŪӐĈʈ˗ŭą뺯̋ǔũѩĀĴȊ��қėąŉ
Ġܒȧ��݀ఆѺ̇ǅǅ��ƦāĶĝħƥᅎଣąƺʔ��ȝ̋ӚѳŪ
ąƎĐĀ٣ܪ뺯ƲŭāĶĝćĕƀࣙĜ��ũࠕĜǅͨƜ
ƛ��˄ؼɘǄԍ͡Šԍɏ뺯ƍć��āĶǢǁėąĂċΆ߹ɕĘ��
āĶăّđȶĥӇଦāĶȢćƙĀƂŰ��ǜĴģđźҘ໘Ս༭
िͳȪՍᅾ͵ᨠ߇Ȼī˰˰ăٜĄĂǨƓҁƦǢ뺯̋Ąђċ؞
ĀީĂġķ��Ʀĕȏ͵ᨠǕΙĘĄԵĈඐ͵̦̉Ā뺯ؓƔćĿ
ņĀȕʈȕŭƀ��āĶƲŭģĜćଔĩ�
วՂ��Ȓǚ��ćŦƀα
ĘĂċʃͱƑǥĀĴǎ��ȚҘ໘Ս༭؞ĄՍΫɍąƑĠĴǎŠ
̉ƺĀŞƶ뺯ƓҁϝǡǃĈŉƬĀ່̲��Ʀ�Dorothy Simmons 

�ĉ܌ƓҁǉĂҁǥ��ćӺŶ੬ͩąȬ؏ęĀ̉ƺȉɶŰ뺯
Ҥϯ؈ĘŠķȗĘĝқėĿȶȶܒȧ��ȚāĶĝᅎଣąĂΎ
ƺʔ��ъՎӚӐőąĕǨƓҁ뺯

Now Brockwood must be much more than a school. It must be a 
centre for those who are deeply interested in the Teachings, a place 
where they can stay and study. In the very old days an ashrama – 
which means retreat – was a place where people came to gather 
their energies, to dwell and to explore deeper religious aspects of life. 
Modern places of this kind generally have some sort of leader, guru, 
abbot or patriarch who guides, interprets and dominates. Brockwood 
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must have no such leader or guru, for the Teachings themselves 
are the expression of that truth which serious people must find for 
themselves. Personal cult has no place in this. We must emphasize  
this fact.

ƧƎ,�Ҙ໘Ս༭؞κ݉˰˰ɸŜ�“ŮĄĂǨƓҁ” ĀٲՄ뺯̋
κ݉ŪħŦȏŢ͵ᨠͣƗٚ׀ĀĉǨࣙמĀġķ�ĂċŴĶĻ
ŘćˤӕңŠƓІĀŞƶ뺯ֿĴȊĈ�“ashrama”,�ǋΥĄиէ
Ǩ,�ĉĶĎė�“ashrama”��ࣙמőŴĶĀĩʔ,�ņཹΥȉ੦अŀЄ
Ǩ̞ߒĀƑͣڝĀඐ͵ǋػ뺯ƔƦ��ĕĂɁǨėąƍͳŘŶ,�
ʙ˩ĝĜĈԚċʠচ뺮ֿം뺮Իǥͱ͠ʻƳ,ޡݸ�ϱஔ뺮ቈࣹ
Šϯᛛ뺯Ҙ໘Ս༭؞ӗăĩĈĕƟĀʠচͱֿം��Ȃħ͵ᨠǕ
ạ̊́ĄŬȗĀȪУ��ΞŬĀĉĶκ݉ĢŹņşƍŬȗ뺯ċĉ௵
߯ćĕƀŊĈ̜ӐӖƥŞ뺯āĶκ݉˓ЬĕĂž뺯

Most unfortunately our brains are so conditioned and limited by 
culture, tradition and education that our energies are im-prisoned. 
We fall into comforting and accustomed grooves and so become 
psychologically ineffective. To counter this we expend our energies 
in material concerns and self-centred activities. Brockwood must not 
yield to this well-worn tradition. Brockwood is a place for learning, 
for learning the art of questioning, the art of exploring. It is a place 
which must demand the awakening of that intelligence which comes 
with compassion and love.

ƔƦŉă˶ĀĄ��āĶĀęќĄƧˤߙȶŞƻǊ͔뺮̙ՖŠ
��ŘَǘāĶĀĩʔƻᣩą뺯āĶౢɍąיՄŠٲǨآ͵
Ƅƺ뺯ħąŢࠃݛȡĀ⋶ẚ��ȂˤāĶćķȗĘȻīڤҒŠٵ
ˀΙ̂ڦƄƺ��āĶȝĢŹĀ̉ƺɓ͗ćࠃݛķȗĘĀĕƞ߂
ŠĢāġķĀƜƛĘ뺯Ҙ໘Ս༭؞ӗăĩାȮǘĕƞॄઈĀ̙
Ֆ뺯Ҙ໘Ս༭؞ĄĂċƓІĀŞƶ��ƓІ͎ɝĀۨ뺮੦अĀ
뺯ĕċŞƶκ݉ŢғĀƴ՝ጴጴŘ̂��ƦĕƞғĄۨ
ΏŏྂٱȉıƦĎĀ뺯



It must not become an exclusive community. Generally, a commu-
nity implies something separate, sectarian and enclosed for idealistic 
and utopian purposes. Brockwood must be a place of integrity, deep 
honesty and the awakening of intelligence in the midst of the confu-
sion, conflict and destruction that is taking place in the world. And 
this in no way depends on any person or group of people, but on 
the awareness, attention and affection of the people who are there. 
All this depends on the people who live at Brockwood and on the 
Trustees of the Krishnamurti Foundation. It is their responsibility to 
bring this about.

ĕƀӗăĩȻŪĂċݠӐ͂ʌĀףҡ뺯ʙ˩Ďĸ��“ףҡ” ď
ǋŏԚċœͼĀ뺮͒ǘԚ͵৬Ā뺮ĀŞƶ��ħą̂ڦĂ
ȏȗĞǂػŠଈᅨĀʁɞ뺯ćĕċ֦͟ąஂܒ뺮ڮӏŠଏஒ
ĀșʆĘ��Ҙ໘Ս༭؞κ݉ŪħĂċȢˢ뺮ȥƽࡄǰŠғƴ
՝ĀŞƶ뺯ƦĕĂО˄ăȿјǘ̜ċĉͱ̜֣Ɇ��ƦĄȿ
јǘŦƀĀĉǨԵĈĀƴ뺮ȱͩŠı뺯ĕĂОĝȿјǘŦȏ
ŀƜćҘ໘Ս༭؞Āĉ��ŘӍՍƀЏŦᑖ͎̇ĜĀȗƂ뺯Ŵ
ĶĀޡܡďĄņǰƍĕĂО뺯

So each one must contribute. This applies not only to Brockwood 
but to all the other Krishnamurti Foundations. It seems to me that one 
may be losing sight of all this, becoming engrossed in various demand-
ing activities, caught up in particular disciplines, so that one has nei-
ther time nor leisure to be deeply concerned with the Teachings. If 
that concern does not exist, the Foundations have no significance 
at all. One can talk endlessly about what the Teachings are, explain, 
interpret, compare and evaluate, but all this becomes very superficial 
and really meaningless if one is not actually living them.

ǨŘƲĂċĉĝκ݉ᅎଣŜĂΎƺʔ뺯ĕăّҒůǘҘ໘
Ս༭؞��ģҒůǘȺŴĀǨĈՍƀЏŦᑖ͎̇Ĝ뺯ćāğĎ��
āĶģϿĜकߔĕȏ��ʽƦǼǘͨƞ̦͗ࣄƺĀʕǟġ��ౢɍ

=ĬĲİĭĢĳġĲħĭĬ� xxix
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ͨƞ̖ǭĀ݁झġ��ၑψāĶޥŊĈĴǎģŊĈ܇ᐻĎͣɍŞ
ȱͩĕȏ͵ᨠ뺯ȚŊĈąĕƞȱͩ̇��Ĝģďȥƽ˫ņąǋ
뺯āĶĻŘᔋᔋăӗŞņٟΡĕȏ͵ᨠĄƇĭ��ņȀŘ̛ػ
ࣹ뺮ቈࣹ뺮ȤևŠӇ͍��ȚĕƟƙĄπ˩ٽঽƦؼƄǋػĀ��
ȂħāĶ˄ŊĈŬȢŞņၿǄ̋Ķ뺯

It will continue to be the responsibility of the Trustees to decide 
what form Brockwood should take in the future, but always Brockwood 
must be a place where integrity can flower. Brockwood is a beauti-
ful place with old magnificent trees surrounded by fields, meadows, 
groves and the quietness of countryside. It must always be kept that 
way, for beauty is integrity, goodness and truth.

ԅјǭҘ໘Ս༭؞λĎĀථƍ֜К��ĕȝĂˢĄ̇Ĝȗ
ƂĶĀޡ뺯ȚҘ໘Ս༭؞κ݉к˰ĄĂċȢˢƥɓཚǽĀŞ
ƶ뺯Ҙ໘Ս༭؞ĄĂċſЊĀŞƶ��ĈŉĠֿƳĀϩĐę࠲��˗
̡ց൳ŏॵ࢝뺮Ş뺮ڄ࠲ŠݶиĀ্ࣅ뺯āĶκ݉đź̋Ă
ˢ̝̰ĕċƟŔ��ȂħſďĄȢˢ뺮ړݙŠŬȗ뺯

J. Krishnamurti
© 1983 Krishnamurti Foundation Trust Ltd

J· ՍƀЏŦᑖ͎
© 1983�ՍƀЏŦᑖ͎Ʊ̇Ĝ
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 It was in 1980 that I first read a book by K: The Impossible Question, 
which I couldn’t put down. It was like a revelation. I realized only 

later that his books can’t be read as novels can. And it was the 
strangest thing: while he appeared to be saying the opposite of 
what I’d learned and experienced, he also seemed – in simple, clear 
and overwhelming language – to be saying what I’d always vaguely 
felt. He suggested in the book that we ask ‘impossible questions’ 
and the impossible question that he was asking was: Can sorrow  
end?

1980 ŭ��āǉĂơփėՍĀΒ��ΒĀǩϹĄ��ăĻĩĀɝʚ��
(The Impossible Question)��āŢĕǕΒıăࣹƋ뺯̋ďɏĄĂ
ċķĀॷФ뺯ŶĎāƷǋԺėŴĀΒăĩƻȆǟŇĸĎփ뺯
ƦŖԱ٦ĀďĄ��ؓƔŴǨĸĀČɏŠāƓėĀŘӍǁԥėĀ
ʁɞĄಈƔȠѢĀ��ȚŴٔٯģćŘҺ˱뺮ʓྤŠƄĻᄝᒛĀ
ГҶ��ĸŜąāʭķĂˢŘĎ॔יĈǨƗɩĀʁɞ뺯ŴćŦǕ
ΒġӚڱāĶņɝĂȏ�“ăĻĩĀɝʚ”��ƦŴǨɝĀŦċăĻ
ĩĀɝʚďĄ��!ĩѿͥʪǾ˼ٱ�

One of his most important statements, from his 1929 speech in 
Ommen, Holland, dissolving the Order of the Star in the East, is:

1929 ŭŴćೖ߇ࠋɠ�(Ommen) ̛ݷʁƶșʆǆɪףĀӲϭ
ġ�
ཥͩ��ՍȆĴĄ˽࢚غĀϘʠ���ĈŖȶđĀḀ̲̆ǆ��

I maintain that truth is a pathless land …

FI R S T  M E E T I N GS W I T H
K R I S H N A M U R T I

ҚՍƀЏŦᑖ͎ح
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… 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.

āұ̰��ŬȗĄƄɢƥŚ……

……āŮȱķĂɫŖ֮ǕĀƂŰ��źĉīėĢύ뺯āఒʬĀ
ĄźĉȮǨĈĀၷ뺮ǨĈĀࣻാġ̛ŜĎ��ƦăĄՇ
Ӛඐ͵ŠĥĀ͵৬��ģăĄՇӐĥĀȗΡŠ࿐Ɠ뺯

This is the only statement of his that I can recall him referring to 
specifically. Normally he didn’t refer back, nor did he quote other 
people.

ĕĄāʥٴġީĂĀՍ̖ȍ͎ėĿĀॄۅ뺯ʙ˩ŴăĜǞ
ĸĢŹĸĿĀƸ��ģȮăڇůŴĉĀƸГ뺯

Soon afterwards, someone told me that, each year, K gave a series 
of public talks in Saanen, Switzerland. Being quite content with study-
ing his books, I had no desire to attend them. I also lost interest in, or 
perhaps simply understood the right place of, philosophy, psychology, 
literature, religion – and art, which had once captivated me – because 
I suddenly felt ‘this is it!’ The importance of understanding oneself was 
now so obvious that other people’s books struck me as superfluous.

ă΅ƥŶ��Ĉĉг׳ā��ՍƲŭĝĜćวՂଔĩ�(Saanen) ڏ
ǄĂͷԉȔũϭƸ뺯ύǘࠕІՍĀΒཌྷǢǁźāπ˩͟Ӗ��Ǩ
Řā˄ŊĈņϩȀĀǋШ뺯ƦŢǘ࿐Ɠ뺮ķȗƓ뺮ǊƓ뺮ඐ͵
ŠӊǁĂʇźāౖĀۨ��āģĝ˫ņąٚ׀��ͱ͠ĸāŮĄ
ʓࡼą̋ĶˆĈĀʞٝ��ĕĂОĝĄȂħāӏƔƗƴė��“ďĄ
̋ąâ” Ģāą̛ĀȶđȡˤĴŢāĎĸĄƧˤĀׅƦͲȒ��Ř
ψǘȺŴĉϷĀΒćāğĎĝĄĠĀ뺯



:ħİıĲ�AģģĲħĬĥı�ĵħĲĦ�?� �

The view towards Saanen, with Rodomont in the background, from the bridge over 
the Saane that many people would have crossed while walking to the public talks

Ȯ�Saane ޖĀĘğėଔĩ,�ӺբĄ�Rodomont ͫ,�ϿĠĉĜćϳǄϩȀȔũ
ϭƸĴϽĿĕǝ
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This was a time of great change for me. Besides other things, I 
was about to retire from business life. Previously I hadn’t had much 
time to face essential questions, but now, all at once, K made it clear 
how important it was to concern oneself with central issues such as 
death and love, pleasure and pain, freedom, desire and fear. The 
more I explored the teachings, the more fascinating they became  
for me.

ŦĄāĉŀşŀȶęʽĀĴʿ뺯פąԨĂȏƂŰʌ��āń
ǙΚֱࡲ��ʪāĀԅˡŀെ뺯ćĕƥǡ��ā˄ŊĈƖĠĴǎņ
ǚŢĉŀġŦȏŖ֮ǕĀɝʚ��Ʀƍć��ՍĂĪŔźāǆɃąȱ
ͩभķɝʚĀȶđȡ��ȤƧǧ୭Šı��ŨǒŠͽХ��Ģύࢍ��ʬ��
ńĈࣻാ뺯ƦāɿĄņ੦ތĕȏ͵ᨠ��̋ĶďȻīɿşźāŏ
뺯

I attended the public talks at Saanen for the first time in 1981, usu-
ally walking there along the high road from my apartment in the neigh-
bouring village of Rougemont. At an hour and a half, it takes longer than 
the river walk, and I would arrive just in time. Others would queue all 
night in order to have first choice at the seating once the giant tent was 
opened. The  preferred seating was typically the floor space directly in 
front of the  platform where K would speak, where every square meter 
was highly valued. In California and India, it was generally a bit more 
relaxed. I was happy to listen to K while sitting on the steps just inside 
the side entrance to the tent, which would always be full to capacity 
with around 3,000 people. There, I didn’t have to sit amidst the crowd 
and, enjoying a fresh breeze, could be protected from the heat inside 
and outside the tent.

1981 ŭāǉĂơϩȀąՍćวՂଔĩĀͷԉȔũϭƸ뺯ā
ĀʐǨʞǘ˦Āࣅଆ�Rougemont��ʙ˩āĝĜȮŦƀŜş��
ŏęɢϳǄ�ĂċͤŇĴŘŶ��āĜѤĴėУuuŏޖ˪ǇĜ
ƑŨĂž뺯ƦԨĂȏĉקĜђ͋͂ӿ��ħĀĄćŦċ؏Տࡠ᎑



ũǽĴ��ĩѿџϵ˞ėĂċČʞٝ뺯ʙ˩ĉĶџϵ˞ՊĀĝĄ
ȢŢŏՍϭхǡĀŦĂԿŞǚ��ŦƀĻ࡙Ą૭ע૭̇뺯ƦćȀ
ϙ˟ۈڲŠߪʇ��ƍɁĀŰ֜ϰϰĜලųؠ࠻Ăȏ뺯ȆĴāķ
͟ǋӖŞАćࡠ᎑൬ɠɍˍ̎ĀхĘ��ዔȴՍĀϭƸ뺯ࡠ᎑
ƀɽĄĜୂ͟ęיƁԮĉ��ƦāАĀŦċʞٝĻŘźāăůୂ
ćĉȆġ��ńĻŘǃɩėʓĥĀųɧ��ȮƦыɩࡠ᎑ʭʌĀƬ
ѽƥХ뺯

Afterwards it was possible to buy books by K translated into vari-
ous languages, and I was glad to fill my rucksack with them. Having 
done so, however, and with that first summer being so hot, on my 
hike back to Rougemont I would stop to cool off in the cold waters 
of the Grieschbach/Fenils River.

ϭƸĿŶ��ĉĶĻŘנɮǢջཥŪͨƞГҶĀՍᅾΒཌྷ��ā
ģĜ׀ƬचݰŞɮĂࢼΒ��௹͟āĀ้ҘӺ̞뺯ƥŶ��āϔಿϳ
ಥƫ�Rougemont��ƔƦŦǉĂċـĐĄƧˤĀସɶ��Řψǘāġ
़Ĝć�Grieschbach/Fenils ޖ˪ලǟӕң��ůܳĀޖǌźĢŹ
ŨĂĪ뺯

It was overpowering to listen to K. He emanated so much energy 
that I felt I simply couldn’t sit directly in front of him. He spoke sim-
ply and clearly, with few gestures and no rhetoric. While listening, I 
would forget about food and drink and the heat. Afterwards I would 
feel light and inspired. Later I heard K asking people what happens to 
them after having been to the talks. They couldn’t reply, so K spoke for 
them: You become more sensitive. I still find it difficult to understand 
how this statement of K’s can be accurate: The vast majority is not 
interested in what we are talking about. And yet, it is true.

ȴՍϭƸĴ��āƗɩėĂƞ�“͂ͫԧʄ” Āǯό뺯Ս༁ǻݷş
ŜƧˤ؏ęĀĩʔ��ŘψǘāƴīĢŹ֮ǕƄʒˢˈАćŴǚ
ǡ뺯ŴĀƸГҺ˱ʓྤ��ŊĈƖĠƋό��ģŊƇĭէဂ뺯ዔȴŴ

:ħİıĲ�AģģĲħĬĥı�ĵħĲĦ�?� �
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Ĵ��āĜϛʥƐϬȉସɶ뺯ȴȥƥŶ��āĜƗėŉΜͣ��ؠɩॷ
ş뺯ŶĎ��āȴėՍɝŦȏϩȀąĂͷԉϭƸĀĉĶ��ŴĶǻĘ
şŀąȏƇĭ뺯ĉĶϰϰƄʒǟ٫��ǘĄՍĜŴĶĸ��“ĆĶ
ȻīƑħ઼Ɨą뺯” ƧƎā֙ƔƗėȧŘư̑��ħƇĭՍȆĴĜ
ĸ��“ӗęĠ̾ĉŢāĶٟΡĀʭ̗˄ăƗٚ׀”뺯ƔƦ��Ƃǰک
ǰƧˤ뺯

During one talk, I noticed an excited young man walking between 
the rows of people. He came along the long side of the tent where 
I was and proceeded to kick over a number of electric fans. As he 
came nearer, he gestured for me to move out of his way and I ducked, 
expecting a kick, although nothing of the sort came. Muttering curses, 
he continued walking towards K, on the way disdainfully flicking up 
a lady’s necklace from which hung a portrait of the guru Rajneesh, 
also known as Osho. Proceeding to the platform, he grabbed the 
microphone from in front of K and started, in German, addressing K 
and the crowd. “The  followers of Rajneesh should get out, they are 
not wanted here.” Turning directly to K, he asked, “Am I not right, Mr. 
Krishnamurti? Don’t you think so too?” The man appeared extremely 
agitated, even dangerous. Some of the people in the front row had 
jumped to their feet and one huge man, who resembled a wrestler, 
seemed to be on the point of throwing himself upon him. An atmos-
phere of violence flared up and an uproar followed. But just then K 
intervened, saying: Don’t touch him! Apparently the intruder liked 
that, repeating, “Don’t touch him, don’t touch him.” K nodded at him; 
the man finally calmed down, mumbled a few more words, and left 
the tent. K went on talking as if  nothing had  happened.

ćĂơϭƸġ��āͩǋėĈĂċŰպƛĀŭΜĉćĂ͂͂
Āȴ۶ǎǇƛŏ뺯ȆĴāАćࡠ᎑և࠻ĀŦĂ൬��ŴȮŦ൬Ă
ɢǇĿĎ��๋ջąČǴхǗɧົ뺯ȆŴǇėāǻ˪Ĵ��ŴФǋ
ā��źāăđഴŴĀɢ��ǘĄā͖ӷலũ��āńŘħŴĜƈāĂ
��Ǩ˶Ŵ˄ŊĈĕĭƙ뺯ŴᗿᗿĢГ��şŜᄵডĀ̲͡��Ҭφם



�ՍǇņ࠷ĂɢĘ��ŴΜᙇŞסőąĂʞƕՂǻĘਗŏĀĂʳֻ
 Ƈ�(Rajneesh,�ƣǩৎէ�Osho)ڲĀĂǼ߫ŏֿംӘ࠶ֻ��࠶
Āɏ뺯ŴҬφǇėąϭх��ĂǳඖĿࢊćՍǚǡĀƸ༎��ƔŶ
ů؞Гũ˨ˋՍŠȴ۶ĶĸƆ��“ӘڲƇĀڦΏ͠ˆ˽ࢡŜ
ņ��ŴĶăˆ˽Ŝƍćĕƀ뺯” ƔŶŴʽĿǻˢˈǚŢՍ��ɝ���
“ՍƀЏŦᑖ͎ϵŀ��āĸĀăŢǾ!�ĆăģĄĕĭĞĀǾ!” ĕ
ċĉׅīԭʇ౦��ৰψĈž߭ٛ�ĂȏАćǡ͂Āȴ۶ĝƻँ
īܘąőĎ��ȺġĈĂċǻࠒᠢᛠĀĉ��ğĘņɏĄĂǩణᘹ
Ƌ��ǢǁѤ҄Čąđƈĕċŝਙžࠗɡğğ뺯˭ǯġӏƔยő
ąݕƺ��ĉĂफƛ뺯ďćŦĴ��ՍŜǚą��ŴĸƆ��“ăđ५
Ŵâ” ŉׅƔ��ĕċොɍ͠ǛǱՍĀĕ̥Ƹ��Ŵģ͚ŏĸ��“ăđ५
Ŵ��ăđ५Ŵ뺯” ՍˋŴžąžǼ��ĕċĉŖͥːиąĪĎ��གྷὗ
ąǴ̥��ϔͼũąࡠ᎑뺯ƔŶՍҬφŴĀϭƸ��ऊƇĭƂĝŊ
ĈşŀĿ뺯

Another time, after a talk in Saanen as K was walking along the 
road to the car that was waiting for him, a tall male jogger came up 
beside him, looking rather disturbed or as though he wanted to annoy 
K. K abruptly lifted his head, and I had the impression that K’s gaze 
was striking the man. The man staggered back.

ńĈĂơ��ଔĩϭƸʪŶ��ՍȢŏ҈ɢǇˋǅŴĀǫ��ĕ
Ĵ�ĂċǻࠒƬęĀҵ҃ȵŔĎėąՍǻ˪��ŴȪƍīŉăȫ��
ğĎٔٯĞđಷࢺՍ뺯ĕĴՍӏƔഎőąǼ��ćāĀߪճġ��Ȇ
ĴՍĀɕࣱ̦ᧇʐąŦċȵĉ뺯ȵĉᲿ᧯Ŷࡲą뺯

It wasn’t until 2011, when I handed a K book to an acquaintance 
from Gstaad who received the gift with scepticism, that I understood 
that residents in and around Saanen may have been influenced in 
their notion of Krishnamurti by the appearance of some of the attend-
ees at the public talks. This acquaintance had been in her 20s when K 
gave his last talks at Saanen, in 1985, and all she remembered of the 
events were the large gatherings and some people in orange cloth-

:ħİıĲ�AģģĲħĬĥı�ĵħĲĦ�?� �
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ing – disciples sent by Rajneesh, who was claiming his message was 
the same as K’s. Of course when K learned of Rajneesh’s comparison 
he exclaimed: It’s exactly the contrary! but my new friend wouldn’t 
have known this. Instead, the orange clothing of a few, who had been 
going door to door distributing leaflets about Rajneesh, led her and 
probably others to suspect that a sect or cult was meeting in Saanen, 
an idea that would have horrified not only K but also most of those 
attending his talks.

2011 ŭ��āȝĂǕՍĀΒ̐ƈąĂʞĎĢ�Gstaad�
วՂŞǩ��
ʞǘଔĩઐ˦��ĀȠԺ��ȆĴȬĄɭŏĂȏࡢছˈɩĕΎ̈́ˀ
Ā��ˢėŦĴāƷǆɃ��ଔĩӍȺ̡˪ĀաΧŢՍĀğʒģϿɩ
ėąϩȉȔũϭƸĀԚȏȴ۶ĀǙಱĀ̊ژ뺯1985 ŭ��ȆՍć
ଔĩɘǄŴŖŶĀͷԉϭƸĴ��āĕʞȷƤȆĴȕʈĠξ��ƦȬ
ީĂʥīĀďĄȆĴࣙמąĂęĉ��ȺġĂȏĉϽŏ္ɡĀ
ǥᒾuuĕȏĉĄֿംӘڲƇ�(Rajneesh) ৬ĎĀܓŔ��ƦӘ
ڲƇȆĴ߰؆ŴǨɭĎĀ࣊ʜŠՍĄĂƟĀ뺯Ƅࡢɝ��Ȇ
ՍȴĸąӘڲƇĀĕƞŢȤĴ��Ŵڱ߂Ɔ��“ƂǰิิȠѢâ” 
ȚĄāĕʞĥȷƤȆĴ˄ăƢƆĕȏ뺯ѢƦ��ύǘĂȏϽŏ္
ɡǥᒾĀĉĂˢćᄀŝᄀеŞœşӘڲƇĀ̙߰˱��ĕ̹ī
ȬuuͱϿńĈȺŴĉuuؙࡢćଔĩמĜĀĄԚċ͵৬ͱ͠
బ͵��ƧˤĀĞʒăّĜźՍƗėࣱד��ģĜźęĠ̾Āȴ۶Ɨ
ėࣱד뺯

K often spoke of the absurdity of having a guru. This didn’t stop 
several gurus asking him to be their leader, however, which of course 
K refused. But later when a man came absolutely insisting, repeatedly, 
that K be his guru, K finally said: Okay, I am your guru but you have to 
obey your guru. After the man acquiesced, K went on: I tell you you 
should never have a guru. “But that’s impossible,” said the man. To 
which K replied: Then I am not your guru. He once told me: Si on faisait 
un peu de cirque, on pourrait gagner beaucoup d’argent. (If we made 
some circus, we could earn lots of money.)



:ħİıĲ�AģģĲħĬĥı�ĵħĲĦ�?� �

In Matilija Canyon, Ojai
Matilija Ⴃୌ��Ѹުǘ߆ᬣ�
ſŚ�
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Սǁ˩ٟėшĈĂʞֿംĀ൰ᡱ뺯Țĕ˄ăĩٜČǴʞ
ֿംǡĎɑ̂ՍƙŴĶĀʠচ��Ƅࡢɝ��ՍȆƔĄ୴ӗą뺯Ț
ƥŶĎąĂċĉ��ŴĂˢұ̰ŏ��ǞƁđ̂ՍƙŴĀֿം��ŖŶ
Սĸą��“Čť��āĄĆĀֿം��ȚĆκ݉đȴȮĆĀֿം뺯” ĕ
ċĉչϿƥŶ��ՍҬφƆ��“āг׳Ć��Ćк˰ăˆ˽Ĉֿം뺯”��
“ȚĕĄăĻĩĀ뺯” ĕċĉĸƆ뺯Սƫ٫��“ŦāďăĄĆĀֿ
ംą뺯” ĈĂơՍŢāĸ��“Si on faisait un peu de cirque, on 
pourrait gagner beaucoup d’argent 
ʒГ��ƧưāĶȪӲĂȏݍ
”뺯�ĀƸ��āĶĻŘŉĠ̮ه

There was another disruption, during one of the public talks at 
Ojai, when a young woman jumped onto the platform where K was 
sitting. He was startled but recovered immediately and told her that 
if she were willing to keep quiet he wouldn’t mind her sitting next to 
him. She did indeed remain quiet, only occasionally rolling her head 
and grimacing. At the end of the talk, K bent towards her and said: 
It is over.

��ȆĴĈʞŭΜגᬤ�(Ojai) ĀĂơȔũϭƸġģşŀĿġ߇
ĀƕՂܘĘąՍАĀϭх뺯ՍँąĂܘ��Ț҈Ęďฎҫą��Ŵг
ŦʞƕՂ��ƧưȬШǋ̝̰ȫи��Ŵ˄ăॏǋȬАćĢŹǻ׳
ॶ뺯ŦʞƕՂńŬĀĂˢ̝̰ȫи��ŮĄٕݐʽʽǼ��ಱċގ
ӫ뺯ϭƸʪĴ��ՍʽˋȬ��ŢȬĸ��“ʪą뺯”�

When I first attended the talks at Saanen, I didn’t yet have contact 
with the Krishnamurti Foundations and Schools. I had read a state-
ment in another book by K, Education and the Significance of Life, that 
said, in essence: If you are dissatisfied with the existing schools, why 
don’t you start your own? This sounded perfectly reasonable and gave 
me the idea to start a school in Switzerland, where educators such 
as Piaget, Pestalozzi and Rousseau had been active. Thanks to the 
Krishnamurti Committee in Geneva informing me that a Brockwood 
teacher was about to return to her native Switzerland for the sum-



mer, I was able to contact Gisèle Balleys3. Soon afterwards she and 
I, together with several of her friends who were also interested in 
the project, began looking for a suitable building for a school. We 
found a very charming one at Chandolin, in the Valais. It was an old, 
well-preserved hotel, beautifully located with a distant view of the 
Matterhorn, and large enough to accommodate fifty to sixty students.

ȆāǉĂơϩȀՍćଔĩĀϭƸĴ��ā֟λˈਝėՍƀЏŦ
ᑖ͎̇ĜŠՍᅾƓҁ뺯āćՍĀԨĂǕΒ��͵آȉŀƜĀǋ
��ۅġփėĿĂьॄ (Education and the Significance of Life)��ػ
ęǋƧĪ��ƧưĆŢƍĈĀƓҁƗėă͟ǋ��ħƇĭăņũѩĂ
ǨĆĢŹĀƓҁʝ!�ĕȴőĎπ˩ĈƆȗ��źāмŀąĂċĞ
ʒuućวՂũѩĂǨƓҁ��ƦวՂȢĄѱۈ�
ཥͩ��Piaget 
1896 –1980 วՂşķȗƓŝ��뺮 ٞक़໘म�
Pestalozzi 
1746 –1827�วՂ͵آŝ��ŠᐤᎯ 
Rousseau 1712 –1778�ūʭေ�
࿐Ɠŝ��ĕȏ͵آŝӊǁƜĿĀŞƶ뺯ĠసąūʭေĀՍ�
ƀЏŦᑖ͎ࢽ˴Ĝ��ŴĶгƢāĸҘ໘Ս༭؞ĀĂʞƳ̣̅ȝ
ಥƫȬĀŝ্วՂĿശҌ��āƷīŘԓͷė�Gisèle�Balleys3뺯�
ă΅ƥŶ��ȬŠā��ΪǜȬĀǴċŢˤֻϝƗٚ׀ĀȷƤ��ϔũ
˨ħƓҁߜˣĂᆸʸҒĀӚ౩뺯āĶćေၽӆĀĂċͫࣅ
Chandolin ˣėĂ̎ʈœĉĀŞž뺯ŦĄĂċֿƳ̝ؼԪȥ
ČĀӄࢰ��Şȗʞٝџɿ��ĻŘ˰ᘩ҈̖ᆤ�(Matterhorn)��Ʀ
ęėӖŘ̗ગͅʈψԣʈǩƓŀ뺯ؼ

3 Gisèle Balleys taught French for many years at Brockwood Park School. After 
K’s death she began organizing gatherings in Saanen, which continue annually, 
now in Mürren, Switzerland. She has overseen the French activities of the 
Krishnamurti Committee in Switzerland and she has been a KFT trustee.

3 Gisèle Balleys ӊćҘ໘Ս༭؞ȔԽƓҁ�(Brockwood Park School) ͵౷ʒГĠ
ŭ뺯ՍņșŘŶ��ȬƲŭĝĜćวՂଔĩ�(Saanen) ࢚غĈȱՍ͵ᨠĀמĜ��ϝ
ǡמĜćวՂ�Mürren ũ뺯ȬǜĴܷՍƀЏŦᑖ͎ࢽ˴ĜćวՂʒГҡ
ĀƜƛ��˄ࠬؼՍƀЏŦᑖ͎Ʊ̇Ĝ�(KFT) ȗƂ뺯

:ħİıĲ�AģģĲħĬĥı�ĵħĲĦ�?� ��
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During the 1983 Saanen talks, K heard about this project from 
Gisèle and asked to meet me. He said: I want to know this man. At 
least that is how I’ve been remembering it. However, in the summer 
of 2015 during the Mürren Gathering, Gisèle told me the following: 
After I had contacted her about starting a school in Switzerland, she 
came to see me in Buchillon. Upon her approach she saw me working 
in the little garden I’d created there, wearing a green gardening apron. 
Rather doubtful that this was a man who could finance a school, she 
later told K of her impression. And this is when he asked her: Do you 
want me to talk to this  gentleman?

1983 ŭଔĩͷԉϭƸʿǎ��ՍȮ�Gisèle Ŧƀȴĸąĕċֻ
ϝ��ǘĄϔđ̂ȒāĂǚ뺯Ŵĸ��“āĞΞԺĕċĉ뺯” ψɺćā
ʥٴġĄĕĭşŀĀ뺯ƔƦ��ėą�2015 ŭĀـĐ��ćวՂ�
Mürren�
Şǩ�ڏ�ѩĀמĜĘ��Gisèle ŢāĸąˈĪĎĀĕċɁ
բ��ȆŭāȉȬԓͷąĈȱćวՂũѩƓҁĀƂࢎƥŶ��Ȭņ�
Buchillon�
วՂŞǩ��߯ਲ਼ā뺯ȆȬǇ˦Ĵ��ȬğėāȢćĢՇ
ĀŇɓԽƀƙŏԽۨ��ńǻϽĂʳ܄ɡĀԽۨག뺯ȆĴȬƗ
ėĈȏăĻΥڱ��ĕȧƆďĄđѺՎũѩƓҁĀĉ!�ŶĎȬǳ
ĕċߪճг׳ąՍ뺯ģďćŦĴ��ՍɝȬ��“ĆĞźāŠĕʞϵ
ŀٟٟǾ!”

After the talks I rang Chalet Tannegg in nearby Gstaad, where he 
was staying, and it was agreed that we would meet there on August 1st. 
As I knew that K took particular care over his appearance, I went freshly 
shaved and well dressed. However, because the afternoons were quite 
hot, I had asked for a meeting in the morning, and when I arrived K 
was still in a simple tracksuit, for which he apologized. Even then I saw 
that he would enter a room quietly and gently, almost without notice.

ȔũϭƸʪŶ��āَǗą҂ȍ፹�Tannegg��̋ʞǘ˦Ā�
Gstaad Ň��ՍȆĴďʐćŦƀ뺯āĶיǭČą�8 ʃ�1 ūćŦ
ƀĜǚ뺯ȂħāƢƆՍ̖ȍͩǋĢǻĀ౯Ȫ��ǨŘŦĐā̖ǋ



ąঙŔ��ϽŏȢ̕ņą뺯ăĿ��ҨছėـūĀϡŶĜȤևସ
ɶ��ǨŘāɑ̂ćɋࡇĜǚ��ȆāėУŦƀĴ��ՍńϽŏҺ˱Ā
̬ƛ˖��ŴħˤȪФąຖǋ뺯̣ϔćŦĴ��āğėŴĜπ˩ȫи
ŞΜΜǇɘĂǎӮǎ��ǴٯăĜڇő̜ͩǋ뺯

I had brought two big bouquets, one for Mary Zimbalist4 and one 
for K. Later I heard that he didn’t like cut flowers, so the next year, 
when he was staying in Schönried, I sent an arrangement of living 
plants. These he appreciated.

āɭņąƪęɓ��ĂĄ̐ƈ�Mary Zimbalist4 Ā��ԨĂ
ĄƈՍĀ뺯ŶĎāȴĸՍăǛǱڭОɓᛗ��ǨŘǉȕŭ��ȆŴʐ
ć�Schönried�
วՂŞǩ��Ĵ��āȫ͂̐ąĂȏ൹բ౪ˀƈŴ��
ŴŉĄǛǱ뺯

K enjoyed speaking French and during this meeting and  subsequent 
meetings we spoke French together. (We always addressed each other 
in the formal manner, using vous. He later told me that it took him a 
long time to tutoyer, to speak in familiar terms with someone, and I 

4 Mary Zimbalist first heard of K in 1944 and began her association with him in 
1965. For 21 years she was his personal secretary and travelling companion. 
She was a founding trustee of KFT and of Krishnamurti Foundation of America 
(KFA), established in California in 1969. She died in 2008 at the age of 93. 
Interviews with her are freely available at inthepresenceofk.org, and she wrote 
In the Presence of Krishnamurti: Mary’s Unfinished Book.

4 Mary Zimbalist ć�1944 ŭǉĂơȴՍϭƸ,�˄ǘ�1965 ŭũ˨ħՍʕǟ뺯ˈ�
ĪĎĀ�21 ŭĴǎ,�ȬĂˢĄՍĀ३ĉܥΒŠӄǄڈǜ뺯ȬĄՍƀЏŦᑖ͎Ʊ
̇Ĝ�(KFT)�ĀՇ˨ȗƂ,�ģĄ�1969�ŭćȀϙ˟ۈڲŪӐĀՍƀЏŦᑖ͎
ſṤĜ�(KFA) ĀՇ˨ȗƂ뺯Ȭǘ�2008 ŭņș��ǃŭ�93�ξ뺯ŢȬĀचਲ਼
ĻŘćȅν inthepresenceofk.org Ęы͗Ȍȿ,�ȬńᙕϷą�ćՍƀЏŦᑖ͎�
ǻ˪��MaryλȥŪƥΒ��(In the Presence of Krishna murti: Mary’s Unfinished 
Book)뺯

:ħİıĲ�AģģĲħĬĥı�ĵħĲĦ�?� ��
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said that it was the same for me. In Mary Zimbalist’s memoirs, she 
says it took K seven years to switch from calling her ‘Mrs. Zimbalist’ to 
‘Maria’.) In his caring way, he asked me about my life. We laughed and 
talked about mountain climbing – I was an enthusiastic alpinist – and 
a  variety of other things. Pointing to the panorama outside I said, “I 
have climbed all the peaks in sight.” He in turn pointed at the forests 
and hills and said: And I have been on all the paths. When I remarked 
that the mountains were really far more beautiful from below than 
from above, he responded with a hearty Yes!

ՍǛǱĸʒГ��ǨŘćĕơŘӍˈĪĎĀĜǚġ��āĶःˤ
ĝĄůʒГιٟĀ뺯
āĶĂˢů�“Ƿ” ĕƞȢКĀƶКĎ؆ت
Ţƶ뺯ŶĎŴг׳āĸ��ŴīɓŉǥĴǎƷĜϑˍů�“Ć” ĕƞ
 Ŵĸ��āģĄĂƟ뺯Mary׳િĀˍ൴ŠԚĉιٟ��Ʀāгٺ
Zimbalist ćȬĀƫٴԍġ͎ė��ՍɓąւŭĴǎƷǳŢȬĀ؆
�ՍȱОŞઇɝāĀŀƜ�ĉ” ϑŪą�“Maria”뺯܌Ȯ�“Zimbalistت
ɶĀӽڗ뺯āĶȟŏٟΡąȱǘӽͫĀƂŰuuāĄĂċߧޕ
ͫıČ͠uuńٟėȺŴͨƞƂŰ뺯āϱŏܣʌĀƽբĸƆ���
“āޅӽąĕƀğīȒĀǨĈͫ뺯” ՍˈŏģϱˋŦȏ౻ڄŠ
ͫᏤĸ��“āǇĿĕƀǨĈĀͫǎŇɢ뺯” ȆāƗཇėνćͫĪ
ğͫ˰˰đȤćͫډĘğſЊīĠĴ��ՍύᅇŞˆ٫ĸ��“Ą
Āâ”

He asked me if I went up a mountain vertically or in a zigzag when 
ski-touring. He was impressed when I told him that I sometimes went 
up vertically. He mentioned that he would have liked skiing when he 
was younger but that he was not allowed to do it as it was considered 
too dangerous for him. He did, however, practice other kinds of sport. 
In his youth he played tennis, was an expert golfer, hiked, bicycled 
and swam. In his later life he would take brisk walks every day. And 
throughout his life he practiced yoga; in the last month of his life, his 
cook in India, Parameswaran, would be delighted each time he saw 
K doing his yoga exercises, as it confirmed he had regained some 



strength. I also mentioned that I’d often ridden a bicycle to my office 
at our factories. I’d hoped that some of the other  employees might 
follow suit, but it never happened. K simply shook his head.

Սɝā��ĘͫથĴ��āĄˢϰĘैʝ��ńĄǇ�“ƥ” Ϲ֜ɢ
Ϟ뺯Ȇāг׳ŴĈĴȊā࿔ˢϰĘैĴ��ŴȪФᝄೲ뺯Ŵ͎ė
ćŴŭΜĀĴȊ��ģǛǱથ��ȚĄŴȆĴăƻϿĕĭƙ��Ȃ
ħҨছėથŢŴĎĸƖĿ߭ٛą뺯ƔƦ��ŴϗԭϩȉąȺŴ
Ў܌ƛ뺯ŭΜĀĴȊ��ŴǙȅЎ��ģĄĂǩʗˡĀƬٕ̬ͨ
Ƌ��ˤʌŴńಿϳӄǄ��ज़ĢǄǫŠɯേ뺯ĘąŭξŶ��ŴƲĐ

Krishnamurti after a public talk at Brockwood Park, early 1980s
© Vibeke Hovgaard

Ҙ໘Ս༭؞ȔԽȔũϭƸʪŶĀՍƀЏŦᑖ͎,�Ѹުǘ�1980 ŭͳح
© Vibeke Hovgaard

:ħİıĲ�AģģĲħĬĥı�ĵħĲĦ�?� ��



16� HĦģ�6ģğĳĲķ�ĭĤ�ĲĦģ�AĭĳĬĲğħĬ

ĝĜŨϳǇ뺯ƦؼŴĂŀĝćࠂІႱት뺯ćŴŀЄĀŖŶĂċ
ʃƀ��ƲȆ�Parameswaran�
ՍćߪʇĀೀ̅��ğėՍࠂІႱት
Ĵ��ĝĜŉũķ,�ȂħĕըǆՍฎҫąĂȏƺǯ뺯āģ͎ėā˩
˩Ĝज़ŏĢǄǫņāĶʕĀѩȔة뺯āЏʬĈȺŴ˴ʕğė
ŶĜǂƛв,�ȚȮλĈĉĕƟƙ뺯Սȴą,ڶ�ąڶǼ뺯

As a young man, K had visited Davos with some Dutch friends, and 
at Adelboden he lived in a mountain hut for some time. He told me he 
used to break the ice in the well every morning to have a wash, until 
he contracted bronchitis. He told me that in California he had once 
stayed in a hut all by himself. There had been a gramophone player 
there with a single record, Beethoven’s Ninth Symphony. Every day 
he played it, until he knew every note by heart. He tended to be very 
receptive to music and was particularly fond of Bach, Beethoven, 
Mozart and other  classical composers, as well as Sanskrit chanting 
and Indian  classical music. I asked him once if he liked Chopin, 
think ing it might be too romantic, but he said he did. While K was 
staying in the hut in California, some people came and asked for the 
saint who was supposed to live there – he told them that the saint 
had just left. K had a great sense of humour, as I witnessed on many   
occasions.5

ŭΜĀĴȊ��ՍӊǁŠǴċೖࠋȷƤĂőɯזĿวՂŇУ
ᅠٞ�(Davos),�ƦėąAdelboden�
วՂͫࣅ���ŴćĂċͫǎŇ
ƀʐąĂьĴǎ뺯Ŵг׳ā,�ŦĴŴƲĐɋĘĝĜǙۂຜƀĀ
ұܳ��͎ǌҀᑪ��ˢėŶĎƗઍąжǯϯସ뺯Ŵг׳āĸ��ćȀ

5 For example, Appendix 3, on pg. 179, is a book review, both funny and pro-
found, of Krishnamurti’s Notebook. The review was written by K himself. 

5�ૼƧ,�ǉ�179 ѮĀઐԍ�3�ĄĂձħ��ՍƀЏŦᑖ͎ݓʥ��(Krishnamurti’s 
Notebook)�ǨǟĀΒӇ��Ϸīᮀޥ༲ƣͣՌ뺯˽ΒӇĄՍĢŹϷĀ뺯



ϙ˟ۈڲ�
ſŚ���ŴӊǁћĢĂĉʐćĂċŇƀ뺯ŇƀĈ
Ăхң̲ƯŠީћĂ˚ĠဓǉصιفژĀсǦ뺯ƲĐŴĝĜ
ʥćķ뺯ŴŢ͡ǒĈŉČٺǽĕ˚сǦ,�ˢėƲċ͡ĝǢږ
Āˈɩȡ��ਯȺǛıֹኈ뺮Ġဓ뺮ߡ̖ŠȺŴֿ۬͡ǒǟ
ʇĀֿ۬͡ǒ뺯āӊǁɝŴĄߪŝ,�ŴģǛǱ឵ǊĀсᙵŠف
ۚǛǱᅨ��ȂħāĞģϿŢՍĎĸ��ᅨĿų̈́֍ą��ȚĄՍ
ƫ٫ĸᅨŴģǛǱ뺯ȆՍћĢĂĉʐćȀϙ˟ۈڲĀŇ
Ĵ,�ĂȏĉˣėąŦƀ��Ώ̣ˋՍǙȴĂʞ֪ĸʐćŦƀĀ
ĉ,�Սг׳ŴĶĕʞĉǔǔͼũą뺯Սπ˩௨չ,�āćϿĠɁ
ʸĝӊϝሼĿ뺯�

When we talked about the school that some of us wanted to start 
in Switzerland, K was emphatic: You know how difficult it is to start a 

Brockwood Park School
Ҙ໘Ս༭؞ȓԽƓҁ
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school? And they always need money. “Well, I hope I’m not throwing 
my money out the window,” I replied. K laughed heartily and added: 
Before Brockwood, they had tried setting up a school in Switzerland, the 
Netherlands, France, Austria and Italy, but each time were unsuccessful. 
Even since K’s death, there have been attempts by others to start 
schools in Germany and other European countries; no new school 
has yet materialized. Some of those involved say it’s because each 
person has his or her own idea about how things should be and, ulti-
mately, the people cannot work together. Additionally, as time goes 
on such projects become more and more expensive. There have, 
however, been four successful new schools in India.

ćٟėāĶĂȏĉĞđćวՂӚӐĂǨƓҁĴ��ՍȀȶąГ
ǯ��“ĆƢƆũѩĂǨƓҁĈĠĭܒȧǾ!�Ŧ̀đăגŞΫɍѺ
̇뺯”�“ݥҸ��āЏʬāŊɃɃǳ̮೮Ŝܣе뺯” āĕĭĸƆ뺯Ս
ύᅇŞȟą��Ŵ֦ۙƆ��“ćҘ໘Ս༭؞ƥǡ��ŴĶӊɈʏćว
Ղ뺮ೖࠋ뺮ʒŚ뺮ৎŞϙŠǋęϙӚӐĂǨĕƟĀƓҁ��ȚƄ
ĂૼʌĀĝ˫ەą뺯” ৰψćՍņșŘŶ��ģĈĉǴơ৭Ɉć؞
ŚŠȺŴ߇िŚŝũѩĕƟĀƓҁ��ȚńŊĈĂǨĥƓҁĩŖ
ͥҔǰ뺯Ăȏϩȉ҄ʕǟĀĉĸ��ŦĄȂħƲċĉŢƓҁĀ
ȗĞ٣ƟĝĈͨĢĀğʒ��ǨŘėąŖŶ��ĉĶϔƄʒৗƺʕǟ
ą뺯ˤʌ��ΏŏĴǎĀȖࡡ��ӚƓҁĀŪǕģȻīɿĎɿƬą뺯
ăĿߪ��ʇĄૼʌ��ψƎǢǁŪβũѩą˗ǨĥƓҁ뺯

The question of how to accomplish something good through the 
right use of money had been occupying my mind for some time. It 
had become clear that social and ecological organizations are quite 
limited in their capacity to bring about fundamental change; political 
or economic measures are unlikely to prevent mankind’s destruc-
tion of nature. The only possibility is a deep change in the human 
psyche, together with the right kind of education – the intention of 
the various K Schools. So when I asked K if he thought that money 
could do any good, his simple reply impressed me: Someone once 
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gave us some money, and with that money we bought Brockwood 
Park.

ĈьĴǎ��āĀќʄġĂˢᢇ൳ŏĕƟĂċɝʚ��Ƨ̜Ȣک
ʸȗŞ̹ů̮̇ĎƙĂȏĈॼĀƂŰ뺯āʓࡼŞΞԺėף��Ĝ
ĀƺʔĄπ˩ĈՄĀ��̋ĶƄʒɭĎ֮Ǖ࢚غŠŀя̝࢚֕غ
ĘĀϑȻ�ۂŢĢƔĀĘĀรੌģŉȧٜĉĘͱǁܭ؈�
آ͵ĀکĀʭķşŀͣՌĀϑȻ��ŘӍĈąȢ뺯ީĈȆĉ
ĴuuĕƪžģȢĄǨĈՍᅾƓҁĀඐቍǨćuuŦĴƷĜĈ
Џʬ뺯ǨŘȆāɝՍ��ŴĄۚΞħ̮̇ĩɭĎ̜Č̎Ĵ��ŴҺ
˱Āƫ٫źāߪճͣՌ��“ĈĉӊǁՎąāĶĂ̮ݓ��ƦāĶ
ȢĄůĕ̮ݓɮĪąҘ໘Ս༭؞ȔԽ뺯”

Although K had warned me about the school project and had 
made it clear that, because he had enough on his plate with the 
existing Schools, ‘Krishnamurti’ couldn’t be used in any new school’s 
name, we continued with our plans.6 It was difficult to find teachers 
for the new project, and there were hardly any prospective students, 
but we visited Brockwood to show K what we had accomplished so 
far. During lunch I tried to show him some photographs of Chandolin, 
but he wasn’t interested in seeing them. Then he suddenly turned to 
Gisèle and asked her, while pointing at me: He is the money. Would 
you build a school even without him? Gisèle answered, “He isn’t only 

6 Somewhat later I was amused to hear from Mark Lee that once, when K saw a 
new sign at Oak Grove School on which his name appeared rather promi-
nently, he exclaimed: The name [Krishnamurti] is too long and foreign. If I were 
a child, how could I tell my grandmother what school I went to?

6�ă΅ƥŶ��āȮ�Mark Lee ŦɳȴĸąĕƟĂɫƂ��ƴīŉĈǋΥ뺯ĈĂơ��Ս
ğėዲڄ࠲Ɠҁ�(Oak Grove School) ࠲ӐĀĂċĥԶײ��ƦŴĀǩϹćĘǚਯ
ħӏׅ��ŴتדƆ��“ĕċǩϹ�
ՍƀЏŦᑖ͎��ƖǥģƖড়ŀą뺯ƧưāńĄ
ċˏŔ��ā˽əĭг׳āĀంي��āĘĀĄƇĭƓҁŵ!”
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the money.” And K replied: I know. I know. He then turned to me and 
asked: Do you have the right teachers, the right students and the right 
 parents? The scales fell from my eyes. We had nothing of the sort and 
it made no sense to start a new school; there were already Schools of 
the Krishnamurti Foundations in England, India and the USA. These K 
visited regularly, investing in them a lot of time and energy. It was clear 
to me that it was far more important to help the existing Schools with 
their financial and other difficulties than to start a new one.

ҤϯՍǢǁгᛎĿāũѩƓҁĈĠĭܒȧ��˄ؼʓࡼŞȪФ��
ύǘϝǡŴǩĪĀƓҁ̀đ̎ȗĀƂŰǢǁѿĠą��ǨŘ�“Ս
ƀЏŦᑖ͎” ĕċǩϹăĩǞůǘ̜ĥƓҁĀЄǩġą��Ț
āĶঞƔҬφŏāĶĀʹۗ뺯��ħĕċĥֻϝߜˣƳ̅ĄĂɫ
ᚯƋĀƂ��ƦؼģŊĈǴċ٩҄Ɠŀ��̣ϔƧˤ��āĶńĄ߯ਲ਼
ąҘ໘Ս༭؞��ĞđˋՍФėϝǡħٜĀֻϝɘ뺯ϡԑʿ
ǎ��āɈŏˋՍФĂȏ�Chandolin�
วՂŞǩ��Ā̆Ǧ��ȚŴŢ
ˤ˄ăƗٚ׀뺯ƔŶŴӏƔʽˋ�Gisèle�Ă˪ϱŏāĂ˪ɝȬ���
“ŴďĄ̮뺯ŊĈŴĀƸ��ĆńĜņӚĂǨƓҁǾ!”�Gisèle ٫
Ɔ��“ŴăŮĄ̮뺯” Սƫ٫ĸ��“āƢƆ��āƢƆ뺯” ˈŏŴʽˋ
ā��ɝ��“ĆĶĈʸҒĀƳ̅��ʸҒĀƓŀ��ńĈʸҒĀ߮يǾ!” 
āᇽƔę뺯āĶ˄ŊĈĕȏʁɞ��ǨŘũѩĂǨĥĀƓҁ˄
ăʸٯŰȗ뺯ćӅŚ뺮ߪʇŠſŚǢǁĈՍᅾ̇ĜĀƓҁ
ą��ƦؼՍĜǭʿǇਲ਼ĕȏƓҁ��ΫɍąŴęʔĀĴǎŠ̉ƺ뺯
ȆĴāďǆɃą��ņъՎƍĈĀՍᅾƓҁ̛ј؈ŠȺŴƶǚ
Āܒȧ��˰ȤũѳĂǨĥƓҁƑħȶđ뺯

Besides giving public talks to thousands of people, K would speak 
regularly with the students, teachers and staff of the Schools and 
Foundations, both individually and in groups. He had an extraordi-
nary ability to solve practical problems, taking great care with all the 
details. He knew exactly where the real cause of a problem lay. I told 
him once that he would have been an excellent manager, had he 
opted for a business career. He laughed. 
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ąˋ̾ŘԮʹĀĉĶǟȔũϭƸŘʌ��ՍńǭʿȉĕȏƓפ
ҁĀƓŀ뺮Ƴ̅Š˴ʕ��ŘӍͨ̇ĜĀŪ˴ĶٟƸޥ��Ĉċȍ
ĀٟƸ��ģĈŇغĀĜٟ뺯ՍਯȺაǥ̛јͨǰٗɝʚ��Ŵĩ
િķ̆նėǨĈĀժΆ뺯ŴکОŞƢƆĂċɝʚĀŬȢʅȂǨ
ć뺯āӊǁг׳Ŵ��ƧưŴ˞ՊȮԅࢵ��ǭĜĄĂǩŜɡĀǁ
ȗ뺯Ŵȟą뺯

This exchange occurred after I had got to know him a little bet-
ter. But already during our first encounters he showed himself to 
be a flexible, open-minded person with a great sense of humour, 
a man of modesty and genuine kindness. I was very much inter-
ested in how a person with such overwhelming insight into life lived 
his daily life, what kind of person he was. Didn’t he have worries 
and longings? Wasn’t he ever angry,  anxious or aggressive? One 
couldn’t imagine how a human being without ego – as he was – 
could live in this world. Mary Zimbalist once said to me that K 
led a very simple life. From what I knew of him, this struck me as  
accurate.

ŘĘĕċιٟĄāćŢŴƑħٺિĂȏƥŶşŀĀ뺯Țɋ
ćāĶحơĜǚʿǎ��ՍďǢǁƍŜąŴƜȉΥĞũǆĀ
Ăǚ��Ŵԭֲ௨չƗ��ăȚᅗᆝ��ƦؼŬࡄƤړ뺯āπ˩Ɨٚ׀
ŞĞđą̛��ĕƟĂċŢŀЄĈŏƧˤ˓ęĀೄƺĀĉ��ĄƧ
̜ĿŴĀū˩ŀƜĀ!�ŴĄəƟĀĂċĉ!�ŴȧƆďŊĈѰࢺ
ŠఒʬǾ!�ŴȧƆďȮŊĈŀǯĿ��౦ছĿ��ͱ͠ខខࡸĉĿ
Ǿ!�ȧŘĞճ��ĂċɏՍĕƟŊĈĢāĀĉĄƧ̜ŀƜćĕċ
șʆĘĀ뺯Mary Zimbalist ӊǁг׳ā��ՍĿŏĂƞπ˩Һ˱Ā
ŀƜ뺯ďāŢՍĀą̛ƦҶ��ĕ̥ƸĸīĂžŊǸ뺯

Mary Lutyens7 in her biographies of K approached the larger ques-
tion of who K was. While K often emphasized that who he was is 
unimportant – what is far more important is who you are – he also 
spoke powerfully about this question.8
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Mary Lutyens7 ćȬĀՍᅾ̙ʥġ੦Ŀ�“ՍĄɉ” ĕĂƑę
Āɝʚ뺯ƦՍǁ˩˓ЬŴĄɉ˄ăȶđ��ƑȶđĀĄ�“ĆĄɉ”��
ŴŢĕċɝʚģɘǄĿ˓ĈƺĀΡۅ뺯8

7 Mary Lutyens was a young child when she first met K soon after his arrival 
in  England. Her mother, Lady Emily Lutyens (wife of the architect Sir 
Edwin Lutyens) was very close to K for many years. K asked Mary to write his 
 biography, which led to The Years of Awakening, The Years of Fulfilment, The 
Open Door and The Life and Death of Krishnamurti. After reading the first edi-
tion of The Beauty of the Mountain, she commented that K felt alive in it. She 
died in 1999 at the age of 90.

7 Mary Lutyens ǉĂơȒėՍĄćՍحơࢃУӅŚŶă΅��ȆĴȬńĄċˏŔ뺯
ȬĀيʤ�Emily Lutyens ܌ĉ
Ӛ౩̅�Edwin Lutyens�ᐨՂĀঊŔ�ĠŭŘĎȉՍ
Ăˢπ˩ʤ˦뺯Սɑ�Mary ᙕϷŴĀ̙ʥ��ǘĄ��ƴ՝Āŭͳ���ࠦ͟Āŭͳ���
�ũĀęɠ��Š��ՍƀЏŦᑖ͎Āŀȉǧ��ĕĂͷԉ̙ʥīŘɝș뺯Mary փ
ȥą��Ƭͫƥſ��(The Beauty of the Mountain) ǉĂ̈Ŷ��ȬӇΡƆ��ΒġՍƻ
༚īʈœࡸŬ뺯Ȭǘ����ŭņș��ǃŭ�90 ξ뺯

8 For more on the matter, see Krishnamurti’s Notebook, Krishnamurti’s Journal, 
Mary Lutyens’s biographies and the other books listed on pp. 194–196.

8 ƑĠȠȱѺն��ɑϩ୯��ՍƀЏŦᑖ͎ݓʥ��(Krishnamurti’s Notebook)뺮��ķ
ūʥ��(Krishnamurti’s Journal)뺮�Mary Lutyens ĀՍᅾ̙ʥͷԉŘӍǕΒǉ�
194 –196 ѮǨԉŜĀȺŴΒཌྷ뺯
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 I n August 1984, on his way from Saanen to Geneva Airport, K vis-
ited me in Buchillon, the village beside Lake Geneva where I was liv-

ing. We met at the beautiful courtyard of nearby Château d’Allaman, 
with its magnificent trees. K got into my car, while Mary Zimbalist 
and Dr. Parchure9, who were accompanying him, followed in their 
car. During the drive to Buchillon, we came through a forest that had 
been the site of a Roman necropolis. At some point, I had the sensa-
tion that there was no one sitting beside me. While I felt I might be 
disturbing him, I also wanted to check on him and so asked whether 
he was familiar with the area. He answered immediately, but I had 
the feeling that he’d returned from a remote place in order to do so. 

1984 ŭ�8ʃ��ȮଔĩņūʭေƯɁĀɢĘ��Ս߯ਲ਼ąȆĴʐ
ć�Buchillon Āā��Buchillon ĄūʭေܯᔚĀĂċࣅଆ뺯āĶć
ઐ˦Ā�Allaman Νઉ�(Château d’Allaman) Ā४Իƀ५Ǽ��ŦĄ

9 Dr. T. K. Parchure accompanied K on his travels in India from 1973 onwards in 
order to look after K’s health. In the later years he also attended to K in Europe 
and the USA, and was present at K’s death at Ojai in 1986. One of my early 
efforts to help the Foundations was to support Dr. Parchure in building up an 
aspect of the archives in Ojai. He died in 2021 at the age of 91.

9 T. K. Parchure ֶŀȮ�1973 ŭőڈǜՍćߪʇӄǄ��Řܷ̆ՍĀԾ֗뺯ćŶ�
ĎĀǴŭġ��ŴǜƟģć߇िŠſŚܷ̆ޡݸՍĀǻɆ뺯1986 ŭՍć߇ᬤ�
(Ojai) ņșĴ��ŴȆĴģćɁ뺯āɋʿՎՍᅾ̇ĜĀֻϝƥĂĄж̰�
Parchure ֶŀć߇ᬤӚӐˌœಆޯࢰ뺯Ŵǘ�2021 ŭņș��ǃŭ�91 ξ뺯

VI S I T  TO BU CH I L LO N

߯ਲ਼วՂBuchillon
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ĂċſЊĀ४Ի��ց൳ŏॾୀĀϩĐę࠲뺯ՍАĘąāĀǫڈ��
ǜŴĂőǡĎĀ�Mary Zimbalist Š�Dr. Parchure9 קАŴĶĀǫ�
Ăɢ͚ćŶǚ뺯ćഘˋ�Buchillon Ā़ġ��āĶɢĿąĂǦ౻ڄ��
ŦƀӊǁĄ҈ࡘęᄫŞĀࠝɨ뺯ĂĴǎ��āĈĂƞƗƴ��ऊŊ
ĈĉАćāǻॶ뺯ؓƔāǋԺėĕĭƙģϿĜǙ০ėՍ��Țā
ģĞƢƆŴĄۚȫČ��ǘĄϔઇɝŴŢĕċҡੜĀٺિԙʇ뺯
ŴӐ̣ǟŜąƫ٫��ȚĄāĈĕƟĀƗƴ��ħą٫ҫā��ŴĄȮ
Ăċ�“୨˰ĀŞƶ” ƫĎĀ뺯

Several people told me later that they had had similar experiences 
with K. Whenever he declared later I am nobody, I was reminded of 
this incident. Dr. Parchure told me that K was at home in two dimen-
sions: our daily existence and a different dimension altogether.

ŶĎĈǴċĉг׳ā��ŴĶŠՍćĂőĴģĈĿٔĀǁ
֒뺯ƥŶ��ƲȆՍ̲ǆ�“ŴɉģăĄ�(I am nobody)”��āĝĜƫ
ĞőĕɫƂ뺯Parchure ֶŀг׳ā��ՍĢƧǘƪċăǜĀάʇ��
āĶū˩ŀƜĀάʇŠĂċಈƔăǜĀάʇ뺯

On many occasions K remarked that he had hardly any memory of 
the past, and that not carrying the burden of it gave him tremendous 
energy. At Rishi Valley in India we once met an old man who insisted 
that he had known K for many years. K did not remember him and 
afterwards said to me: Tout le monde connaît le singe, mais le singe 
ne connaît personne. (Everyone knows the monkey, but the monkey 
doesn’t know anyone.)

ՍӊǁĠơȪФ��ŴŢĿņǴٯŊĈ̜ʥٴ��ƦŊĈɭ
ĿņĀȶݸ��ĕƈąŴ؏ęĀĩʔ뺯ćߪʇĀ�Rishi Valley 
Սᅾ
ƓҁǨćŞ���āĶӊǁқėĿĂʞƳĉ��Ŵұ؆ĢŹǢǁΞԺ
ՍČĠŭą뺯ȚՍ˂ăʥīŴ��ŶĎՍŢāĸ��“Tout le monde 
connaît le singe, mais le singe ne connaît personne�
ʒГ��Ʋċĉ
ĝΞԺŦŮསŔ��ȚŦŮསŔ˂ăΞԺ̜ĉ�뺯”



After arriving at Buchillon we went down to the lake. K stopped 
on the path under the trees, listened and said just one word: Silence. 
I felt he was referring not just to external silence. There was a broken 
branch on the path that he carefully put to one side. He had a look 
at the irrigation system and immediately discerned how it functioned. 
He recognized the monkey puzzle tree (Araucaria araucana) in front 
of the house, though it’s quite exotic, and pointed out to Mary the 
particularly  beautiful dark violet-blue petunias blooming on the bal-
cony, which I had been tending. By the lakeside he told me how, 
in 1920, he and his brother had spent a holiday across the lake at 

Lake Geneva, at Buchillon, Switzerland. Once, after I had returned from a visit to 
Buchillon, K asked me: How was it? When I started to reply, “The lake was …,” he 
completed the sentence quicker than I could think: … comme un mirroir (… like a 
mirror).

ūʭေܯ��ѸުǘวՂ�Buchillon뺯ĈĂơ��Ȇāʪą�Buchillon ƥӄ࠱ĎĴ��Ս
ɝā��“ŦƀəĭƟ!” āǔƫ٫ĸ��“Ŧܯǚ……”Սď؇ćāĞČƥǡۙƽąāĀ
Ƹ��“……comme un mirroir�
ʒГ��……ďɏ࠴ŔĂݎ��뺯”

JħıħĲ�Ĳĭ�6ĳġĦħĪĪĭĬ� ��
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Amphion, between Thonon and Evian: the Hôtel des Princes had 
been uncomfortable, with too little hot water to warm themselves 
after a cold swim in the lake. He assumed this was the cause of his 
brother’s tuberculosis, which led to his early death at Ojai in 1925.

ڄ࠲Ǉņ뺯ՍćɢĘĀĂǦ˪ܯˋУ�Buchillon Ŷ��āĶϔࢃ
ॶӕąĪĎ��Ŵዔȴŏ��ŮĸąĂċϹ�“и”뺯āƴīŴϱĀă
ّّĄʌćĀࢳи뺯ɢĘસŏĂ֮גĀ࠲ຑ��ŴŇķااŞ
ǳ࠲ຑࡡėɢĀĂ˪뺯ŴğąĂĪࣔॵĀშᰳͷՖ��ӐՌďğ
Ŝą̋ĄƧ̜̬ǟĀ뺯āաʐĀӮŔɠǡĈĂทғϙϓߋᔮ��
ா؆སଗ࠲�
Ɠǩ��Araucaria araucana���ؓƔ̋ĀƟŔԱ̖ƣ
ԵࡋŚŰЬ��ȚՍĂɕďΞŜą̋뺯Սńˋ�Mary ϱąϱіх
ĘũŏĀ̖ȍſЊĀߓய٢ɡሐऌЛɓ��̋ĶĄāĂˢ̆ն
ŏĀ뺯ćܯ˪ĀĴȊ��ՍˋāϭۅąŴŠŴܓܓĄƧ̜ʇĿ�
1920 ŭҌʿĀ뺯ȆĴŴĶćܯŢలĀ�Amphion��ʞǘThonon 
Š�Evian ƪŞƥǎ�
൘ħʒŚŞǩ�뺯ŴĶĪ᪥ĀŔЌѠ�
(Hôtel des Princes)�ĂˢźĉăƖٵ˖��ȂħćܳĀܯǌġɯ
േƥŶ��ŦƀůĎوǻĀɶǌƖɺą뺯ՍΞħĕĄŴܓܓઍĘ
ʪभĀʅȂ��ƦʪभŖَ֢ͥąŴܓܓǘ�1925 ŭć߇ᬤ
Ӆŭɋධ뺯

A year later, on his way to Saanen, K stopped for lunch at Buchillon. 
As he entered the dining room, he exclaimed Huh! and for a moment 
covered his eyes with one hand. There were at that time a number 
of strongly coloured paintings on the wall,  some of them of half-
naked women; during the meal he  carefully regarded the one hanging 
in front of him. Whenever K looked at something, he did so intensely 
and  for a long time. He  told me how, before the war,  in Paris, he 
was shown Picasso’s painting Guernica. After looking at it for quite a 
while, he had asked: What is this all about? Goya was an artist whom K 
 appreciated, perhaps among other  reasons because of Goya’s claim 
to have been still learning at an old age, but he felt that modern artists 
only increased the general  confusion and  division by  expressing chaos, 



aggressiveness and fragmentation. When I  subsequently returned to 
Brockwood, Dorothy Simmons10 reported that K had spoken enthu-
siastically about his visit to the house at Buchillon.

ĂŭŘŶ��ćņଔĩĀɢĘ��Սć�Buchillon ලǟӕң��ůϡ
ԑ뺯ȢȆŴϳɍԑढ़Ĵ��ŴتדĂ̲��“ŵâ” ƔŶĂĴǎůĂŮ
ƋࣧʐąĢŹĀˊɕ뺯ȆĴԑढ़ĀĘ߫ŏĂȏɡӴ৩Ā༚
ԡ��ȺġĈĂȏĄͤಬĀƕȡ뺯ćůԑĀĴȊ��Սࢅժܸނą߫
ćŴǚǡĀŦવԡ뺯ƲȆՍҍԚƟʁɞĴ��ŴĝĜğīπ˩
ΞŬ��ƦؼĜҍŉ΅뺯Ŵг׳ā��Ϳڌƥǡ��ćֹแ��ĈĉƈŴ
ğąখȀअĀԡǟ��Ϝٕجڲ��뺯ŴğąͤژŶ��ɝƆ��“ĕĝԡ
ąȏƇĭҸ!” ውݔ�
ཥͩ��Goya�1746 –1828�ɞΊ࠭ԡŝ��ĄՍ
ॅ॓ĀĂʞۨŝ��ॅ॓ŴĀʅȂƥĂͱϿĄ��ው̲ݔ؆ĢŹŭ
༾ąঞćƓІ��ȚĄՍƴīƍͳۨŝǨȪУĀŦȏְࣷ뺮
ȉໃജ뺯ȆāΏŶƫஂܒȡĀڃޏȡŠœജƗŮĜՎǥĉߔ
ėҘ໘Ս༭؞��Dorothy�Simmons10 ˋā͎ėĸ��ՍɶŰߋຯŞ
ٟΡąŴϩҍ�Buchillon ĀӮŔ뺯

While at Brockwood I was invited to attend the meetings of K with 
the staff and students. Almost everyone would look terribly serious 

10 Dorothy Simmons was a recognized sculptress and educator before helping 
to set up Brockwood Park School in 1969, along with her husband, Montague. 
She was the School’s first principal and a trustee until her death in 1989. She 
was and still is highly regarded by many former students and staff members, 
and K once told me that they could establish Brockwood because of the lib-
eral school system in England and because they had found the right person 
to head it.

10 Dorothy Simmons ӊĄĂʞȔΞĀຬർŝŠ͵آŝ��1969 ŭȬŠȬĀట܌�
Montague ĂőъՎՇӐąҘ໘Ս༭؞ȔԽƓҁ�(Brockwood Park School)뺯
ȬĄƓҁĀǉĂҁǥ��ǜĴࠬȆȗƂ��ˢψ�1989 ŭņș뺯ȬψƎঞƔɩė
ϿĠǡ͵ܡ˴ʕŠƓŀĶĀƬʇӇ͍뺯Սӊг׳ā��ŴĶĩѿӚӐőҘ໘Ս
༭؞��ĂƶǚĄύǘӅŚĢύũǆĀƓҁɆͷ��Ǟ͠ĄŴĶˣėąʸҒĀĉĎ
ʠ֢̋뺯

JħıħĲ�Ĳĭ�6ĳġĦħĪĪĭĬ� ��
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when K entered the room. He would then sit in front of the assembly 
and, to begin with, gaze at each person one by one. As I felt so happy 
to be invited, I gave him a big smile when he looked at me. Radiantly, 
he smiled back, in a way no one had ever done towards me before. 
The people in front turned around to see what was going on!

ćҘ໘Ս༭؞��āɩϩȀąՍȉ͵ܡ˴ʕŠƓŀĶĀĜ
뺯ՍΏ̣ĜАėၞߙƲċĉĝ̦Űٯ뺯ȆՍǇɘӮǎĴ��Ǵڱ
ĉǡ�Ăũ˨��ŴĜĂͩ˸ƲĂċĉ뺯Ȃħāπ˩Ƭ׀ƻ
ɑϩȀĜڱ��ǨŘȆՍğėāĀĴȊ��āƈąŴĂċęęĀų
ȟ뺯ƦŴģƫŘ୦जĀųȟ��ŘǡȮĎŊĈĉŦƟŞŢāȟ
Ŀ뺯ǡ͂Āĉ୍୍ʽĿǻĎ��ĞğğأތşŀąƇĭâ

An exchange during one of these discussions (on 16 October 
1983) I remember well, because there was so much laughter. One 
of the boys claimed he understood what was being said about intelli-
gence but, nevertheless, didn’t feel he was becoming more intelligent. 
Frustrated, he asked another student what intelligence meant to her. 
She evaded the question, pointing to K and simply saying she believes 
what he says, which made people laugh. K went on: Let’s take another 
thing, perhaps that will explain it. The girl interjected, “But if he can’t 
see that one, is he going to see? If he can’t see that as intelligence, 
what can he see?” K laughingly told the boy: She is insulting you! He 
said it in such a generous way that everyone was very much amused.

ĕȏΡĜƥġ��ĈĂɁ�
1983 ŭ�10 ʃ�16 ū��ƀǚĀŢƸ
źāʥٴஅĥ��ȂħŦơęŝĝȟīƖǱą뺯۶ĠȵˏġĀĂ
ċ̲؆ŴǢǁư̑ąՍǨϭĀғ��ƔƦҤϯƧˤ��Ŵ˄ŊĈƴ
īĢŹȻīƑĈғą뺯ᒳྩƥ��ŴɝąԨĂʞƕƓŀ��ŢȬ
ƦҶƇĭĄғ뺯ƕƓŀƫॺąĕċɝʚ��ϱŏՍĸƆ��ȬȠƱ
ՍǨĸĀĂО��ĕڇĎąĂęǦȟ̲뺯ՍҬφƆ��“źāĶҕċ
Դʇ��ͱϿďĻŘ̛ࣹʓࡼą뺯” ŦċƕˏƸɘĎ��“ȚđĄŴ
ăĩǆɃŦĂž��ŴńĩǆɃƇĭʝ!�ƧưŴŊĩğŜŦďĄ



From Buchillon, Switzerland, a view over Lake Geneva towards Amphion

˰ᘩūʭေܯŢలĀʒŚ�Amphion,�ѸުǘวՂBuchillon

The Hôtel des Princes in Amphion, France, today; where K stayed in 1920

ƎūʒŚAmphionĀŔЌѠ��1920 ŭՍӊǁćĕƀʐĿ

JħıħĲ�Ĳĭ�6ĳġĦħĪĪĭĬ� ��
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ғĀƸ��ŴńĩğėƇĭʝ!” ՍȟŏŢŦċȵˏĸ��“ȬČɏ
ćᔦ࿙Ćڬâ” ՍĸĕƸĴĄƧˤĀęƶĢƔ��ćɁĀƲĂċĉ
ĝȥƽƻဏǒą뺯

Suprabha Seshan11, a long-time friend, recalls that when she was 
a student at Brockwood K once asked her: Why do you want to go to 
university? What about this land here, isn’t it all here? On another occa-
sion, he said to her: Throw it all away, question every thing, challenge 
the speaker, ask deeply What is the root of your conditioning, how were 
you brought up, what happened to you when you were very young, how 
did your parents and teachers raise you? When she later told him that 
she was going to university, he asked: Do you think you will be more 
intelligent after that?

Suprabha Seshan11ĄāȠԺǢ΅ĀȷƤ��ȬƫٴőȆȬńĄ
Ҙ໘Ս༭؞ĀćҁƓŀĴ��ՍĈĂơɝȬ��“ħƇĭĆĞđĘę
Ɠ!�ĆƴīĕǦעŞəĭƟ��ĕƀăĄĈĆĞđĀĂОǾ!” ń
ĈĂơ��ՍŢȬĸ��“೮ҎǨĈĀ̞ᕶ��ΙࡢĂОס��ͿϭƸ͠��

ϱՍĢŹ���ͣɍŞ੦ઇĕȏɝʚuuĆĢǻٲՄĀ֮۷ćͬ
ƀ!�ĆĄƧ̜ƻ၆ѷǥęĀ!�ĆŉŇĀĴȊ��şŀĿƇĭƂ!�Ć
Ā߮يŠƳ̅ĄƧ̜াѷ͵آĆĀ!” ȆȬŶĎг׳ՍĸȬȝ
đņĘęƓĴ��ՍɝƆ��“ĆΞħփȥęƓŘŶĆĜȻīƑĈғ
Ǿ!”

11 Suprabha Seshan is an ‘ecosystem gardener’, ecologist, educator and writer, 
who for many years has helped to run the internationally renowned Gurukula 
Botanical Sanctuary in Kerala, India, winning the Whitley Prize in 2006. She 
was a Rishi Valley, Valley School and Brockwood student.

11 Suprabha Seshan ĄĂǩ�“ŀяͷՖԽࣼ”뺮ŀяƓŝ뺮͵آŝŠǟŝ��Ġŭ
ĎȬćߪʇᏊӘӘᅨъՎǁؽǃ່ŚٗĀ�“Gurukula ౪ˀ̝֕ҡ”��˄ǘ�
2006 ŭȌī�Whitley ց̝˺뺯ȬӊǁĄߪʇ�Rishi Valley Ɠҁ뺮ߪʇ�“ͫୌ
Ɠҁ” (Valley School) ŠҘ໘Ս༭؞ȔԽƓҁĀƓŀ뺯
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 I n May 1984 I went to Ojai for the public talks. It’s sometimes 
claimed that ‘Ojai’ (pronounced O-high) means ‘nest’, and indeed 

there is a great sense of peace pervading the whole valley. Arriving 
from Ventura one feels it, particularly at dusk or during one of the 
magnificent moonlit nights that occur there. The name ‘Ojai’ actually 
comes from the Chumash word meaning ‘moon’.

1984 ŭ�5�ʃ��āǡϰ߇ᬤϩȀՍĀȔũϭƸ뺯֪ĸ�“߇
ᬤ”
Ojai��ӅГփǟ�O-high��ĀǋΥĄ�“ࣀዤ”��ƦђċͫୌģĀ

 иིŠĀǯ༃뺯ȆĆȮ�Venturaݶ֍ŏĂƞƄȤکſŚȀӆ
Ν̤��ĎėĕƀĴ��ĆĜƗɩėĕž��ਯȺĄćֆඏĴœͱ͠Ԛ
ċᮽ।ʃʾ̆ೣĪĀ͋Ȑ��ĕƞƗɩĜƑħ˓ݰ뺯“߇ᬤ” ĕċ
ǩϹƂǰĘĎĢǘᏤ҈Ƈĉ�
ſिʅʐΧ��ĀࠍГ��̋ĀǋΥĄ�
“ʃб”뺯

Returning regularly, K spent a great part of his life at Ojai, and it was 
there in 1925 that death claimed his brother, and in 1986 K himself.

ՍǭʿĜƫė߇ᬤ��ćŦƀŴʇĿąĉŀġŉęĂˌœĀĴ
ʾ뺯ŴĀܓܓǘ�1925 ŭć߇ᬤņș��ƦŴǕĉģǘ�1986 ŭć
Ŧƀȉșǥဂ뺯

Wherever K made his home, he would invite to lunch friends 
and other interesting people with whom he wanted to converse.12 
This was the custom at Saanen, Madras (now Chennai), Rishi Valley, 
Rajghat at Varanasi on the Ganges, and Ojai. At Brockwood there 
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were fewer guests, because he lunched in the dining room with stu-
dents and staff. Michael Krohnen13, who had been taught to cook by 
Alan Hooker14, was the chef at Ojai. In addition to preparing meals, 
it was Michael’s informal duty during lunches to keep K up to date 
with the news of the world. Michael was natur ally well suited to the 
task; also, he had a strong voice and K had become slightly deaf in 
his last years. On one occasion, K laughingly told me: First the teeth, 
then the ears, then the eyes, and then down to earth. Another time, 
during a public talk, he quoted an Italian proverb: Everybody has to 
die; perhaps me, too.

12 As Asit Chandmal, a nephew of Pupul Jayakar (see footnote 32 on pg. 98) 
who knew K from childhood, wrote at the beginning of his book One Thousand 
Suns, K once said to him: I wish you could travel with me, and meet the variety 
of people I see. Doctors, writers, scientists, artists, so-called religious men, phi-
losophers, wives and mothers and husbands, clerks, bureaucrats and their 
bosses. Asit died in 2019.

12 ȢƧ�Asit Chandmal —— Pupul Jayakar 
Ȓ�32ͩם��ǉ�98 Ѯ�ĀᒑŔ,�ĢŇďΞ
ԺՍ——ćŴᙕϷĀ��ĂԮċƖі��(One Thousand Suns) ĂΒĀũǼĕƟϷ
Ɔ��ՍӊǁŢŴĸ��“āЏʬĆĩŠāĂőӄǄ,�ΞԺĂĪāǨȒėĀͨКͨƟ
Āĉ뺯ŴĶġĈֶŀ뺮ǟŝ뺮ؘƓŝ뺮ۨŝ뺮Ǩ࡙Āඐ͵ĉՂ뺮࿐Ɠŝ��
ńĈঊŔ뺮يʤŠటܡ��܌˴뺮Ћ᭘ŠŴĶĀƳذ뺯”Asitǘ�2019 ŭņș뺯

13 Michael Krohnen, originally from Germany, worked as chef at Oak Grove 
School and in various capacities for KFA. He was K’s cook in Ojai for many 
years and is the author of The Kitchen Chronicles: 1001 Lunches with 
J. Krishnamurti. He now runs the Krishnamurti Library at Pine Cottage, K’s Ojai 
residence.

13 Michael Krohnen ĎĢ؞Ś��ӊĄዲڄ࠲Ɠҁ�(Oak Grove School)�Āǂೀ��˄
ćՍƀЏŦᑖ͎ſṤĜࠬĿĠֻܡӪ뺯ĠŭĎ��ŴĄՍć߇ᬤĀೀ̅��
ģĄ��ೀӮৠŭ܈��Š�J· ՍƀЏŦᑖ͎Ā�1001 ࠢϡԑ��(The Kitchen 
Chronicles: 1001 Lunches with J. Krishnamurti)�ĂΒĀǟ͠뺯ϝǡŴޡݸǁ
ᬤĀ߇��Սŀǡć(Pine Cottage)�ۭؠʞǘࢰʏΒ˽��ࢰՍƀЏŦᑖ͎ʏΒؽ
ʐǨ뺯



ƄΡՍǳ�“ŝ” ȫćͬƀ��ŴĝĜɑȷƤŠĂȏŴĞđȉƥ
ιٟĀĈٚĀĉ��ĎȉŴդɘϡԑ뺯12�ĕǢǁŪąĂƞૼڤ��ă
ϯĄćଔĩ뺮Madras�
ƍ؆��Chennai�̇ਗ਼�뺮Rishi Valley�
ʇߪ
ՍᅾƓҁǨćŞ�뺮ޖ˪�Varanasi ֿΝĀ�Rajghat�
ՍᅾƓҁ
ǨćŞ��ńĄć߇ᬤ��ĝĄĂƟ뺯ćҘ໘Ս༭؞��ϢĉđɺĂȏ��
ȂħՍĜćԑढ़ƀȉƓŀŠ͵ܡ˴ʕĶĂőϡԑ뺯Michael 
Krohnen13 ȆĴĄ߇ᬤĀǂೀ��̅ܺ�Alan�Hooker14뺯פąѤ҄
ϖ҅ƥʌ��Ŵū˩Āޡܡń̞ಗćϡԑʿǎˋՍϭۅƽșʆŖ
ĥĀĴƂĥո뺯Michael ĢƔŞπ˩۩ĕֻʕǟ��ŴĀດ͡ģ
ʈœᆤб��ƦՍćŀЄĀŖŶǴŭƀࣸ��ȻīලųĈȏᕙą뺯
ĈĂơ��ՍȟŏŢāĸ��“࠭ϵŜąɝʚ��ƔŶĄࣸ��ǞĄɕࠤ��
ŖŶďɍעą뺯” ńĈĂơȔũϭƸġ��ŴڇůąḀ̆ǋęϙĀ
ᤥГ��“ĉͥȝĂǧ��ͱϿāģăૼʌ뺯”

At Ojai, when arriving for lunch, he would go to the kitchen first – 
peeping into the pots and exchanging a few words with Michael – and 
then enter the dining room from there. Michael and I once calculated 
how many times K had stepped through that kitchen door, and reck-
oned it must have been close to a thousand while Michael was chef.

ć߇ᬤ��Ѥ҄ůϡԑĴ��ՍĜϵņĂĪೀӮ��ܹܹᖝĂɕݢƀ
ᏎĀ҅ᚉ��ƔŶŠ�Michael ιȹǴ̥��ˈŏϔĜȮೀӮǇɘԑ

14 Alan Hooker was the founding owner of the famous Ranch House Restaurant 
in Ojai. His association with K began in 1949 and he was a trustee of KFA until 
1989. On K’s suggestion, he wrote what is said to be the first vegetarian 
cookbook in the US; it became a best-seller and is still in print. He died in 
1993 at the age of 90. His wife, Helen Hooker, died several years later.

14 Alan Hooker Ą߇ᬤōǩĀ�“Ranch House ԑढ़” ĀՇ˨ĉ뺯Ŵǘ�1949 ŭȉ
ՍȠԺ��ӊĄՍƀЏŦᑖ͎ſṤĜȗƂ��ˢψ�1989 ŭ뺯ćՍĀӚڱĪ��
ŴᙕϷą֪ĸĄſŚĀǉĂǕٌθθ��˽ΒĂʇઁܽ��ψƎঞćݨߪşǄ뺯
Ŵǘ�1993 ŭņș��ǃŭ�90 ξ뺯ǴŭŶ��ŴĀঊŔ�Helen Hooker ņș뺯
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ढ़뺯Michael ŠāӊǁʹΚĿՍĈĠɺơĿೀӮĀɠ��ΚĪ
Ď��ć�Michael Ȇǂೀʿǎ��ଦʹīĈ˦ĂԮơą뺯

Michael invited me to join him when receiving K in the kitchen, 
and K and I, too, would exchange a few words. One day, burdened 
with marriage difficulties, I decided to ask K for help, but not out loud. 
I was simply thinking, “Please help!” On this occasion, however, K 
completely ignored me. I thought perhaps he didn’t get my message 
but I also wondered if his indifference might be intentional. And of 
course now when I think back, I realize that whenever I tried to put 
myself in the foreground he ignored me; he became almost neutral, 
almost absent; one couldn’t reach him. It was a good lesson not to 
ask for help.

ćೀӮˈαՍĴ��Michael ģĜͰĘā��ǨŘՍŠāģĜιȹ
Ǵ̥뺯ĈĂĐ��āƻĂȏӱɝʚǨܒ০��јǭˋՍ̂Վ��Țā
˄ŊĈĸŜ̲Ď뺯ŮĄćķƀչЯ��“ɑъъāťâ” ƔƦĕĂ
ơ��Սȥƽकߔąā뺯āĞģϿĄŴŊˈʵėāĀ̂ՎƱ̸��Ț
āģᑏŏͱϿŴĀһԢĄĈǋħƥĀ뺯ȆƔą��ƍćƫĞő
Ď��āǋԺėƲȆāɈʏǳĢŹǽėĂċӏׅĀʞٝĘ��ŴĝĜ
ǳāकߔҎ��ŴĜȻīǴٯġӐ��ऊăćŦƀ��źĉƄʒਝ
Ӎ뺯ĕɫƂƈāĘąŉČĀĂӛ��źāΓīą��ăđņ̂ߜъ
Վ뺯

Though there were sometimes as many as twenty guests for lunch, 
K was actually rather shy. Once, when a great number had come, I 
heard him enquiring: Who are all those people? He would approach 
the crowd unseen, modestly stepping out from behind a screen and 
inviting the guests with Madame est servie.

ؓƔĈĴȊĜĈĠУȕʈʞϢĉդɘϡԑ��ȚՍǰٗĘńĄ
ȠȆҴ೦Ā뺯Ăơ��ĈĂęĉĎą��āȴėՍɝ��“ĕȏĉĝĄ
ɉŵ!”ŴĜ৻৻Ş뺮ߔɭ೦ᓉŞȮૃɧŶǚŜĎˈęŝ��Ɣ



ŶůḀ̆ʒГ�“Madame est servie 
ϡԑѤ҄Čą�” ɑϢĉĶ
ǃůԑθ뺯

Lunch at Ojai was a self-service buffet, and after the meal eve-
ryone would take his or her dishes to the kitchen for cleaning. K 
would serve himself last and, afterwards, carry to the kitchen not only 
his dishes but often also some of the pots, sometimes the biggest  
ones. 

ᬤĀϡԑĄĢՎКĀ��ćůȥԑŶ��ƲċĉĝĜ΄ŏĢŹ߇
ĀԑᆒņೀӮʓҀ뺯ՍϰϰĄŖŶĂċȿԑĀ��ăّƧˤ��Ɛȥ
ŘŶŴăʾĜɭŏŴĀԑᆒņೀӮ��ģ˩˩ĜɭĘĂȏ൹ໍ��Ĉ
ĴৰψĄŦȏŖęĀ൹ໍ뺯

During one of these lunches, K mentioned a statement about Oak 
Grove School that he had written in 1975 and later revised with the 
school staff; he wished it to be distributed during the public talks. The 
Foundation lacked a good copier, however, and it looked as though it 
would be difficult to print the statement in time. In response, I made 
a donation to the Foundation of a high-quality photocopier, and ‘The 
Intent of Oak Grove School’ – later called ‘The Intent of the Schools’, 
since it applies to all of them – was distributed.

ĈĂơϡԑĀĴȊ��Ս͎ėąĂΎȱǘዲڄ࠲Ɠҁ�(Oak 
Grove School)�Ā̲ǆ��ĕΎ̲ǆĄŴǘ�1975 ŭϷĀ��ŶĎŠƓ
ҁĀ͵ܡ˴ʕĂőƙąէુ뺯ŴЏʬćȔũϭƸʿǎǳĕΎ̲
ǆœşƈȴ۶뺯ȚĄ̇Ĝ݀ɺĂхČĀҫߪƯ��đĞӍĴǙ
ĜഉąĂхƬ̇ˋȧ뺯ħˤ��āܒĈžٯŜĕȏ̲ǆٔߪ
ȞΙĀҫߪƯ��ŖͥĕΎ̲ǆīŘœşƈąȴ۶뺯ȺԶʚʅϵ
ħ�“ዲڄ࠲ƓҁĀඐቍ”��Ҩছė̋ҒůǘǨĈĀՍᅾƓҁ��Ŷ
Ďϔϑħ�“ՍᅾƓҁĀඐቍ”뺯
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The Intent of the Schools
ՍᅾƓҁĀඐቍ

It is becoming more and more important in a world that is destructive 
and degenerating that there should be a place, an oasis, where one 
can learn a way of living that is whole, sane and intelligent. Education 
in the modern world has been concerned with the cultivation, not 
of intelligence, but of intellect, of memory and its skills. In this pro-
cess little occurs beyond passing information from the teacher to 
the taught, the leader to the follower, bringing about a superficial 
and mechanical way of life. In this there is little human relation- 
ship.

ćĂċ֦͟ۂȡŠăגኍҔĀșʆĘ��ĈĂɫƂȻīസş
ȶđ��ŦďĄāĶˆ˽ĈĂċŞƶ��ĂǦ܄ि��ĉĶĻŘćŦƀ
ƓІĂƞȥђ뺮ԾƽŠғĀŀƜƶК뺯ȆƎșʆĀ͵آ˄ă
ȱķাѷғ��̋ȱķĀĄাѷғƺ뺮ʥٴƺŘӍΏƥƦĎĀ
ࢩΏ͠შڦˋŮăĿĄƳ̅ˋƓŀ뺮ʠচآ͵ĩ뺯ĕƞڐֻͨ
ĂȏƱʜą��̋ҝďąĂƞٽঽƦƣƯᅟĀŀƜƶК뺯ćĕ
Ȇġ��ǴٯăԪćĉȉĉƥǎĀȱͷ뺯

Surely a school is a place where one learns about the totality, the 
wholeness of life. Academic excellence is absolutely necessary, but 
a school includes much more than that. It is a place where both the 
teacher and the taught explore not only the outer world, the world 
of knowledge, but also their own thinking, their behavior. From this 
they begin to discover their own conditioning and how it distorts their 
thinking. This conditioning is the self to which such tremendous and 
cruel importance is given. Freedom from conditioning and its misery 
begins with this awareness. It is only in such freedom that true learn-
ing can take place. In this school it is the responsibility of the teacher 
to sustain with the student a careful exploration into the implications 
of conditioning and thus end it.



ƓҁƄࡢĄĂċāĶą̛ŀƜĀђɆȉȥђȡĀŞƶ뺯џ
লĀƓˡĄκăĻɺĀ��ȚƓҁ˰ăٜǘˤ뺯̋ĄĂċƳ̅Š
ƓŀĝĻŘɘǄ੦अĀŞƶ��ăّ੦अʌćĀșʆ뺮ƢԺĀș
ʆ��ǜƟģ੦अŴĶĢŹĀΥĞŠǄħ뺯ύˤŴĶďĜũ˨ş
ƍĢǻĀٲՄȡ��ŘӍٲՄȡĄƧ̜อفŴĶĀΥҨĀ뺯ĕċ
ேͽĀȶđȡ뺯ؼՄȡďĄ�“Ģā”��̋ƻᄭୟąƧˤ؏ęƦٲ
ƦٲࢊՄӍȺͽХ��˄ȌīĢύ��ď˨ǘĕƞƴ뺯ŮĈćĕ
ΎĢύġ��ƷĜĈŬȢĀƓІşŀ뺯ćĕǨƓҁƀ��Ƴ̅Āޡ
ďĄŠƓŀĂőŢٲՄĀͨƞʭ་ΞŬŞ੦ތĂ��ȮƦͥʪ
̋뺯

The Pepper Tree in front of Pine Cottage, K’s home in Ojai. A few years ago the tree 
fell, but new shoots have grown out of the huge trunk that remained and it is once 
again vigorous and beautiful.


�ۭؠՍć߇ᬤĀʐǨ��ǡĀঙ৹࠲뺯Ǵŭǡ��ঙ৹࠲ԧą��ȚĥǢȮणңĪĎ
Ā؏ę࠲ѝĘǥąŜĎ��ঙ৹࠲ǞơȻīŀƯሊሊ뺮ſЊƛĉ뺯
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A school is a place where one learns the importance of know ledge 
and its limitations. It is a place where one learns to observe the world 
not from any particular point of view or conclusion. One learns to 
look at the whole of man’s endeavor, his search for beauty, his search 
for truth and for a way of living without conflict. Conflict is the very 
essence of violence. So far education has not been concerned with 
this, but in this school our intent is to understand actuality and its 
action without any preconceived ideals, theories or belief which bring 
about a contradictory  attitude toward existence.

ƓҁĄĂċāĶą̛ƢԺĀȶđȡŠ̋ĀٲՄȡĀŞƶ뺯
ćĕƀ��āĶȝƓІƧ̜ăȮԚċ̖ǭĀҍžͱʪΡŜşņҍ
ĕċșʆ뺯āĶƓІņҍĉǨĈĀ৭Ɉ��ĉŢſĀڦ
̂��ŢŬȗĀ̂ڦ��ŢĂƞŊĈڮӏĀŀƜƶКĀ̂ڦ뺯ڮӏď
ĄݕƺĀǕΙ뺯ėϝǡħٜ��͵آĂˢĝŊĈȱķĿĕȏ��ƔƦ
ćĕǨƓҁƀ��āĶǋćą̛ǰٗƍޕӍȺȠˆĀǄƛ��ăɭĈ
̜٩ѳĀȗĞ뺮ȗΡͱƱృ��ȂħȢĄĕȏʁɞɭĎąĂƞ
ȉԪćȠෂඉĀяʇ뺯

The school is concerned with freedom and order. Freedom is not 
the expression of one’s own desire, choice or self-interest. That inevi-
tably leads to disorder. Freedom of choice is not freedom, though it 
may appear so; nor is order conformity or imitation. Order can only 
come with the insight that to choose is itself the denial of freedom.

ĕǨƓҁȱķĀĄĢύȉᎃۖ뺯Ģύ˄ăĄċĉĀࢍʬ뺮
˞ՊͱϙॼĀȪУ뺯ĕȏʁɞȝăĻॺыŞְَ֢ࣷ뺯ĩѿĢ
ύŞ˞Պ˄ăĄĢύ��ؓƔ̋ğĘņɏĄĢύ��ᎃۖģăĄᆰȮ
ͱ͠٣뺯ŮĈȆĆೄė˞ՊǕǻďĄŢĢύĀۚǭĴ��ᎃ
ۖƷĜėĎ뺯

In school one learns the importance of relationship which is not 
based on attachment and possession. It is here one can learn about 



the movement of thought, love and death, for all this is our life. From 
the ancient of times, man has sought something beyond the mate-
rialistic world, something immeasurable, something sacred. It is the 
intent of this school to inquire into this  possibility.

ćƓҁƀāĶȝą̛ė��Ŧƞăǘ֙୲ŠભĈĀȱͷĄĠ
ĭȶđ뺯ȢĄćĕƀ��āĶĻŘą̛ΥĞĀƜƛ��ą̛ıȉǧ
୭��ȂħĕĂОďĄāĶĀŀƜ뺯ĢֿŘĎ��ĉĝćߜˣԚƞ
ɸɿˀΙșʆĀ뺮ăĻʇʔĀ뺮̦Āʁɞ뺯ĕǨƓҁĀඐቍ
ďĄņ੦ઇşƍĕƞĻĩȡ뺯

This whole movement of inquiry into knowledge, into oneself, into 
the possibility of something beyond knowledge, brings about naturally 
a psychological revolution, and from this comes inevitably a totally 
different order in human relationship, which is society. The intelligent 
understanding of all this can bring about a profound change in the 
consciousness of mankind.

ƦĕƞŢƢԺ뺮ŢĢā뺮ŢɸɿƢԺĀĻĩȡɘǄ੦ތĀ
Ŀԙ��ĢƔĜɭĎĂɁķȗĘĀொЄ��ƦǁύĕɁķȗொЄ��ď
κƔĜćĉĀȱͷġ��ģďĄćףĜġмŀĂƞಈƔăǜĀ
ᎃۖ뺯ғŞʠĘۅĕĂО��ĩ̹ĉĀǋԺīėͣՌĀʽ
Ȼ뺯

J. Krishnamurti
© 1981 Krishnamurti Foundation Trust Ltd

J· ՍƀЏŦᑖ͎
��1981�ՍƀЏŦᑖ͎Ʊ̇Ĝ

During this period, as in other years, K held several dialogues at Oak 
Grove School and at Pine Cottage – his home in Ojai from 1922 until 
his death – with teachers, trustees and occasionally parents. During 
one of these discussions, at Pine Cottage, he asked David Moody15: Do 
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you trust Mr. Grohe? David replied, “I don’t know him.” K responded: 
You see! You see! Ivan Berkovics16 has reminded me that K then leaned 
towards me and said: It’s not personal. K was always stressing that real 
trust is not dependent on the knowledge one has of another person. 
Mary Cadogan once told me that K had said to her: You can trust Mr. 
Grohe. Similarly, I don’t believe that my attitude regarding the teach-
ings would be any different if I had never met K personally.

ɏϰŭĂƟ��ĕьĴǎՍœȍćዲڄ࠲ƓҁŠۭؠ�(Pine 
Cottage)uuՍĀʐǨ��Ģ�1922 ŭˢψŴධșuuȉƳ̅뺮
̇ĜȗƂ뺮ٕݐńĈŝǥɘǄąĠơŢƸ뺯ćۭؠĀĂơΡ
ġ��Ŵɝ�David Moody15��“ĆƱ�Grohe ϵŀ�
ǕΒǟ͠��Ǿ!”�

15 David Moody was Oak Grove School’s first teacher. He was later its educa-
tional director, then director of the school. He co-authored Mapping Biology 
Knowledge and authored The Unconditioned Mind – J. Krishnamurti and the 
Oak Grove (see pg. 138); An Uncommon Collaboration: David Bohm and J. 
Krishnamurti; and Krishnamurti in America: New Perspectives on the Man and 
his Message.

15 David Moody Ąዲڄ࠲Ɠҁ�(Oak Grove School)�ĀǉĂʞƳ̅뺯ŴŶĎŪ
ħ˽ҁĀ͵آǂ��ǞĄƓҁĀɽޡݸĉ뺯Ŵȉȍĉʸōą��༚̑ŀˀƓƢ
Ժ��(Mapping Biology Knowledge)��ģĄ��ăɩ̑יĀķuuJ· ՍƀЏŦᑖ
͎ȉዲڄ࠲Ɠҁ��
ϩȒǉ�138 Ѯ���ᅻȒĀʸǟ��David Bohm ȉ�J· ՍƀЏŦ
ᑖ͎��Š��ՍƀЏŦᑖ͎ćſŚ��Ⱥĉ뺮Ⱥ࣊ʜƥĥ˸Դ��Āǟ͠뺯

16 Ivan Berkovics taught at Wolf Lake School (a K School in Victoria, B.C., 
Canada, that ran for a few years in the late 1970s/early 1980s and is now the 
Swanwick Centre) and at Oak Grove School in Ojai; he also worked for KFA. 
He runs Lindley House, a guest house beside the Krishnamurti Retreat.

16 Ivan Berkovics ӊ͵ǘ�Wolf Lake Ɠҁ�
ĂǨʞǘȀ΄ęăԉ໑վȤޠۈ
άĠϙ̤ۈĀՍᅾƓҁ��ć�1970 ŭͳܲ��1980 ŭͳحũѩąǴŭ��ϝǡŦƀ
Ą�Swanwick ġķ��ŘӍ߇ᬤĀዲڄ࠲Ɠҁ��ŴģӊħՍƀЏŦᑖ͎ſṤ
Ĝ�(KFA)�ʕǟ뺯ϝǡŴǁؽŏ�Lindley House��Ăŝ˦ՍƀЏŦᑖ͎иէġ
ķĀӄࢰ뺯



David ƫ٫ĸ��“ā˄ăą̛Ŵ뺯” ՍƫˆƆ��“Ćഊâ�Ćഊâ”�Ivan 
Berkovics16 ъāƫĞőąŦċɁբ��ՍȆĴϤˋāĸ��“ĕăĄ
ǘāĶŢԨĂŢĆċĉĀ뺯” ՍĂˢ˓ЬŬȢĀƱ˄ăࣉ
ċĉĀٺિԙʇ뺯Mary Cadogan ˋā͎ėĿ��ՍӊŢȬĸ��“Ć
ĻŘƱ�Grohe ϵŀ뺯” ȉˤȠ��ā˄ăΞħāŢ͵রĀяʇ
ĜĈ̜Āăǜ��̣ϔāȮλȉՍȒĿǚ뺯

I realize while writing this that my feeling for K was one of complete 
trust, and it remains so – and this is also why I have wanted to sup-
port the work. I think K understood this. He once asked me: Why are 
you giving us all this money? I didn’t know what to reply, so he replied 
for me, lifting up his arms: Ça vient tout seul! (It comes on its own!) 
It’s also what he said, according to friends, on an occasion when he 
happened to see me: He wants to help.

ćϷĕьƸĴ��āǋԺė��āŢՍĀƗƴďĄĂƞȥƽĀƱ
��̣̹ėƍć֙ƔƧˤ��ĕģĄħƇĭāĞđж̰ĕֻʕǟĀ
ʅȂ뺯āĞՍǆɃĕĂž뺯ĈĂơŴɝā��“ĆħƇĭđՎā
ĶĕĭĠ̮!” āĂĴăƢƧ̜ƫ٫��ǘĄŴāƫ٫ą��Ŵഎ
őˊƆ��“Ça vient tout seul�
ʒГ��̮ĄĢċɳ҃ĎĀ�â” ńĈ
Ăơ��ȆՍ५ञğȒāĴ��ĈȷƤĶƫٴȆĴՍĄĕĭĸĀ��“Ŵ
ĞđъՎāĶ뺯”

By spring of the following year, 1985, I had purchased a house in 
Ojai. I’d first looked at the so-called Radix Institute, above the Oak 
Grove at the top of Besant Road (where the Ojai Retreat now is). I 
told K about this and mentioned that the atmosphere wasn’t good, 
to which he responded: Let’s be there for a while. I ended up buying 
another house, on Country Club Drive. While it was being refurbished, 
I stayed for almost two weeks at Arya Vihara, where the lunches 
were held. This is where Annie Besant17 and also Aldous Huxley18 had 
stayed, and where K’s brother Nitya had died. It is a large but simple 
and very well kept house surrounded by flowers, flowering shrubs and 
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splendid great trees, with a  wonderful atmosphere. Having served 
for many years after K’s death as the Krishnamurti Library, it is now 
the Krishnamurti Retreat. The Krishnamurti Library & Visitor Center 
is next door at Pine Cottage.

ơŭԛĐ��̣�1985 ŭ��āć߇ᬤٝנąĂǨӮŔ뺯āϵĄϩ
ҍąǨ࡙Ā�“Radix ƓĜ” 
ཥͩ��ċĉǻķŪǥƓĜ���̋ʞǘዲ

�ܸډĀĘƶ��ć�Besant ɢĀڄ࠲ƍćŦƀĄ߇ᬤиէǨ�뺯ā
ˋՍ͎ėąĕɫƂ��ģĸąŦƀĀǯ༃ăƖČ��ՍŢˤƫˆƆ���
“āĶϵņŦɳαĘĂĜɳ뺯” ŶĎ��āć্ࣅஉǒˌęƆɮą
ԨĂǨӮŔ뺯ӮŔ̕էʿǎ,�āć�Arya�Vihara ʐąȝ˦ƪċɪ
ʿ��ȆĴęŝćŦƀůϡԑ뺯Annie Besant17 Š�Aldous Huxley18 

ģӊǁćŦƀʐĿ��ՍĀܓܓ�NityaĄćŦƀņșĀ뺯Arya 

17 Annie Besant (1847–1933) was President of the Theosophical Society from 
1907 to 1933. She adopted K and his brother Nityananda in 1909. A famous 
and outstanding public speaker, she was active in the early women’s move-
ments and also in the movement for Indian independence. She remained 
closely associated with K until her death and was always greatly respected by 
him.

17 Annie Besant (1847–1933) Ģ�1907 ŭψ�1933 ŭࠬʙ̦ƓĜǂଋ뺯Ȭǘ�
1909 ŭʵѷąՍŠŴĀܓܓ�Nityananda뺯ȬӊĄĂʞڏșᕺϝĀӲĸŝ��ϗ
ԭϩȉąɋʿॲƕ̬ƛŠߪʇћӐ̬ƛ뺯ȬȉՍĂˢ̝̰ŏӷݧĀԓͷˢψ
Ȭධș��ՍŢȬɽĄоœȶ뺯

18 Aldous Huxley, the well-known author – Brave New World, Island, Eyeless in 
Gaza, Crome Yellow, among others – met K in California in 1938. He encour-
aged K in his writing and wrote the Introduction to K’s The First and Last 
Freedom. They remained close friends until Huxley’s death in 1963.

18 Aldous Huxley�
���ōǩǟŝ��ŴĀՇǟĈ��ſЊĥșʆ���Ҋ�Ɔѣ�ኈ⏲แث
�Ȁޞĉ���Ჱֆ��ǅǅ뺯Ŵǘ�1938 ŭćȀϙ˟ۈڲқȒՍ뺯Ŵӊ॥ॎՍϷ
ǟ��˄ħՍĀΒ��ŖحŠŖͥĀĢύ��(The First and Last Freedom) Ϸąۖ
Ҷ뺯ŴĶĂˢĄʤݧĀȷƤ��ˢψኈ⏲แ1963ŭņș뺯



Vihara ĄĂǝ࠻ę뺮ઓҝҺ˱˄̝ؼԪȥČĀӮŔ,�˗̡ց൳
ŏڭɓ뺮ũɓĀშ҂ŠॾୀĀę࠲,�ǯ༃ȠȆፓĉ뺯ćՍņș
ŶĀČĠŭƀ,�̋ĂˢƻůǟՍƀЏŦᑖ͎ʏΒࢰ뺯ƍć̋Ą�
“ՍƀЏŦᑖ͎иէġķ”,�Ʀ�“ՍƀЏŦᑖ͎ʏΒࢰᏓਲ਼Ϣġ
ķ” קėąૻĀۭؠ�
Pine Cottage�뺯

When K came to visit the house on Country Club Drive, he admired 
the trees the most. He was no longer in the best of health but still 
very active. At one point, when we happened to be standing outside, 
I mentioned a feeling, experienced by  several people, that there was a 
ghost in the house, especially in the guest room and also around the 
fireplace in the living room. I asked K if he could do anything about 
it. He requested that we wait outside. On one of the following days 
he asked me in a  modest and friendly way: Did you feel something? At 
first I didn’t know what he meant, but then realized, “Ah, you mean 
the ghost. Oh, yes, it’s wonderful – such peace, such  tremendous 
quiet. But I wonder if this is just imagination.” K grabbed my arm with 
his usual intensity and said: So do I.

ȆՍǡĎϩҍʞǘ্ࣅஉǒˌęƆĀӮŔĴ��ŴŢŦƀĀ࠲
ൄăǢ뺯ŴǢǁăǞ̎ǘŖމĀԾ֗ޕяą��Ț֙ƔŉƜ
뺯ĂĴՌ��āĶิञνćʌ��āˋŴ͎ėąĂȏĉӊĈĿĀ
Ɨƴ��ӮŔƀĈċ௨��̖ȍĄćϢӮŠϢढ़ૻഷĀ̡뺯āɝ
Ս��ŴŢˤĈŊĈ̛јѩʒ뺯ՍźāĶćɠʌǅȊ뺯ćˈĪĎ
ĀūŔƀ��ĈĂĐ��ŴᅗᆝƦƤČŞɝā��“ĆƗƴėąƇĭǾ!” 
Ăũ˨��ā˄ŊĈǆɃŴĀǋΥ��Ț҈Ęď՝ĿĎ��“ŵ��ĆĄ
ϱŦċ௨뺯ൠ��ĄĀ��ĂОĝȻČą��Ƨˤȫݶ��Ƨˤࢳи뺯Ț
āĞƢƆŦĄۚŮĄĂƞĞճ뺯” Սɏϰ˩ŦƟůƺܙąܙā
ĀƋĸƆ��“āģĂƟ뺯”

The house had a separate small apartment. One day K asked if we 
could house Bill Quinn19 there, a friend of the Foundation. When we 
agreed, K jumped happily into the air.
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ĕǨӮŔńĈĂċ˱ћĀŇเǨ뺯ĂĐ��ՍɝāĶĄۚĻŘ
ź�Bill Quinn19̇��ĜĀĂʞȷƤ��ćŦƀʐ뺯āĶǜǋą��
ՍॅǛგ��Ƭ׀īܘąőĎ뺯

K liked to visit the Lilliefelts20 at their house on Grand Avenue. During 
one visit, he spoke of his body, saying that it should have been dead 
long ago. Pointing to the sky, he claimed: They did something up there.

ՍǛǱņ�Grand Avenue ę߯ىਲ਼�Lilliefelt ܌ॲ20 Ăŝ뺯ĈĂ
ơ߯ਲ਼ġ��ŴٟėąĢŹĀǻɆ��ĸĕċǻɆǕĎɋďǢǁăć
ĉșą뺯ŴϱŏĐ˭��ĸƆ��“ĄŴĶćĐĘƙąȏƋם뺯”

19 In the 1940s Bill Quinn spent a year at Arya Vihara, tending the grounds. K was 
at Pine Cottage during that time and they often worked together in the garden 
and looking after the cow, chickens and bees. Bill was later one of the founders 
of the Esalen Institute at Big Sur, California, and he worked on the first Krishnamurti 
Index of subjects that became KFT’s three-volume Index of all of the audio- and 
videotapes. He lived the last years of his life at my house in Ojai, and died in 1998.

19 Bill Quinn ǘ�1940 ŭͳć�Arya Vihara ʇĿąĂŭĴʾ̆ޡݸ��ğŦƀĀע
Ş뺯ŦьĴǎՍʐćۭؠ�(Pine Cottage)��ǨŘŴĶǁ˩ĂőćɓԽѝƜ��̆
ܷĂǼЛ뺮ٮŠዤ뺯Bill ŶĎŪħȀӆęसٕŞҡ�Esalen ƓԻĀՇ˨ĉ
ƥĂ뺯ŴńϩȉђȗąǉĂˌՍƀЏŦᑖ͎ǂʚअڇ��˽अڇŶĎŪħ-(6Ā
Ɓਲअڇ��་ࣧąǨĈĀ͡ӤŠ˸ӤѺն뺯Ŵćāʞǘ߇ᬤĀŝġʇĿąŀ
ЄĀŖŶǴŭ��ǘ�1998 ŭņș뺯

20 Erna and Theo Lilliefelt had known K since the early 1950s and were founding 
trustees of KFA. Erna played a crucial role in the recovery of assets for KFA 
from Rajagopal, a long-time organizer of K’s talks and publications whose 
daughter, Radha Sloss, went on to write a defamatory book on K. Theo died 
in 1998 and Erna in 2002; both were over 90.

20 Erna Lilliefelt Š�Theo Lilliefelt ܌ॲǘ�1950 ŭͳحʪԺՍ��ŴĶĄՍƀЏŦᑖ
͎ſṤĜ�(KFA)�ĀՇ˨ȗƂ뺯Erna ćȮ�Rajagopal Ŧƀڦƫ-(#ĀĠֻ
ѺмĘşஔąψȱȶđĀǟů��Rajagopal ӊǥʿȫ͂ՍĀȔũϭƸӍŜ̈Ƃ
����Ⱥƕɳ�Radha Sloss ҬƦϷąĂǕᱚ᭙ՍĀΒ뺯Theo ǘ�1998 ŭņșࢎ
Erna ǘ�2002 ŭņș��ŴĶǃŭ�90 Ġξ뺯



One time I was at Pine Cottage with K, Mary, the Lilliefelts and 
Mark Lee21, a day after K had been to Los Angeles with Mary. He said: 
We were so tired that we went to bed at 9 o’clock. There followed a 
silence during which the unspoken question must have become clear 
to K, because he then added, to much laughter: But not together.

ĈĂơ��āŠՍ뺮Mary�
ཥͩ��Mary Zimbalist�뺮Lilliefelt ܌
ॲ��ńĈ�Mark Lee21 Ăőćۭؠ�(Pine Cottage)��ǡĂĐՍȉ
Mary ǔǔņĿ໘ᔮ뺯Սĸ��“āĶƖͮą��ǨŘصžďĘռǠ
ƴą뺯” ƔŶęŝĂǦȫи��ĂĴǎ��ĞκՍ࠼ʓąęŝĞɝƣ
ŊɝĀƸ��ȂħŴ҈Ę֦ۙƆ��“ȚăĄĂőǠ뺯” ĕڇĎąເࠧ
ęȟ뺯

Another time K told me that in his younger years he’d gone to a 
party in Hollywood. At some point a lady invited him to dance. In his 
jovial and slightly embarrassed way, he said that she was so big he 
couldn’t get his arm around her.

ńĈĂơ��Սг׳ā��ŴŭΜĀĴȊņČၽᗰϩȀĿĂċ৬
Ţ뺯ȆĴĈĂʞƕՂɑŴ߉ܘ뺯ՍɭŏఔŨƣׅߔၵ၎ĀȪ
ŰĸƆ��ȬĀǻࠒƖęą��Ŵ֮ǕŊʒůƋፔʐȬĀߍ뺯

At one of the lunch meetings with K at Arya Vihara, some of us, 
including Radha Burnier22, were discussing pollution, the waste of 

21 Mark Lee was head of the junior school at Rishi Valley and later the first direc-
tor of Oak Grove School. He is a retired Executive Director of KFA and con-
tinues to be a trustee. He is the author of Knocking at the Open Door: My Years 
with J. Krishnamurti and World Teacher: The Life and Teachings of J. Krishnamurti.

21 Mark Lee ӊĄߪʇ�Rishi Valley ƓҁŇƓˌĀޡݸĉ��ŶĎŪħዲڄ࠲Ɠҁ�
(Oak Grove School) ĀǉĂɽޡݸĉ뺯ŴϝǡĄ�KFA ĀࢉֱࡲǄჼƂ��˄
ҬφࠬȗƂ뺯ŴᙕϷą��ᵣژũĀęɠ��āȉՍƀЏŦᑖ͎ćĂőĀξ
ʃ��Š��șʆ֢̅��J·ՍƀЏŦᑖ͎Āŀːȉ͵ᨠ��ĕƪǕΒ뺯
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paper represented by Sunday newspapers that are as big as books, 
and the horror of slaughterhouses. After listening attentively to what 
we were talking about, K said: Yes, this is all terrible. But it’s secondary. 
With great emphasis he added: Why does man kill man?!

ć�Arya Vihara��ՍϩȉĀĂơϡԑΡĜĘ��āĶġĈĂȏ
ĉ��̞ಗ�Radha Burnier22,�ȢćΡઍĀɝʚ��āĶٟėąŘ��
�ɪʿūζ��ħͳȪĀĂȏζࡹ��ƍćযīɏΒĂƟ��π˩̨͗
ΡŘŶ��ՍժȴȥāĶĀࢅ��ģٟėąኘፈɁĀࣻయ뺯˚ࡹ
ĸ��“ŊǸ��ĕĂОĝŉூ৺뺯Ț̋ĶĄơđĀ뺯” ŴŘπ˩˓ݰ
ĀГǯ֦ۙƆ��“ħƇĭĉđĢȠणڳ!â”

At another lunch, I told K that I had allowed a psychiatrist friend 
from Lausanne to use my house at Buchillon for a conference with 
other psychiatrists. He examined the programme with great care, as 
he did everything brought to his attention. His comment: Nothing but 
words. Nothing about their own lives. Similarly, he would sometimes 
remark about modern-day philosophy that most of it amounted to just 
more talk about talk, and more words about words and books written 
about books written by someone else.

ԨĈĂơϡԑࣙĜ��āг׳Ս��āźĂʞĎĢ໘ธ�
วՂΝ
̤��Ā̦̉ԇֶ̅ȷƤ��࣬ůāć�Buchillon ĀӮŔ��ȉȺŴ̦̉

22 Radha Burnier met K when she was very young, and they remained warm 
friends until the end of K’s life. She was President of the Theosophical Society 
from 1980 until her death, at age 90, in 2013. She was also a trustee of 
Krishnamurti Foundation India (KFI), which was established in 1970.

22 Radha Burnier ćȬŉŇĀĴȊďΞԺՍ��ŴĶĂˢĄʈœʤ˦ĀȷƤ��ˢė
ՍŀЄĀҤǼ뺯ȬĢ�1980 ŭőࠬʙ̦ƓĜĀǂଋ��ˢψ�2013 ŭņș��ǃ
ŭ�90 ξ뺯ǜĴ��ȬģӊĄՍƀЏŦᑖ͎ߪʇ̇Ĝ�(KFI) ȗƂ��˽̇ĜŪӐ
ǘ�1970 ŭ뺯



The oak tree near the Krishnamurti Retreat (Arya Vihara) in Ojai, California, under 
which K wrote Education and the Significance of Life in the early 1950s

Ȁӆ߇ᬤ�“ՍƀЏŦᑖ͎иէġķ” (Arya Vihara) ॶĀዲ࠲뺯1950 ŭͳح��ՍȢ
Ąćĕท࠲ĪϷą��͵آȉŀƜĀǋػ��(Education and the Significance of Life) 
ĂΒ뺯
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ԇƓŝĶćŦƀແũĂɁĜڱ뺯Սπ˩ࢅժŞзğąĜڱę
ዝ��ȢƧŴŢαƲĂɫࢊėŴǚǡĀƂˀŦƟΞŬ뺯ŴӇΡƆ��
“ƄπŮĄǊϹƦǢ��ȥƽŊĈคӍėŴĶĢŹĀŀƜ뺯” ǜƟ
Ş��ՍĈĴȊģĜӇΡĂĪƍͳ࿐Ɠ��ĸęˌœƍͳ࿐ƓȺǰŮ
Ą�“ůƑĠĀ˭ٟņ̛ࣹ˭ٟ��ůƑĠĀǊϹņ̛ࣹǊϹ��ϷƑ
ĠĀΒņ̛ࣹȺŴĉϷĀΒ”뺯

It was with laughter that K told the story of his encounter with the 
multi-millionaire in Washington, D.C. (It was 1985 and K was giving 
two days of talks at the Kennedy Center.) Immediately upon sitting 
down, the man declared, “I believe in Jesus Christ.” K responded 
by asking: Why do you believe? and involved him in a discussion on 
the reasons behind looking for security in a belief. The man’s face 
became harder and harder, like the brick wall behind him.

ՍȟŏϭۅąŴȉоֲሬćϾ̖ࠢҡȠқĀтƂ뺯
Ŧ
Ą�1985 ŭ��ՍȆĴćڲࢵಣġķǟąħʿƪĐĀϭƸ뺯��ֲሬ
ǔĂАĪ��Ӑ̣ũˍƆ��“āƱృ໔ᜠႺ뺯” ՍƫɝƆ��“ĆħƇ
ĭđĈƱృ!” Ώ̣ɭŴĂő੦ąćƱృġ̂ߜȫƽƗӺŶ
ĀŬȢʅȂ뺯ȆĴĕċȵĉĀӫȻīɿĎɿႯࢫ��ďČȤŴǻ
ŶĀŦੑ뺯

In Washington, the superpower capital, K stated publicly: Power is 
an ugly thing … in any form. In India he remarked to me that he did not 
like the atmosphere in Delhi, as it was a seat of power. 

ćϾࠢ��ĕċɸ͆ęŚĀϘĝ��ՍȔũॄۅƆ��“̜֜К
ĀܨƺĝĄழᑇĀ뺯” ćߪʇ��ŴŢāĸ��ŴăǛǱ؞ƀ�
ʇϘߪ
ĝ��Ā༃��ȂħŦƀĄܨƺĀġķ뺯



BRO CK WO O D PA R K

Ҙ໘Ս༭؞ȓԽ

 At the beginning of June 1984, K and Mary Zimbalist and I 
flew  from Los Angeles to London, to go to Brockwood. Mark 

Lee, who was taking us to the airport, had to drive flat out when we 
realized we’d misread our departure time. It turned out, however, that 
our flight had been delayed.

1984 ŭ�6 ʃح��Ս뺮Mary Zimbalist ŠāĂőȮ໘ᔮ͊ϰ
��ϝĀŞҘ໘Ս༭؞뺯Mark Lee ũǫ̐āĶņƯɁ��ȆĴŴăīă
ȀӖ҈ƺ��ȂħāĶşƍāĶğǸąő͊Ĵǎ뺯ƔƦʪư˂Ą��āĶ
ĀŦΊ͊ƯิञȐžą뺯

Because of K’s advanced age, and at the Foundations’ insistence, 
he was travelling first class. I had tried to book first class too but, with 
no more seats available, was flying business. K had declared: We shall 
do something about your ticket. I didn’t know what he meant, and had 
forgotten about it. When the time came, K and Mary checked in and 
then went on ahead, leaving me to check in. Once I had done so, 
and was following, one of the staff came running after me with a new 
ticket – for a seat in first class directly behind K, without my having 
to pay anything more.

ύǘՍŭƂǢƬ��ć̇ĜĀĂǞұ̰Ī��ŴАĀĄǼǅ
ᓣ뺯āģɈʏņ٩ુǼǅᓣĀƯЖ��ȚύǘǝʞĝǢƻુȥ��Ǩ
ŘŮĩАԅӪᓣ뺯ՍȆĴƱฝŞĸ��“āĶĜħĆĀƯЖĞ
ĞѩʒĀ뺯” āăƢƆŴĕĭĸĄƇĭǋΥ��ă΅ϔϛąĕɫ
Ƃ뺯ėąӽƯĴǎ��ՍŠ�Mary ѩȥąƋφ��ϵņӽƯą��ңĪ
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āĂĉҬφѩȗӽƯ뺯ƋφѩȥŶ��āȢŏϱФǡņӽƯ��Ă
ʞʕǟĉ˴҃ŏڦąĘĎ��ƈāĂ˚ĥĀƯЖuuǼǅᓣ��ǝ
ʞďćՍĀȢŶƶ��Ƅ̀āǞжޚ̜͗ů뺯

On our arrival in London, one of K’s bags failed to show up. I 
was impressed by how patiently he waited until there was no more 
luggage and the conveyor belt stopped; he reported the difficulty 
without making a fuss, and his bag was eventually tracked down and 
sent to him.

ćāĶࢃУŘŶ��ՍĀĂċǄ̞ߢĂˢŊĈŜƍ뺯źā
ŜĎ��̙ߢճͣՌĀĄ��ŴƄȤखķŞǅαŏ��ˢėăǞĈǄߪ
̐ɭӕٜ̬ʽ��Ս˄ŊĈŇʚęƙ��ŴˋƯɁζгąĕċɝʚ��
ŖͥƯɁˣėąŴĀ̞˄ńƈąŴ뺯

Another example of this warm indifference to waiting was when 
we were sitting in a car by the west wing at Brockwood, waiting to 
go to the airport together. We had to wait quite a long time for Mary 
Zimbalist, and one might expect that K would have been nervous 
at the prospect of such a long journey. But he sat and waited with 
complete composure and was even cheerful, though it was a long 
wait. Some time later Mary told me that K always left far too early for 
airports. One time I said to him, “The faster we can go, the less time 
we have.” His only reply was: More, more, more!

ԨĂċૼŔģĩĸǆŴŢǅαĀक़Ɣ̎ƥ��ȆĴāĶАćገ
ǫƀ��ǫŔӕϤćҘ໘Ս༭؞ɞاĀĂ൬��ǅĉėमŘŶѤ҄Ă
őņƯɁ뺯āĶăīăćŦƀǅ�Mary Zimbalist ŉǥĂьĴǎ��
ύˤĞė��ՍǚŢƧˤ֍ǥĀӄ़��ͱϿĜׅīӷ˚ăȫť뺯Ț
ŴАćŦƀȥƽǯǭ̦܇��ৰψńŉƬ׀��ҤϯǅαĀĴǎ̖ȍ
ǥ뺯ă΅ƥŶ��Mary г׳ā��ՍɽĄĿɋŞƛǻǡϰƯɁ뺯Ĉ
ĂơāŢŴĸ��“āĶĀιʙʕԵɿŨ��āĶшĈĀĴǎďɿ
ɺ뺯” ŴŮƫ٫ĸ��“ɽĞƑŨ뺮ƑĠ뺮ƑČâ”



23 For example, Rishi Valley has spring in December, and in Saanen’s high 
mountains spring comes in June.

23 ૼƧ��Rishi Valley ĀԛĐćʈȕʃ��ଔĩ�(Saanen) ʞǘƬͫŞɭ��ԛĐđ
ėԣʃĎࡥ뺯

Since the late 1960s/early ’70s, once Brockwood had been set up 
as a school, K had the following regular schedule for his  travels: after 
the public talks at Ojai and sometimes US cities such as Los Angeles, 
San Francisco, New York, Washington, D.C., Los Alamos, he would go 
to Brockwood, around mid-May, where he was always full of energy 
and worked passionately with the students and especially with the 
staff on what to do at the School; at the end of June, just as the school 
year was ending, he would leave for the public talks at Saanen and 
return to Brockwood for the public talks there in September; he would 
go to India early in November, visiting all the Schools and giving pub-
lic talks at Madras, Bombay (now Mumbai), and Rajghat; he would 
leave India in February to go to Ojai, stopping over at Brockwood 
for a few days. Then the cycle would begin again. In 1984, during 
his brief stopover at Brockwood, it was especially cold, with unusual 
ice and snow, and he still went for a walk, although he was blue with 
cold afterwards. I mentioned to him that most of the time he arrived 
at a place in springtime, so that he had an eternal spring.23 He smiled 
at this.

Ģ�1960 ŭͳܲ뺮1970 ŭͳ̣��حҘ໘Ս༭؞ƓҁŪӐŘŶ��
ՍӄǄĀūԙȪďȻīπ˩Ĉܪझą��ϘϵĄć߇ᬤĀȔũϭ
Ƹ��ĈĴģĜņſŚĀԨĂȏΝ̤ɘǄϭƸ��ȤƧ໘ᔮ뺮̇
ͫ뺮໕י뺮ϾࠢŠ໘ٞثӘٞߡ�(Los Alamos)��ćĕƥŶ��ͅ
ʃġᐐޣڽ��ŴĜǡϰҘ໘Ս༭؞��ćŦƀŴɽĄ̉ƺ֦ᒽ��ɶ
ŰŞȉƓŀĶ뺮̖ȍńĈ͵ܡ˴ʕĶĂőԅƓҁĀֻͨƂ
�ࢎ�ėąԣʃЫ��Ɠŭࡥ˦ʪĴ��ŴĜƛǻǡϰଔĩɘǄȔũ
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ϭƸ��˄ǘصʃಥƫҘ໘Ս༭؞Ѥ҄ŦƀĀȔũϭƸ��ćʈĂʃ
  ʇ��߯ਲ਼ŦƀǨĈĀՍᅾƓҁ��ƔŶć�Madrasߪ��ŴĜņϰح
Bombay 
ƍ؆��Mumbai�ྗɮ��Š�Rajghat 
൘ħŞǩ��ɘǄȔũ
ϭƸ��ǞǘơŭĀȕʃͼũߪʇ��ǡϰ߇ᬤ��ġ़ĜćҘ໘Ս༭
ӕңǴĐ뺯ˈŏȶĥũ˨ĕƟĂċ౼ց뺯1984 ŭ��ćҘ໘Ս؞
༭؞ҽӕңʿǎ��Đǯ̖ȍଅһ��қąᅻȒĀܳ��ƔƦՍ
֙ƔʌŜݷϳ��ƫĎŘŶ��ŴǢǁഐīӫɡşнą뺯ā͚Ŵĸ��
ŴĠͤĄćԛĐĎėĂċŞƶ��ǨŘŴк˰ćĿŏԛĐ뺯23�Ţˤ
ŴųųĂȟ뺯

As we flew over the California desert there was a magnificent 
sunset below. The mountains were glowing in all shades and  colours, 
from the deepest purple to the most delicate pink. We could see the 
straight lines of roads and railroad tracks cutting through the desert. 
When we arrived in England, K enthusiastically called out: Look at it, 
just look. All this green!

ȆāĶ͊ĿȀϙ˟ۈڲĀޞಃŞɭ��Ȯ͊ƯĘʬĪņĻŘğ
ėॾୀЊĀūҔ뺯ͨƞ̊ЬŠɡӴĀƬͫࣈࣈşб��ȮŖͣ
ۡĀயɡėŖΜ߃ĀӼε뺯āĶĻŘğėݓˢĀȔɢŠ܁ཧۗ
Ŀޞಃ��ȝƥœໃũĎ뺯ȆāĶ͊ėӅŚĘ˭Ĵ��ՍɶОŞࠣت
Ɔ��“ഊŵ��Ũğ��ĕ͟ɕĀ܄ɡâ”

At Brockwood I stayed in the west wing in a small room with a 
balcony. When K first showed me the room, he said: Here you are 
at home. The balcony was reached by climbing through the window. 
Having cleared away the dirt of generations, an expression K agreed 
with, and after wrapping myself in my coat and several blankets, I 
practiced my yoga exercises there in the mornings, even when it 
was still dark. K found the whole thing quite  fascinating and took 
a good look at the balcony. Someone once took a  photograph of 
my feet projecting above the balustrade while I was doing a head- 
stand.



ćҘ໘Ս༭؞��āʐćɞاĂǎɭіхĀŇӮǎ뺯ȆՍǉĂ
ơɭāϩҍӮǎĴ��Ŵĸ��“ĕƀďĄĆĀŝą뺯” đĘіхĀƸ��
̀đैĿĂƆܣе뺯ćʓȗҎŦƀ�“ͮșĀϗଟ” ŶuuՍģ
ΞĻĕċĸʒuuāůʌӞŠǴʳጣŔၳʐĢŹ��ƲĐɋĘĝ
ĜćіхĘࠂІႱት��ĈĴৰψĐŊбďũ˨ą뺯Սşƍĕђ
ɫƂʈœĈٚ��ǘĄČČܸނąŦċіх뺯ĈĉӊǁѸĿĂ˚
̆Ǧ��Ęǚທ྇ėąāƙǼƋԧӐĴ��ˊםƬڏĿіхႰ႞ĀĂ
Ռ뺯

K practiced yoga throughout his life. He emphasized that it was 
good for the body but that it had nothing to do with  spiritual enlight-
enment. He also said that yoga was quite different in  earlier times, 
being only for the few.

ՍĂŀĝćұ̰ࠂІႱት뺯Ŵ˓ЬႱትŢǻɆԾ֗Ĉϙ��Ț
ŠȡƴŊĈ̜ȱͷ뺯Ŵń͎ė��ႱትćɋʿĄȥƽăǜ
Ā��ŦĴႱትŮҒʸɺ̾ĉ뺯

Sometimes, when K would show me yoga exercises, I wondered 
what his state of mind was while doing them. There was an atmos-
phere of intensity that is difficult to describe. It seemed as if his whole 
personality was absent, but at the same time one could feel an enor-
mous presence.

ĈǴơՍˋāФąႱትࠂІ��āŉĞƢƆࠂႱትĴ��ŴǼ
ќĀޕяĄəƟĀ뺯ՍࠂІႱትĴ��˗̡֍ŏĂƞȧŘۅ
Ā�“˓ݰ” ༃뺯źĉƴīŴǻĘǨĈĀċȡऊĝϥ˫ą��Ț
ǜĴƣĩƗɩėĂƞăĻΥڱĀ�“Ԫć”뺯

Punctually at 7 a.m. we would do the yoga exercises and also 
various breathing, eye, and neck and shoulder exercises, ending with 
jogging and jumping on the spot.24 K was still doing all of this at the 
age of 89. He was so dynamic and young in his whole attitude, and 
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his energy was that of a young person, that I was not sensitive to his 
age. I suggested that we also do other yoga exercises in the evening, 
never thinking that he might get tired.

ɋࡇւž��āĶĜѤĴũ˨ࠂІႱት��ńĈͨƞࠂۃتІ��Ř
Ӎɕࠤ뺮ŔŠ੪ඇĀ̬ƛ��ŖŶāĶĜŘʅŞҵ҃ŠܘĎ
ʪ뺯24�Սć�89 ξƬĴ��֙ƔƙŏǨĈĕȏ̬ƛ뺯ŴĀђċ
яĄƧˤŭΜ��֦͟Ɯƺ��ďɏŭΜĉĂƟ̉ƺ֦ᒽ��ၑψā
ĝϛąŴĀŭ݁뺯āńӚڱĸāĶȐĘģˆ˽ƙĂȏȺŴĀႱ
ትࠂІ��ȮλĞėՍģϿĜƴīୠཱུ뺯

The breathing exercises alone took about half an hour, and when 
K first told me that he would teach them to me, he added: Then you 
can walk. In fact, I was already accustomed to long hikes, as well as 
to mountain  climbing and alpine ski-touring. During the last summer 
with K at Rougemont, I would set out early in the morning, partly to 
escape the heat of the day. When I returned for lunch, K would ask 
me: Combien d’heures? (How many hours?) I would answer three, four 
or five hours; he was always impressed and eventually concluded: He 
wants to go on walking until the end of his days. 

ّّƙࠂۃتІď̀đęͤיŇĴĀĴǎ��ȆՍǉĂơ͚ā
ĸŴđ͵āƙࠂۃتІĴ��Ŵ֦ۙĸ��“ƓĜą̋��ĆďĻŘ˰Ӗ
ą뺯” ƂǰĘ��āɋǢІڤąǥࡎͼĀಿϳ뺮ӽͫŠƬͫથ̬
ƛ뺯ȉՍćวՂ�Rougemont ʇĿĀŖŶĂċـĐƀ��āɽĄĂ
ęɋďŜş��ˌœʅȂĄħąॺũɃĐĀƬѽ뺯ȆāƫĎƐϡ
ϖĴ��ՍĜɝā��“Combien d’heures 
ʒГ��ǇąǴċŇĴ�!” ā

24 His eyesight was so good that he never needed glasses. Later we wrote down 
all of the exercises so that I could do them on my own.

24 ŴĀ˸ƺȠȆČ��Ȯằđਗɕ࠴뺯ŶĎāĶǳǨĈĀࠂІĝϷąĪĎ��ĕƟ
āďĩћĢ߽ࠂą뺯



Ĝƫ٫ŴƁċ뺮˗ċͱ͠ͅċŇĴ��ŴɽĄŢˤᝄೲăǢ��ŖŶ
ՍɽʪƆ��“Ŵ�
ϱǕΒǟ͠��ĞđĂˢǇĪņ��ˢėŀЄĀҤ
Ǽ뺯”

After our yoga exercises one morning, K pulled up the blinds in 
his room, thereby opening up a magnificent view of the pastures and 
distant hills. Pointing at this beauty, he said to me in Latin: Benedictus 
est qui venit in nomine domini. He asked me to translate, which I did as 
“Blessed is he who comes in the name of God.” When I pronounced 
the word ‘God’, he  dismissed it with a gesture. K often pointed out 
that God, especially when given a human form, was an invention of 
the human mind.

ĂĐɋĘ��ćāĶƙȥႱትࠂІŶ��ՍӘũąŴӮǎƀĀ
���Ώ̣ĂવџſƛĉĀբɡථƍćąāĶǚǡܣ࣭�ŦĄĂǦ�
ǦĀᆑɁŠ˰̎Āͫ᥋뺯Սϱŏĕſբ��ůӘࣼГŢāĸ��
“Benedictus est qui venit in nomine domini뺯” ŴźāջཥĂĪĕ
̥Ƹ��āǳ̋ཥŪ��“້ĘੈƥǩƦĎĀĉĄĈ˟Ā뺯” ȆāĸŜ�
“Ęੈ” ĕċࠍĴ��ŴůĂċƋόǳ̋ᒮũ뺯Ս˩˩ϱŜ��Ęੈ�
uu̖ȍĄȆƻᄭୟąĉ֜uuĄĉǼќĀĂċşǆ뺯

Another morning, as I arrived for the yoga, K’s room was still  in 
darkness and he was in bed. On my opening the door, he woke imme-
diately and said: Today I shall stay in bed the whole day. I replied, “Good 
night,” and he laughed. He had been to London the day before and 
the city always exhausted him. Once after returning from London he 
met me on the stairs, and we both wondered why one went to such a 
place. He said it was a relief to get out of it again, which was exactly 
how I felt. But Mary Zimbalist’s memoirs make clear that during the 
1970s K  travelled to London frequently from Brockwood, more than 
once a week even. Such trips would have been calmer then: easy to 
find a parking place when going by car and less crowded when going 
by train. And, wherever he was, he enjoyed going to the cinema.
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ƣĂċɋࡇ��ȆāņŴŦƀࠂႱትĴ��ՍĀӮǎńБŏ��Ŵࢭ
ćռĘ뺯āĂũɠ��ŴӐՌď՝ą��ĸ��“ƎĐāđćռĘࢭĘĂ
ђĐ뺯” āƫ٫Ŵ��“Ȑȫ뺯” Ŵęȟ뺯ՍǡĂĐņą��ĕǝΝ
̤ɽĄźŴൌୠƺҤ뺯ĈĂơՍǔȮƫĎ��ć֞ಕĘқė
ā��āĶĝƗėԱ٦ħƇĭđņŦƟĀŞƶ뺯Սĸ��Ʋơͼũ
ĝĄĂƞ̛��āĀƗɩŠŴĀȥƽĂƟ뺯ƔƦć�Mary 
Zimbalist Āƫٴԍġ��ȬʓࡼŞʥԍąć�1970 ŭͳ��Սǁ˩Ȯ
Ҙ໘Ս༭؞ǡϰ��ĈĴĂ̡ৰψńăٜĂơ뺯ĕƟĀӄ़
ćŦĴĻđːиĠą��ਸ਼ǫǡϰĀƸ��ŉ̗Ͳďĩˣėӕǫʞ��
ƦАΖǫņ��ģăĜŦĭшୂ뺯ˤʌ��ƄΡՍćͬƀ��ŴĝǛǱ
ņǗ̊ԻğǗ̊뺯

One of the things that amazed me about K was the natural joy he 
had in physical contact: holding hands, hugging, just a little touch 
with its healing power. For me, hugging was not a natural way of 
greeting someone or bidding farewell; I was more used to the French 
or Swiss way of kissing cheeks. I never saw K kissing: he hugged, and 
as I didn’t know how to do this properly, we sometimes got entan-
gled. I learned it eventually at Rajghat, witnessing the easy way that 
K greeted Michael Krohnen. Surprised to see him there, K threw his 
arms in the air and hugged so readily – and Michael was substantially 
taller and wider than K. As can be seen in the photo on the back cover, 
K and I were almost the same size, only his arms and feet were longer.

ȱǘՍ��ĈĂɫƂźāƗėπǜژࢢ��ŦĄćŠŴɘǄǻɆ
ˈਝĴ��ՍǻĘɭĈĀŦƞĢƔĀǛ್��ऌƋ뺮ш̺��ͬЂŮĄ
ĂċŇŇĀਝ५ĝĩƗɩė̋ਐസĀƺʔ뺯ŢāƦҶ��ш̺˄
ăĄĂƞŉĢƔĀɝȊͱгȍĀƶК��āƑІڤǘʒŚĉͱว
ՂĉΜ൴ӫᕑĀƶК뺯āȮŊȒĿՍΜ൴ӫᕑ��ȚŴш̺뺯ύ
ǘāȆĴńăΓīƧ̜ิėČ̎Şш̺��ĈĴȊāĶĜćĂ
Կɳ뺯ŖŶėą�Rajghat 
��āɽΚǳ̋ƓĜą��ȆĴ�ʇŞǩߪ
āϝሼąՍĄƧ̜ŘĂƞΜؠĀƶКɝȊ�Michael Krohnen 
Ā뺯ȆՍğė�Michael ģćŦƀĴ��ŴƗėǋʌĀדǛ��ǘĄȝ



Spring at the Krishnamurti Centre at Brockwood Park, full of daffodils

ԛĐ��Ҙ໘Ս༭؞ȔԽĀՍƀЏŦᑖ͎ġķũ͟ąֆǌఛ

ˊˋ˭ġ��ƄȤॅƔŞш̺ąŢƶ��Ҥϯ�Michael ĀċŔđ
ȤՍƬŜŉĠ��ģđ࠻ŉĠ뺯ȮЫĀ̆ǦĻŘğŜ��ՍŠāǻ
ՏȠ��ŮăĿŴĀƋŠםđǥĂȏ뺯

I remember my astonishment when, while showing me breathing 
exercises, K asked me to put my hand on his abdomen to feel the 
movement of his inhalations and exhalations. It felt as if his lungs 
would fill the whole of his abdomen, so deep and free was his breath-
ing.
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ĈĂơ��ȆՍˋāӲФࠂۃتІĴ��ŴźāǳƋࡾǽćŴĀ
౿ˌ��ĎƗɩĂĪŴۃǯŠࢆǯĴ౿ˌĀ̬ƛ뺯āĀƗƴďČ
ɏŴĀฒ͟ąђċ౿ൾ��ŴĀۃتĄƧˤƥͣ��ƧˤĢύઁ
Ũ뺯āψƎńʥīāȆĴĀדኁ뺯

At Brockwood K always insisted on rinsing his own dishes after 
meals and if anyone offered to help him, he’d reply: It’s my job. 
He also insisted on cleaning his own shoes. On one occasion I saw 
him polishing the west wing banister with great enthusiasm. In India 
they would never allow me to do that. There he was obliged to 
let the servants wait on him. Nevertheless, for many years at Rishi 
Valley he had a very small room, which he said he didn’t  mind 
at all. I simply looked out the window, he joked. At Tannegg, the 
rented chalet in Gstaad where I first met him, he once told me 
that he and Mary Zimbalist didn’t go into Gstaad any longer, 
because it had become trop mondain (too high-society or too  
 fashionable).

ćҘ໘Ս༭؞��ƲơƐȥϖ��ՍɽĄұ̰ʤĢڮҀĢŹĀԑ
Ե��ƧưĈ̜ĉ͎ŜđъŴ��ŴĝĜƫ٫��“ĕĄāœʭĀƂ뺯” 
ŴǜƟұ̰ʓ।ĢŹĀӟŔ뺯ĈĂơ��āğėŴȢćَ׀ሊሊ
ŞࠚᓴɞاĀ֞ಕဩƋ뺯“ćߪʇ��ŴĶӗăĜϿāĕĭƙ뺯” 
ŴĸƆ뺯ćŦƀ��ŴăīăźᗛĉĶ˖Ŵ뺯ҤϯƧˤ��ĠŭĎ
Սć�Rishi Valley 
 աʐĀӮǎŉŇ��Ŵĸ�ʇՍᅾƓҁǨćŞߪ
ŴĂžɳģăॏǋ뺯“āŮĄᘩʬܣʌ뺯” ŴũʂȟƆ뺯ĈĂơ
ć�Gstaad�
วՂŞǩ��ಶĎĀ҂Кȍ፹�TannegguuĕģĄ
āŠՍحơȒǚĀŞƶ��Սг׳āĸ��ŴŠ�Mary Zimbalist ăǞ
ņ�Gstaad ŇĘą��ȂħŦƀǢǁȻī�“trop mondain�
ʒГ��
ĘȹףĜĀǯ༃Ɩ৩যͱ͠ƖĴᕗą�”뺯

Raman has told me that during a dialogue with teachers and guests 
at Rishi Valley, K asked a question that resulted in a long silence from 
everyone. Looking around, he finally said: Where have all the intellec-



The two pine trees remaining, with one ready to fall, of the several that K said we 
should not  disturb while we walked at Brockwood Park (see pg. 67)

ĕƪท࠲ؠψƎঞć��ȚĈĂท̣ȝԧĪą뺯̋ĶďĄȆŭāĶćҘ໘Ս༭؞Ȕ
ԽݷϳĴ��Սĸ�“ăđņǙ০̋Ķ” ĀǴท࠲ؠġĀƪท�
Ȓǉ�67 Ѯ��

tual birds gone now? He then caught Raman’s eye and added: Don’t 
mind Raman and me, we’re just the cooks.

Raman г׳ā��ć�Rishi Valley�
�ȉƳ̅�ʇՍᅾƓҁǨćŞߪ
Šਲ਼ϢĶĀĂơٟƸġ��ՍɝąĂċɝʚ��ĕċɝʚźćɁĀƲ
ċĉĝౢɍą΅΅Āۡչ뺯Ŵց˸ąĂĪ˗̡��ŖŶĸ��“Ŧȏ
૬ǆĀƢԺœŔࣀɳĶĝ҃ņͬƀą!” ƔŶŴŠ�Raman Ţ˸
ąĂĪ��֦ۙƆ��“ăđğ�Raman Šā��āĶৣŮĄೀŔƦǢ뺯”

6İĭġĩĵĭĭĢ�Dğİĩ� ��
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He was fascinated with technical things. In his younger years he 
could repair cars and it’s often reported that he dismantled a watch and 
put it together again. Knowing he liked such things, and that he used an 
electric shaver, I once gave him a new kind of Braun shaver, very small. 
He grabbed it and ran away with it excitedly. When, in Ojai, K sat in my 
new BMW to have a look at it, he asked: What are all these buttons for? 
I couldn’t tell him – there were too many and I didn’t know.

ՍŢڐĀʁɞπ˩ŏ뺯ŭΜĀĴȊŴĩէȗޱǫ��Ʀ
őĎ뺯āƢƆ̕غǁ˩ĈζƆĸŴǳĂŮƋȪഋũ��Ǟǳ̋ؼ
ŴǛǱĕȏʁɞ��ģƢƆŴć̹ůǗƛᏨ݉ࢧ��ĈĂơā̐ąŴ
Ăǳπ˩ŇञĀĥՏűఅᏨ݉ࢧ뺯ŴĂĪŔˈĿᏨ݉׀��ࢧƬ
चݰŞ҃ą뺯ć߇ᬤ��ȆՍАɘāĥɮĀɲ҈ǫƀ��ŴࢅժŞҍ
ąǫĀʭˌ��ƔŶɝƆ��“ĕȏ܍ᔪĝĈƇĭů̎!” āŊʒг
뺯ࡼᔪƖĠą��āĢŹģПăʓ܍Ŵ��Ȃħ׳

There were times when I ate with K, Mary and others in the small 
west wing kitchen at Brockwood. On one such occasion someone 
raised the topic of national characteristics and everyone contrib-
uted observations. When it came to the British, I said “fair play”. K 
was sitting beside me and pulled me aside a bit, saying: But not with 
the Indians. On another occasion, he accidentally knocked over a 
glass of water, after which he stated emphatically: Dreaming! Once 
at lunch in Ojai he happened to drop something. In response to my 
slightly astonished look, he explained: This always happens before  
a talk.

ĈǴơ��āŠՍ뺮Mary (ཥͩ��Mary Zimbalist) ńĈȺŴĉĜ
ćҘ໘Ս༭؞ɞاĀŇೀӮƀĂőƐϖ뺯ȺġĂƫ��ĈĉڇŜ
ąȱǘΧ̖ࢮžĀƸʚ��ƔŶƲċĉĝᅎଣąĢŹĀğʒ뺯Ȇ
͎ėӅŚĉĴ��āĸӅŚĉĀ̖žĄ�“ȔːŢα”뺯ՍȆĴďА
ćāǻ˪��ŴලලǳāӘėĂॶ��ĸ��“ȚŴĶŢߪʇĉĻăĄĕ
Ɵ뺯” ńĈĂơ��ŴăŇķǳĂֺǌǙջą��ƥŶŴůŉȶĀГ



ǯĸƆ��“ķăćᛱâ” ԨĂơć߇ᬤůϡԑĴ��Ŵ५ञҎąĂ
ċʁɞ뺯ğėāדׅߔኁĀȪŰ��Ŵ̛ࣹƆ��“ćȔũϭƸǡ��
ǁ˩ĜşŀĕƟĀƂ뺯”

He was a modest person, very gentle in his personal deal-
ings and extremely courteous. Towards women he was most 
 con siderate, even chivalrous. I recall one lunch at Brockwood dur-
ing which an elderly woman from Paris, who must have known 
K for quite some time, expressed how terribly afraid she was 
of dying. K said in French something like: No, no – don’t worry. 
Everything will be fine. Much later I heard that she had died  
peacefully.

ՍĄĂċᅗᆝĀĉ��ćĉٗιϰġ��ŴȪƍīѽǊٕݔ��˄
π˩Ĉ̈́৲뺯ŴŢƕȡਯħɆ݇��ৰψĈȏज़Ղɧʇ뺯āؼ
ƫĞőćҘ໘Ս༭؞ĀĂơϡԑĘ��ĎąĂʞֹแĀƳॲĉ��
ȬĞκǢǁΞԺՍĈČĂьĴǎą��ȬˋՍ׳ĸȬĄĠĭŞ
ҴЂǧ୭뺯ՍůʒГĸąٔĕƟĀƸ��“ă��ăuuȍࠬķ��
ĂОĝĜČĀ뺯” ĿąϿ΅��āȴĸĕʞƳॲĉȫނŞǧą뺯

He occasionally expressed irritation with some men’s atti-
tude towards women: How you look at women! One day I was 
walking beside him and a very attractive woman came towards 
us. Bearing in mind his admonition, I didn’t know what to do: 
should I look or not? And then I saw that K was looking at her very  
intensely.

ŴٕݐģĜŢĂȏȵĉŢαƕĉĀяʇȪФă͟��ĆĶĄ
ŘƇĭƟĀɕʾćğƕĉâ�ĈĂĐ��āŠՍȢć˄੪ݷϳ��Ă
ʞଁƺπࢢĀƕĉ࠷āĶǇĿĎ뺯āĀќʄġژőąՍĀ
�г��ǘĄāăƢƆ˽əĭѩąܔ�āˆ˽ğńĄăğʝ!�ĕĴ
āşƍՍȢƽ̦ᆉͩŞğŏĕʞƕȡ뺯

6İĭġĩĵĭĭĢ�Dğİĩ� ��
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Once Dr. Shirali25 walked by with his wife two meters behind him. K 
stopped them and said to her: Now you walk in front and he walks behind. 

ĈĂơ��Shirali űՂ25�Ȯॶ˪ǇĿ��ŴĀঊŔǇćŴǻŶĈƪ
Мࡎͼ뺯ՍͰʐąŴĶ��ƔŶŢ�Shirali űՂĀঊŔĸ��“ƍćĆ
Ǉǡǚ��źŴǇŶǚ뺯”

There were occasions when he would be impatient with  someone, 
but he never wanted to hurt anyone’s feelings or tell anyone directly 
what to do, though I felt that he did on occasion make an impersonal 
comment that nevertheless seemed meant for a particular person. 
There was a sense of love about him. One felt enormous energy 
around him. Probably this came from that feeling of love. He would 
point at the deeper causes of the problem at hand and urge the 
person to find for him- or herself the right action. One could learn 
something from every word he uttered.

ĈȏĴȊ��ՍģĜŢԚċĉƗėăखѰ��ȚĄŴȮĎĝƄǋ
˼Ҵ̜ĉĀƗŰ��ģȮăˢˈг׳̜ĉ˽ƙƇĭ��̣ϔāƴ
īŴٕݐĀکĜǟŜĂջϢҍĀӇΡ��ƦĕȏƸٔٯģɏĄࣉ
ŢԚċĉƦҶĀ뺯ŴĀ̡ᢇ൳ŏıĀǯʜ뺯ćŴǻ˪ĻŘƗ
ɩėĂܕ؏ęĀĩʔ뺯ĕģϿĄĎĢŦıĀƗƴť뺯ŴĜϱŜ

25 Shailesh Shirali, a long-time mathematics teacher at Rishi Valley School who 
was for several years also the principal there, is now a KFI trustee and the edu-
cation director at Sahyadri School, a K School near Pune begun after K’s death.

25 Shailesh Shirali ǥʿŘĎĄ�Rishi Valley ƓҁĀĂǩ̾ƓƳ̅��ģӊࠬ˽ҁ
ҁǥ̾ŭ뺯ϝǡŴĄՍƀЏŦᑖ͎ߪʇ̇Ĝ�(KFI) ȗƂ��ģĄ�Sahyadri Ɠ
ҁĀ͵آǂ��˽ՍᅾƓҁʞǘߪʇ࿆Ŧ�(Pune) ઐ˦��ĄćՍņșŶŪӐ
Ā뺯



ɕǡɝʚĀͣ۷֮ڝ��ƔŶਇŦċĉĢŹņˣŜȢکĀǄ
ƛ뺯ՍĸĀƲḀ̆ƸĝĻŘźĉƓėĂȏʁɞ뺯

In 1984 there were great difficulties at Brockwood concerning the 
direction of the School. One group within the staff was in conflict 
with another, leading to some people leaving. K devoted his whole 
energy to the problem. Several times he spoke  to the entire staff. 
Once he even threatened to close the door to the west wing and 
never set foot in the School again. Naturally, he also spoke to the 
students, and he was shocked when they told him that the teachers 
and other staff members were spending very little time with them, 
preoccupied as they were with their own difficulties. He then spoke 
to the adults in an unusually strict way. We seemed to have run into 
each other outside the assembly hall immediately after the meeting, 
but he must have detected me in the crowd. He took my hand while 
we went for a short walk, and told me: I have never talked like this 
before. I was glad I wasn’t a staff member. But Raman Patel26, who 
was also in the meeting, has told me that he never felt any  pressure 
from K, because what K had to say was never personal.

6İĭġĩĵĭĭĢ�Dğİĩ� ��

26 Raman Patel was a staff member at Brockwood for 17 years and continues his 
involvement there, currently as head of Krishnamurti Foundation Trust and the 
adult study Centre there. He works with the “Link” team (see pg. 160), including 
travelling throughout the world to foster contact among those who are inter-
ested in the teachings; in a consulting capacity, this complements the outreach 
work of the several Foundations. He helped to build up Stream Garden Retreat 
Centre in southern Thailand and other centres in other parts of the world. 

26 Raman Patel ӊĄҘ໘Ս༭؞�(Brockwood) ĀĂǩ͵ܡ˴ʕ��ćŦƀʕǟǢ
ǥУ�17 ŭ��˄ҬφϩȉȺġ��ϝǡŴࠬՍƀЏŦᑖ͎Ʊ̇ĜŠŪĉƓ
ІġķĀɽޡݸĉ뺯Ŵȉ�“Link” ֣ӿ�
Ȓǉ�160 Ѯ��ʸǟ��̞ಗӄǄșʆͨŞ
ŘਇɘŢՍ͵ᨠƗٚ׀ĀĉƥǎĀފƛ�̇ՍᅾͨړශઇܷɝŘȥࣂ͎�
ĜĀʌʕǟ뺯Ŵӊħक़ŚϓˌĀ၈ȹɓԽиէġķ�(Stream Garden 
Retreat Centre) ĀӚѳᅎଣĿĂΎƺʔ��ńĈșʆȺŴŞҡĀġķ뺯
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1984 ŭ��Ҙ໘Ս༭؞қąŉęĀܒȧ��ĉĶćƓҁĀş
ƶˋĘőąࢉڌ뺯Ɠҁ͵ܡ˴ʕġĀĂƶŠԨĂƶƥǎмŀą
ŜąĢŹƽˌĀ̉ƺņ̛јĕޚӏ��َ֢ĂȏĉĀͼņ뺯Սڮ
ċɝʚ뺯ŴˋƽɆ͵ܡ˴ʕşȪąČǴơϭƸ뺯ĈĂơ��Ŵৰ
ψੵҶđȱĘɞاĀęɠ�
ཥͩ��ՍʐćƓҁĀɞا���кăǞ०
ӖƓҁͤϳ뺯ȆƔą��ŴģŠƓŀĶٟąƸ��ȆƓŀĶг׳Ŵĸ
Ƴ̅ŠȺŴ͵ܡ˴ʕŮȱķĢŹĀͨƞɝʚ��ŉɺǳĴǎɓć
ƓŀǻĘĴ��ՍƗėŉࣱד뺯ˈŏ��ŴŘߜٯࡋ˩Āߙˍ൴ˋ
ƓҁĀ˴ʕĶşȪąϭƸ뺯ŦơĜڱĂʪ��āĶďć̈́ࠧʌ
ǚਣȒąŢƶ��ȚĞκŴɋǢćĉġğėąā뺯āĶĂőǇ
ąĂŇьɢ��ȆĴՍܙŏāĀƋ��Ţāĸ��“āȮĎŊĈɏƎĐĕ
ƟϭĿƸ뺯” ȆĴāŉ٥˶ĢŹ˄ăĄƓҁĀ˴ʕ뺯Raman 
Patel26 ģϩȀąĕơĜڱ��Ŵг׳āĸ��ŴȮλƗƴėĎĢՍĀ
̜ؤƺ��ȂħՍǨĸĀƸȮĎĝăĄࣉŢċĉĀ뺯

K once told me that a teacher at Rajghat claimed, “When you come 
here it’s like a thunderstorm, and we are glad when you leave.” This 
reminds me of K saying: Nothing grows under the banyan tree. It’s a south 
Indian proverb, and I’ve always felt he meant by it that we would see 
what insight and strength we were capable of only after he was gone.

Սӊг׳ā��ć�Rajghat 
� ĈʞƳ̅ĸ�ʇՍᅾƓҁǨćŞߪ�
“ȆĆ�
ϱՍ��Ďėĕƀ��āĶďɏĎąĂɁǗιȀĀݕɧ
μ��ǨŘĆǇĀĴȊāĶĝŉƬ׀뺯” ĕźāĞőąՍĸĿĀĂ
̥Ƹ��“ዐ͎࠲Ī��̜ʁɞĝƄʒŀǥ뺯” ĕĄϓߪʇĀḀ̆ᤥ
Г��ƦāĂˢƴīŴĕĭĸĀǋΥĄ��ŮĈȆŴăćĀĴȊ��ā
ĶƷĩğʓĢŹأތĩĈəƟĀೄŠƺʔ뺯

Many people who came to K’s public talks said that he would raise 
the very topic they were most interested in at the time. Since K often 
addressed thousands of people, one has to ask how such a thing was 
possible. Was the same problem on every one’s mind? Was it common 
consciousness, which we all share? Does each problem contain every 



other problem, like a hologram? Did we understand at all what he was 
talking about? Once, after one of the public talks at Brockwood, we 
were walking over the south lawn towards the west wing when a young 
man approached. Addressing K, he began trying to summarize the talk, 
presumably to lead into a question. K, having said nothing like what the 
young man was describing, gently explained it again, then added that 
they couldn’t discuss it there and then and that the young man should 
come another time.

ŉĠǡĎȴՍȔũϭƸĀĉĝĸ��ՍɽĄĩѿ͎ŜŴĶȆĴ
ŖƗٚ׀ĀƸʚ뺯ύǘŴ˩˩ĄŢŏ̾ԮĉşȪϭƸĀ,�āĶ
ăđɝŴĄƧ̜ƙėĕĂžĀ뺯ĄăĄƲĂċĉķġĝĈŏ
ǜƟĀɝʚ!�āĶĄăĄœǃŏĂċդǜĀǋԺ!�ĄăĄƲċ
ɝʚĝ̞ߒŏȺŴĀɝʚ��ďɏĄĂ˚ƽʜʏ!�āĶأތĈŊ
ĈǆɃՍǨĸĀʁɞ!�ĈĂơćҘ໘Ս༭؞��ĂɁȔũϭƸʪ
Ǉņ,�ĕĴĂċŭΜĉاŶ,�āĶĂǄȢϽĿϓ˪Āᑮˋɞ
ǇąĿĎ뺯ŴŠՍǙȥتܦ��ϔũ˨ɈʏɽʪՍǔƷϭƸĀʭ
̗,�ɘƦĞڇŜĂċɝʚ뺯ĻĄ��Ս˄ŊĈĸĿĕʞŭΜĉˍġ
ǨۅĀŦȏ,�ȚŴŉĈ̈́৲Şȶĥ̛ࣹąĂڃ��ƔŶ֦ۙĸ��
ŴĶŊʒćŦƀƙΡ��ĕʞŭΜĉĻŘĪơǞĿĎ뺯

Mary Cadogan has told me that she once remarked to K, “You take 
away our crutches before we can walk.” His reply was: Yes, and then 
you will learn to fly.

Mary Cadogan г׳ā��ĈĂơȬŢՍĸ��“ćāĶńŊƓĜǇ
ɢǡ��Ćď΄ҎąāĶĀሉᛶ뺯” Սƫ٫��“ĄĀ��ˈŏĆĶďđ
ƓĜ༵͊뺯”

And Mary Zimbalist once told me that when K wasn’t satisfied with 
the written questions handed in for the public question and answer 
meetings, which followed the public talks, he would write some of 
them himself.

6İĭġĩĵĭĭĢ�Dğİĩ� ��
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Mary Zimbalist ģӊг׳ā��ćȔũϭƸʪŶ��ӷ͚ŏĈȔ
ũɝ٫Ĝ��ƧưՍŢȴ۶ιĘĎĀɝʚƗėă͟ǋĀƸ��Ŵď
ĜĢŹϷĂȏɝʚ뺯

From my room in the west wing I could sometimes hear what was 
going on in the small kitchen there. K was talking a lot with Scott 
Forbes27, in the evenings, which he later described as cooking Scott 
for his job as principal.

ȮāɞاĀӮǎ��ĈĴĻŘȴėŦ˪ŇೀӮƀşŀĀƂŰ뺯
Ĉ̾ċ͋Ȑ��ՍŠ�Scott Forbes27 ćŦƀɘǄĿĂȏǥٟ��ŶĎ
Սۅĸ��ŦĄćǳ�Scott “նȗ” ėʞŘϔŴĩ۩ҁǥĀʕ
ǟ뺯

In K’s company, the perception of the natural beauty around 
Brockwood was more intense. On walks, he would talk very little. 
When crossing pastures, he insisted that one not use shortcuts. Don’t 

27 Scott Forbes joined Brockwood as a teacher in 1974 and went on to establish 
its video department. He headed the development of the Krishnamurti Centre 
at Brockwood, which he then helped to run with his wife, Kathy. He was 
principal of Brockwood Park School from 1985 to 1994 and continues to 
work in the field of holistic education. He edited Mary Zimbalist’s memoirs 
and published his own book, Krishnamurti: Preparing to Leave.

27 Scott Forbes ǘ�1974 ŭȀɍҘ໘Ս༭؞�(Brockwood) ࠬ͵̅Ăܡ��ΏŶ�
ŴغӚąƓҁĀ˸Ӥˌɠ뺯ŴڇʠąʞǘҘ໘Ս༭؞ĀՍƀЏŦᑖ͎ġķ�
(Krishnamurti Centre) ĀӚѳ��˄ȉŴĀঊŔ�Kathy ĂőৗՎ̬ؽą˽ġķ뺯
Ģ�1985 ŭψ�1994 ŭ��ŴĄҘ໘Ս༭؞ȔԽƓҁ�(Brockwood Park School)  
Āҁǥ��ƥŶҬφʕǟǘ�“ƽĉ͵آ” ʠੜ뺯Ŵৠ٧ą�Mary Zimbalist ᙕϷ�
ĀĈȱՍĀƫٴԍ��˄Ŝ̈ąŴǕĉᙕϷĀ��ՍƀЏŦᑖ͎���Ǆƥǡࡥ�
(Krishnamurti: Preparing to Leave) ĂΒ뺯



cut corners! he would say. Once, when walking across the pasture 
behind the Brockwood Grove, I was about to pass be  tween a group 
of five tall pine trees. He caught me by the arm and said: No, around 
them. We must not disturb them. He maintained that the roots of trees 
have a sound that we no longer hear. On another such walk, returning 
along Morton’s farmhouse, a storm began to brew. Soon there was 
thunder and lightning. I was  worried, as we were in an exposed place, 
but he enjoyed the turmoil.

ȉՍćĂőĴ��ĂċĉŢҘ໘Ս༭̡؞ſբĀƗƢĜസş
��ϳĴ��ՍŉɺĸƸ뺯ϽɿᆑɁĴ��Ŵұ̰ăđǇຂݷ뺯ݰ˓
ŴĜĸ��“ăđဗ˦ɢâ” ĈĂơ��ćϽɿҘ໘Ս༭؞Ňڄ࠲�
(Grove) ŶǚĀᆑɁĴ��āȢѤ҄ȮͅทƬęĀ࠲ؠġǎϽĿ
ņ��ՍܙʐąāĀƋ��ĸ��“ă��൳Ŀ̋ĶǇ뺯āĶăđņǙ০
̋Ķ뺯” ŴĂˢΞħ࠲��҂Ā֮ˌĜşŜĂƞ̲͡��ŮĄāĶă
ǞĩȴėƦǢ뺯ńĈĂơݷϳ��āĶȢŏ�Morton Āۭࣔಥ
ƫ��ȆĴĂɁݕɧμũ˨ᛉᇈ뺯ŉŨࣈ��Ǘ͊ʾ��̲൦ํ뺯ā
ŉࠬķ��ȂħāĶȢČĄćĂǦ܋ĐĪ��ȚՍ˂ŉǃɩĕƞࣷ
ְ뺯

He used to say that when all of your senses are awake, then you are 
intelligent; when not all are awake, then thought arises. Whenever I 
walked with him I had the impression that he wasn’t looking all around; 
he seemed to be looking straight ahead and walking rather fast. He 
nevertheless appeared to be completely aware of everything, and 
he conveyed the feeling of that sensitivity to those who were with  
him.

Ս˩˩ĸ��ȆĆǨĈĀƗЋĝƴ՝Ĵ��ĆďĄғĀ��ȆĆ˄
ăĄǨĈĀƗЋĝƴ՝Ĵ��ΥĞďĜő뺯ƲȆāŠՍǇćĂ
őĴ��ćāĀߪճƀ��Ŵ˄ŊĈցܷŏ˗̡��ŴğőĎČɏĄϝ
˸ǡƶĀ��ƦؼǇīȠȆŨ뺯ҤϯƧˤ��Ŵٔٯĩȥƽƴė̡
ĀĂО��˄ȝĕƞ઼ၭĀƗƴ̙ƈŦȏŠŴćĂőĀĉ뺯

6İĭġĩĵĭĭĢ�Dğİĩ� ��
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Once when walking up from the lake at Buchillon, I picked a thyme 
flower for him to smell. The smell made him jump. In May 1983 dur-
ing his first public talk at Ojai that year, he said: If you lose relation-
ship with nature, you lose relationship with man. For me, K’s relation-
ship with nature and beauty can be summed up in the following two 
quoations.

ĈĂơćวՂ�Buchillon��āĶȢȮܯ˪ŜşŏĘะǇ��ā
ำąĂࣸƀВɓƈՍո뺯ɓĀВźՍܘąőĎ뺯1983 ŭ�5 
ʃ��ćŦĂŭ߇ᬤĀϘơȔũϭƸġ��Սĸ��“ƧưĆ˫ņąŠĢ
ƔĀԓͷ��Ćģď˫ņąŠĉĀԓͷ뺯” ćāğĎ��ՍȉĢƔ
ŠſĀȱͷĻŘůĪǚĀƪьڇǊĎખۅ뺯

The setting sun had transformed everything
ɞĪĀඃіϑȻąоˀ

Heaven was the earth and the earth heaven; the setting sun had trans-
formed everything. The sky was blazing fire, bursting in every streak 
of cloud, in every stone, in every blade of grass, in every grain of sand. 
The sky was ablaze with green, purple, violet, indigo, with the fury 
of flame. Over that hill it was a vast sweep of purple and gold; over 
the southern hills a burning delicate green and fading blues; to the 
east there was a counter sunset as splendid in cardinal red and burnt 
ochre, magenta and fading violet. The counter sunset was exploding 
in splendour as in the west; a few clouds had gathered themselves 
around the setting sun and they were pure, smokeless fire which 
would never die. The vastness of this fire and its intensity  penetrated 
everything and entered the earth. The earth was the heavens and the 



Below Brockwood Park

Ҙ໘Ս༭؞ȔԽઐ˦
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heavens the earth. And everything was alive and bursting with colour 
and colour was god, not the god of man.

Đ˭ĄęŞ��ęŞ̣ĄĐ˭��ɞĪĀඃіϑȻąоˀ뺯Đ˭
ऊยۢŏΖᏛ��Ζʾूǎ͟ąԁڝ��ҔćƲĂԿ܉Ǽ뺮Ʋ
ĂทŇŠƲĂநޞŔĘ뺯Đ˭ೣࣈŏ܄ɡ뺮யɡ뺮யࠋࡘɡ
Š∫٢ɡĀʾ൞��Ƨǜਫ਼ਫ਼ݰΖ뺯ɿĿŦǝͫǼ��ĄĂǦЙ๘Ā
யɡṦɡ��Ʀϓ˪Āͫ᥋Ę��ȢยۢŏΜ߃Ā܄ɡŠŦȏऑऑ
ԢņĀͨƞ٢ɡ��ˋʁ˪ʬņ��ŦĄҔūĀŢల��ŦƀݷşŜ
ЊĀڭεɡŠ౦⎊ɡ��ȞεɡŠऑऑ፤ņĀயࠋࡘɡ뺯ҔūĀ
Ţలďɏɞ˪ĀҔūĂƟᇱЊඖϝ뺯ĂȏԁࣸɋǢࣙמćҔū
Ā̡̋��ĶďƧǜŦسڙƄĀΖᏛ��кăϥ୭뺯ΖᏛĀЙ᪳
ȉɶݰϽۜąоˀ��ˋęŞ뺯ęŞĄĐ˭��Đ˭̣ĄęŞ뺯о
ˀĝƧˤŀƯሊሊ��ɡӴᛧ뺯ɡӴĄĘੈ��ȚăĄĉǨՇҝ
ĀĘੈ뺯

Krishnamurti’s Notebook 
entry of 17 November 1961, Rishi Valley 

© 1976 Krishnamurti Foundation Trust Ltd

˞Ģ��ՍƀЏŦᑖ͎ݓʥ��(Krishnamurti’s Notebook)
“1961ŭ11ʃ17ū��Rishi Valley” ˇΆ�

© 1976 ՍƀЏŦᑖ͎Ʊ̇Ĝ

Relationship with nature
ĉȉĢƔĀȱͶ

If you establish a relationship with it [the tree], then you have a rela-
tionship with mankind. You are responsible then for that tree and for 
the trees of the world. But if you have no relationship with the living 
things on this earth, you may lose whatever relationship you have with 



humanity, with human beings. We never look deeply into the quality 
of a tree; we never really touch it, feel its solidity, its rough bark, and 
hear the sound that is part of the tree. Not the sound of wind through 
the leaves, not the breeze of a morning that flutters the leaves, but its 
own sound, the sound of the trunk and the silent sound of the roots. 
You must be extraordinarily sensitive to hear the sound. This sound is 
not the noise of the world, not the noise of the chattering of the mind, 
not the vulgarity of human quarrels and human warfare but sound as 
part of the  universe.

ƧưĆȉĂ۲࠲ӚӐąȱͷ��ŦĭĆďŠĉĈąȱͷ뺯Ć
ďĜŢŦทؼ˄��ޡݸ࠲ŢșʆĘǨĈĀޡݸ࠲뺯ȚƧưĆŊ
ĈŠĕċŞЎĘĀŀӚӐőȱͷ��ŦĭĆďĜ˫ņȉĉ��ȉ
ǨĈĉĀĂОȱͷ뺯āĶȮŊĈͣɍŞҍĿĂท࠲ǨጠߒĀ
ȞΙ��āĶȮλŬȢŞਝੇĿ̋��ƗɩĿ̋ĀұǰŠ̋ᏇĀ࠲
ѱ��āĶȮλዔȴĿ࠲Ā̲͡��ƦŦ̲͡˂Ą࠲ĀĂˌœ뺯Ŧƞ
̲͡˄ăĄɧॗĿ࣭࠲Ā̲͡��ģăĄʓࡇĀųɧᕬƛ࣭ŔĀ
̲͡��ƦĄ࠲ĢŹĀ̲͡�иƥ̲뺯ĆκࢳĀ֮࠲ѝĀ̲͡Š࠲�
݉π˩઼Ɨ��Ʒĩȴėĕƞ̲͡뺯ĕ̲͡˄ăĄଟșĀၚၐƥ
̲��ģăĄǼќġĀᤫᤫăֱ��ƑăĄĉୢ࢝ாĀڌষȉͿ
��ĕ̲͡ĄுĀĂˌœ뺯ڌ

It is odd that we have so little relationship with nature, with the 
insects and the leaping frog and the owl that hoots among the hills 
calling for its mate. We never seem to have a feeling for all living 
things on the earth. If we could establish a deep, abiding relationship 
with nature, we would never kill an animal for our appetite, we would 
never harm, vivisect, a monkey, a dog, a guinea pig for our benefit. 
We would find other ways to heal our wounds, heal our bodies. But 
the healing of the mind is something totally different. That healing 
gradually takes place if you are with nature, with that orange on the 
tree, and the blade of grass that pushes through the cement, and the 
hills covered,  hidden, by the clouds.
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Ա٦ĀĄ��āĶȉĢƔĀȱͷƧˤƥɺ��āĶŠဝଛ��Šሽܘ
Āнጁ��ŠŦćͫǎتȷྲƤĀ՜Ǽີƥǎ˄ŊĈƇĭȱͷ뺯
ŢǘĕċŞЎĘǨĈĀŀ��āĶٔٯ˄ŊĈƇĭƗŰ뺯Ƨư
āĶĩѿŠĢƔӚӐőĂƞͣՌ뺮̰΅Āȱͷ��āĶďк˰ă
ĜņኘڳƛˀĎ͟ӖĢŹĀθࢍ��ģк˰ăĜħąĉĀĂŹ
३ϙņ˼ҴĂŮསŔ뺮ĂʳәͱĂŮᖜ��ăĜŢ̋ĶɘǄƜ
Ɇ̛᎕뺯āĶĜˣėȺŴƶʒĎਐ˼ŠܭസāĶĀǻɆ뺯Țķ
ĀܭസĄಈƔăǜĀ��ȆĆŠĢƔćĂő��ȆĆŠ࠲ĘĀŦŮ
ᒵŔćĂő��ȆĆŠǌౠŞƀଷŜĀĂǦ࣭ćĂő��ȆĆŠ�
Ŧƻԁࣸవࣧ뺮ܼܼ॔ƍĀͫ᥋ćĂő��ĕƞܭസϔĜऑş
ŀ뺯

This is not sentiment or romantic imagination but a reality of 
a relationship with everything that lives and moves on the earth. 
Man has killed millions of whales and is still killing them. All that we 
derive from their slaughter can be had through other means. But 
apparently man loves to kill things, the fleeting deer, the marvel-
lous gazelle, and the great elephant. We love to kill each other. This 
killing of other human beings has never stopped throughout the 
history of man’s life on this earth. If we could – and we must – estab-
lish a deep, long, abiding relationship with nature, with the actual 
trees, the bushes, the flowers, the grass and the fast-moving clouds, 
then we would never slaughter another human being for any reason  
whatsoever.

ĕ˄ăĄĠړƗͱ̨͠֍ǂػĀĞճ��ƦĄȉŞЎĘǨĈ
��ą̾оǼ៚ʷڳǢǁኘƍ뺯ĉƜŀĀȱͷĀŬǰڭ
ƦؼńćҬφĕƞኘڳ뺯āĶȮኘڳ៚ʷġǨȌȿĀĂО��Ⱥ
ǰĝĻŘʙĿȺŴƶКĎȌī뺯ȚŉׅƔ��ĉɶᅇǘڳ᧧��ኘ
Ƞފęճ뺯āĶģɶᅇǘڳſࣗĀᏳᮙ��ኘڳउĀŇడ��ኘ͊ڳ
णڳ뺯ఙҍŞЎĘĉĀ֒܈��ĉŢǜĀĕƞڳ᧧ńȮλ
ӕٜĿ뺯ƦƧưāĶĩѿȉĢƔ��ȉƍǰġĀ࠲҂뺮შ҂ዶ뺮
ɓࣸ뺮нŘӍŦŨю৵ࡡĀԁࣸӚӐőĂƞͣয뺮̰φŠк



In the Grove at Brockwood Park, Hampshire, England

ӅŚޏࢦᵐҘ໘Ս༭؞ȔԽĀŇڄ࠲�(Grove)
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΅ĀȱͷuuāĶģκ݉ĕĭƙuuŦĭāĶӗăĜŘ̜ȗ
ύņኘڳԨĂċĉ뺯

 Krishnamurti to Himself
entry of 25 February 1983, Ojai, California
© 1987 Krishnamurti Foundation Trust Ltd

˞Ģ��ՍƀЏŦᑖ͎ћɃ��(Krishnamurti to Himself)
“1983 ŭ�2 ʃ�25 ū��Ȁϙ˟߇ۈڲᬤ” ˇΆ

© 1987�ՍƀЏŦᑖ͎Ʊ̇Ĝ

Something that happened in India might also indicate his inti-
mate relationship with living things. On the path from Rajghat to 
Sarnath, which the Buddha was said to have walked, there was a 
plantation of large mango trees that had stopped yielding fruit. Even 
though it was said the Buddha had rested under these trees, there 
was a plan to remove them. K recounted how one day he’d walked 
among the trees and said to them: Listen, if you do not bear any fruit, 
they are going to cut you down. Asit Chandmal, too, records this 
story, in his book One Thousand Suns, finishing with K then saying: 
They bore fruit that year. I am not saying it had anything to do with  
me.

ćߪʇşŀĀĂȏƂŰͱϿǜƟƍŜąՍȉęĢƔŀЄ
ƥǎĀʤݧȱͷ뺯Ȯ�Rajghat ņϰ�Sarnath�
Şǩ��ĀɢĘuu
֪ĸऊᅔӊǁǇĿĕʳɢ�uu�ĈĂǦڄŞ��ƞ͟ąƬęĀ൞ư
Ī࠲��ŮĻ۞̋ĶăǞʪưǰą뺯̣ϔ̙ĸġऊᅔӊćĕȏ࠲
ֱʜĿ��ȚńĄĈʹۗđȝ̋ĶჂפ뺯ՍϭۅąĈĂĐŴć൞
ưڄ࠲ġǄǇ��Ţ̋Ķĸ��“ȴŏ��ƧưĆĶǞăʪŜưǰĀƸ��
ŴĶďĜǳĆĶჂԧ뺯” Asit Chandmal ćŴĀ��ĂԮċƖі��
(One Thousand Suns) ĂΒġģʥԍąĕċтƂ��тƂĀŖŶ��
ՍĸƆ��“ŦĂŭ��൞ư࠲ʪŜąưǰ뺯ā˄ăĄĸĕȉāĈ
̜ȱͷ뺯”



Once on a walk at Rishi Valley we passed several spathodea trees 
that had just been planted. They looked like bare trunks but when K 
went near and looked very closely he discovered a tiny bud on one of 
them. The next day there was a little leaf peeping out, which caused 
him much delight.

ĈĂơ��ć�Rishi Valley 
ϳ��āĶɢĿąǴทǔݷ �ʇŞǩߪ
ǔƞĪĀΖᏛ࠲뺯̋ĶğőĎĝĄʾᚃᚃĀ࠲ѝ��ȚȆՍǇ˦
ąࢅժĂğ��ŴşƍȺġĀĂ֮࠲ѝĘĈĂ۲ĥၛ뺯ǉȕĐ��ĥ
ၛĘܫŜąĂǦŇŇĀĥ࣭��ĕźՍॅǛăǢ뺯

K enjoyed gardening, and particularly during his earlier days at 
Ojai he did a lot of it. When I showed him my garden at Buchillon, 
which I had set up myself, he remarked: It’s good to feel the earth 
between one’s fingers.

ՍǛǱԽۨ��̖ȍĄɋŭć߇ᬤ��ŴѝąŉĠԽۨƜ뺯ć�
Buchillon 
วՂŞǩ� āˋŴФąāʤƋӚҝĀɓԽ��ȆĴŴ
ĸ��“Ƌϱǎᅪ͟ౠעĄĂƞŉգĀƗƴ뺯”

He once suggested that I visit the Grand Canyon and stay at the 
old hotel El Tovar, where he had stayed. I was finally able to do this 
in 1996. In 1923 K wrote: … go to the Grand Canyon, in Arizona. If you 
have the eyes you will see the creator and the  creation. 

ŴӊǁӚڱāņɯזĂĪؘࡘӘĠęႤୌ��˄ؼȖɥāʐĂ
ŝǩͰ�“El Tovar” ĀƳӄࢰuuȮǡŴćŦƀʐĿ뺯āć�1996 
ŭͥǘĈƯĜƙąĕɫƂ뺯1923 ŭՍĕƟϷƆ��“……ņĂĪۈ
ϙธŦӆĀęႤୌť뺯ƧưĆĈĂˊɕ��ĆȝĜğėҝˀǂ
ŠŴĀǟ뺯”

Whenever I arrived at Brockwood from California, I’d feel tired for a 
time, due to the eight-hour time difference and the change in climate. 
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On occasion I’d have a nap beneath a larch tree that stood in a clearing 
in the Grove, the sunshine warming me pleasantly. I told K about this and 
he responded: Oh, I couldn’t sleep out there. Too many things to see. And 
he rolled his large eyes from right to left, as he did when doing his eye   
exercises.

ƲȆāȮȀϙ˟ۈڲĎėҘ໘Ս༭؞��ύǘƪŞԗċŇĴĀ
ĴוŠǯȊĀȻ͔��āĝĜƗėĂफŔୠ뺯ĈĴāĜćĂ۲
Ҕ࣭࠲ؠĪŇǠĂĜɳ��Ŧ۲Ҕ࣭ؠᱡӐćŇڄ࠲�(Grove) Ā
ĂǦ˭ŞĘ��іʾѽوŏā��ʈœᅄǋ뺯āг׳ąՍĕɫƂ��Ŵ
ĸ��“ൠ��ćŦƀāĻǠăŏ뺯đğĀʁɞƖĠą뺯” ƔŶŴʽƛ
ąŴęęĀɕࠤ��Ȯޣ˪ʽėڽ˪��ďɏŴćƙɕˌࠂІĴŦ
Ɵ뺯

During his last years, K continued to take walks at Brockwood, usu-
ally with a few friends. Dorothy Simmons would bring along her dog, 
and K enjoyed throwing sticks for him, something he could do with 
considerable energy even at the age of 89. Occasionally it was just K 
and me, and on one such walk there was a fence to be climbed. I was 
already on the other side, a little impatient, when the thought came, 
“He really needs quite some time to get over the fence.” As if he had 
read my mind he replied: I hope at my age you will climb over the fence 
this well. I then asked him if he was afraid, to which he gave a strong No.

ćՍŀЄĀŖŶǴŭƀ��ŴĂƧޥϰŞćҘ໘Ս༭ݷ؞ϳ��
ʙ˩ĄŠǴċȷƤĂő뺯Dorothy Simmons ĜćݷϳĴɭĘȬ
Āә��ƦՍŉǛǱ೮ᆆŔဏәʂ��̣ϔŴȆĴ�89 ξą��̆ƟĻ
Ř೮ī̖ȍɭஷ뺯ٕݐĈǴơݷ��ϳĴŮĈՍŠāƪċĉ��Ⱥġ
Ăơ��āĶ̀đջɿĂƆႰ뺯ȆĴāǢǁćԨĂ˪ą��ķġĈ
žăखѰ��ĂċЯǼሽąŜĎ��“ŴŬĄ̀đୢǥĴǎƷĩैĿ
ĕƆႰ뺯” ՍऊǢǁփΓąāĀķΥ��Ŵĸ��“āЏʬĆćā
ĕċŭ݁ģĩĕĭϙअŞैĿႰ뺯” ƔŶāɝŴैႰĴĜ
ăĜĈžҴЂ��ŢˤŴπ˩ࢵǭŞƫ٫��“ăҴЂ뺯”



I have, I believe, experienced K’s capacity to read thought, and 
other people have borne testimony to it themselves. Once, at Madras, 
K, several of his old friends and I were walking along Adyar Beach. 
On the way back I was behind K and happened silently to wonder 
what his friends might be thinking about his being so nice to this 
newcomer. Just then K turned round to me and said: I don’t think that  
way.

āȠƱ��āɆԥĿՍԵ҄�“փķ” Āĩƺ��ƦȺŴĉģǜƟ
ȒըąĕĂž뺯ĈĂơć�Madras 
��ՍŠŴĀǴʞƳ�ʇŞǩߪ
ȷƤńĈāĂőŏ�Adyar ʄභݷϳ뺯ćƫņĀɢĘ��āǇć
ՍǻŶ��ȢչչŞĞƢƆՍƧˤџαāĕċĥĎĀĉ��ŴĀǴʞ
ȷƤĜǟ̜ƗĞʝ뺯ďćĕĴ��ՍʽĿǻĎŢāĸ��“āĻăŦ
ĭĞ뺯”

A friend of mine once claimed that K would ‘drop’ me as he had 
‘dropped’ others. I mentioned this to someone else who then told K, 
and the second friend reported back that K had become rather sad, 
saying: I never dropped anybody, but people dropped me.

āĀĂċȷƤӊǁגҶ��ՍĜɏ�“ڡ” ȺŴĉĂƟŞ�“
ąՍ뺯ƥ׳ąԨĂċĉ��ˈŏŴƣг׳ā뺯āǳĕɫƂг ”ڡ
Ŷ��ŴѢᇌƈāĸ��ՍȴąŶׅīȠȆȧĿ��ĸƆ��“āȮĎŊĈ
ڡĿ̜ĉ��ȚĉĶڡąā뺯”

Another incident occurred in the dining room at Brockwood. A 
journalist had just asked me what I did for a living. The question irked 
me and I was on the point of answering him, rather provocatively, that 
I did nothing, when K, who was sitting next to me, nipped in before 
me and said: They make taps. 

ԨĂɫƂşŀćҘ໘Ս༭؞Āԑढ़뺯Ăʞʥ͠ɝāĄϤƇ
ĭ༹ŀĀ뺯ĕċɝʚಷࢺąā��āȢđȔƔסᘠŞƫ٫Ŵĸ��
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“āĄċƄˡɯΧ” Ĵ��АćĂॶĀՍ؇ćāƥǡĸƆ��“ŴĶĄ
ҝǌǼĀ뺯”

In fact K had laughed during one of our first meetings in Gstaad 
when I told him that our company produced sanitary faucets. I’d 
been in my early 20s when, soon after the war, I started working 
in my father’s factory. Manufacturing anything at that time was 
exceptionally difficult but most necessary, as Germany was all but 
destroyed and everything was needed. Needless to say, manufac-
turing products of export quality was a tremendous struggle. Yet 
within a few years our company had become the largest manufac-
turer in the world specializing in faucets. So when I told K what I had 
been doing, I must have sounded humorously proud – hence his  
laughter.

ƂǰĘ��āĶćวՂ�Gstaad ϘơĜǚʿǎ��Ȇāг׳ՍāĶ
Ȕѣŀмې෫ǌǼĴ��Ŵȟą뺯ͿڌʪŶă΅��ȕʈŜǼĀ
āũ˨ćā߮ʤĀʕƀʕǟ뺯āĶŀмǨĈćȆĴĎĸ̑ҝ
ȧʇƬ˂ƣ̀ߤĀˀȞ��ύǘͿŶĀ؞ŚǢĄ͟ϝዅἔ��̜
ˀѺĝπ˩ӷ݀뺯ǨŘឧၱٝࡢ��đŀмŜŦȏԵĈŜˍȞΙ
ĀмȞĄĂֻ؏ęĀסͿ뺯ƔƦćǴŭʭ��āĶȔѣďŪħą
șʆĘŖęĀǌǼʗˡ̑ҝԅ뺯ǨŘȆāг׳ՍāĂˢćƙ
ĀƂŰĴ��āࢵǭׅīਯħĢ৾uuŴăʐȟą뺯

I also mentioned to him how difficult it had been to get the staff 
to cooperate with each other, and how much I had desired to have 
friendly relations with my colleagues in management. K replied: Do 
you know how difficult it is to get people to cooperate? Soon I was to 
discover that even within the Foundations people at that time found 
it difficult to work together.

Ԩʌ��āģٟėąĞź˴ʕĶȠފʸǟĄĠĭܒȧ��ŘӍā
ĠĭఒʬȉϯȗˌɠĀǜƂӚӐƤČȱͷ뺯Սƫ٫ĸ��“ĆƢƆ



đźĉĶःˤʸǟĈĠȧǾ!” ŉŨāďşƍ��̣ϔĄćՍĀ
̇Ĝʭˌ��ȆĴĀĉĶģŉȧৗǜʕǟ뺯

Another time, at Rishi Valley, a professor (of Indian ancestry) 
from a South African university was sitting at our table. K was asking 
pointed questions concerning the situation in that  country, trying in 
a variety of ways to get him to say what his personal feeling about it 
was, but our guest would answer only in generalities. Finally K, refer-
ring suddenly to me, said: Mr. Grohe couldn’t stand it in South Africa. 
I was astonished. Admittedly, I had told him that I had worked there. I 
hadn’t mentioned, however, that a year into my work I couldn’t stand 
it any longer and returned to Europe, even though my parents were 
going to have a beautiful house in South Africa and were   planning 
to live there for at least a few years. My father, fearing the Russians 
after the war, had relocated the family there from Germany. On one 
occasion I talked to K about the Germans’ fear of the Russians. He 
said they had been right to be worried.

ńĈĂơ��ć�Rishi Valley (ߪʇՍᅾƓҁǨćŞ)��ĈʞĎĢϓ
πĂǨęƓĀ͵౷�
ǡ뺯ՍďϓπࢴАćԑ�ȉāĶ�ʇᤆߪ
ĕċŚŝĀƍ͎ޕŜą௪ၭĀɝʚ��ɈąĠƞƶКĞźĕʞ͵
౷ٟٟŴċĉŢˤĀƗɩ��ȚāĶĕʞϢĉĝŮĄၷՖŞƫ
٫뺯ŖŶ��ՍӏƔ͎ėąā��ĸƆ��“Grohe ϵŀƄʒ֧ɩϓπĕ
ċŚŝ뺯” āƗėŉƐד뺯Āک��āг׳ĿՍāӊćϓπʕǟ
Ŀ뺯ƔƦ��ā˄ŊĈŠŴ͎ėĿƥŶşŀĀƂ��ćϓπʕǟąĂ
ŭŘŶ��āǞģƄʒ֧ɩŦƀ��ؓƔȆĴāĀ߮يȢǙΚćϓπ
ψɺćŦƀʐĘǴŭ��ȚāńĄۗʹؼ˄��Ăᆸ۸бĀӮŔٝנ
ƫėą߇ि뺯ͿڌʪŶ��ύǘā߮ʤҴЂसԓĉ��ϔȝƽŝĉ
Ȯ؞Śࡡėąϓπ뺯ĈĂơ��āŠՍٟėą؞ŚĉŢसԓĉ
Āࣻാ뺯Ŵĸ؞��ŚĉĀࠬओĄĈƆȗĀ뺯

I once mentioned to K that I had had great problems with my father. 
He said: Yes, you had problems (with the emphasis on the “had”). Near 

6İĭġĩĵĭĭĢ�Dğİĩ� ��



80� HĦģ�6ģğĳĲķ�ĭĤ�ĲĦģ�AĭĳĬĲğħĬ

the beginning of my time at Brockwood, he asked me: What does your 
family think about the things you are doing here? I hesitated, because I still 
had some hope, but he firmly interjected: They’re all against. It’s always 
the same thing. With time, I realized how right he was. Surprisingly, per-
haps, my father, shortly before he died, did seem to see some sense in 
the little of K that he read, but added, “Oh, but that’s difficult.” Having 
asked many staff members and visitors to the Schools and Study Centres 
how they had come upon the teachings, it has become clear to me that 
unless the first contact, usually through a book, is felt by the person to 
be a revelation, he or she won’t continue with it.

āӊǁˋՍ͎ėāŠā߮ʤĈĿŉęĀෂඉ뺯Ŵĸ��“ĄĀ��
ĆĶĈĿෂඉ�
Ŵ̖ȍ˓Ьą‘ĈĿ’�뺯” ćāǔĎҘ໘Ս༭؞Ā
ŦьĴǎ��Սɝā��“ĆĀŝĉĄəĭğαĆćĕƀƙĀĕȏƂ
ŰĀ!” āĈȏஅ��ȂħāŢŝĉĀж̰ঞ̺ĈĂԟЏʬ��
ȚՍŉࢵǭŞƸĸ��“ŴĶĝѢŢ��ƂŰϰϰĝĄƧˤ뺯” Ώŏ
ĴǎĀȖࡡ��āǋԺėՍĀƸǰćƖŢą뺯ŜٯǋնĀĄ��ďć
ā߮ʤņșǡă΅��ؓƔŴŮփąĂžžՍĀΒ��Țٔکٯǰʠ
ĜąȺġĀ་ػ��ăĿŴńĄ֦ۙąḀ̆��“ൠ��Țĕŉȧ뺯” ā
ӊઇɝĿՍᅾƓҁŠƓІġķĀ۶Ġ͵ܡ˴ʕŠਲ਼ϢĶ��ɝŴ
ĶĄƧ̜ፀፂՍĀ͵֢Ā��ऑऑŞāǆɃąĂž��ŦďĄפπĂ
ċĉحơˈਝՍĀ͵֢Ĵuuʙ˩ĄʙĿĂǕΒuuďƴīŦ
ĄĂƞॷФ��ۚקŴ�
Ȭ��ĄăĜҬφ੦अĪņĀ뺯

I once helped to organize an interview of K by a publisher from 
Czechoslovakia, Jadry Prokorny. Prokorny asked K what he would 
have done had he been living under a dictatorship. K answered that 
he would have been able to speak only to friends,  like you two. In 
conversations and public talks K repeatedly pointed to the repression 
and brutality of dictatorships. He took an interest in everything, world 
politics included. He liked to watch political and news programmes 
on television and, even on his deathbed, enquired: What’s going on 
in the world?



28 The site is now famous also as a rock-concert venue.

28 ˽ŞžϝǡģĄōǩĀ͡ࢡڶǒĜɁ뺯

ĈĂƫ��āъԸȫ͂ąĎĢຂՍٞ໘ቁՍĀŜ̈ԅ�Jadry�
Prokorny ŢՍĀचਲ਼뺯Prokorny ɝՍ��đĄŴŀƜćћൖܨ؈
Ī��ŴĜƙȏƇĭ뺯Սƫ٫ĸŴďŮĩŠȷƤuuȤƧĆĶƪ
ĉ�
ཥͩ��Prokorny Š�Grohe�uuϭϭƸą뺯ăΡĄū˩ٟƸ
ńĄȔũϭƸ��ՍĂǞϱŜћൖܨ؈Āؤ௬ȉणࡐ뺯ŴŢĂО
ƂˀĝƗٚ׀��ģ̞ಗșʆܭ؈뺯ŴǛǱğǗ˸ĘĀܭ؈Šĥ
ոΆϝ��̣ϔćͥࡥǡ��ŴńɝƆ��“șʆĘşŀąȏƇĭ!”

But he did not like to talk about war. One day K, Mary Zimbalist 
and I were driving from Brockwood to nearby Winchester. On the 
way we passed a huge, wide hollow among the fields, which Mary 
indicated was the place where Eisenhower had addressed the Allied 
troops before the  invasion of Normandy.28 K somewhat impatiently 
brushed aside the remark, saying: The war has been over for a long 
time. He was well aware of what had happened during World War 
II and often pointed out that the cruelty of that and other wars 
continued into the present. He once told me that when the British 
bombed Hamburg, they first targeted the centre so that the inhabit-
ants would try to escape to the outskirts. Then they bombed the 
outskirts. He emphasized that nationalism is a common cause of divi-
sion and conflict in the world. Often he said about himself: I am not  
Indian.

ƔƦŴăǛǱٟΡͿڌ뺯ĈĂĐ��Ս뺮Mary Zimbalist ŠāȢ
ਸ਼ǫȮҘ໘Ս༭؞ǡϰઐ˦ĀѽО̖̤ٞ�(Winchester)뺯ćɢ
Ę��āĶǁĿॵ࢝ǎĀĂċ؏ęĀĪ፼˭Ş��Mary�͎ėĸĕĄ
౻ٕ৾ࠜ�
ཥͩ��Eisenhower�ſŚހєĘȝ��ćඳЫӽހƥ
ǡˋഄєşȪϭƸĀŞƶ뺯28�ՍĈȏăखѰŞᒮũĕĂž��ĸ���
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“ͿڌǢǁʪŉ΅ą뺯” Ŵπ˩ʓࡼǉȕơșʆęͿġǨşŀ
ĀƂŰؼ��˩˩ϱŜŦɁͿڌŠȺŴǨĈͿڌĀणࡐψƎঞć
φŏ뺯Ŵ˓ЬŚŝǂػĄҝŪșʆœജŠڮӏĀڃޏʅȂ뺯
ٟėŴǕĉ��Ŵǁ˩ĸ��“āăĄߪʇĉ뺯”

K once told us about an event that occurred in the 1930s. He was 
in Rome and visiting St. Peter’s Square when the Pope was carried 
by in a sedan chair. The Pope stopped, leaned out and asked K, “Are 
you an Indian?” K replied: I am supposed to be from India. And the 
Pope said to him, “I like your face,” after which he leaned back and 
continued on his way.

ՍƈāĶϭąĂɫşŀć�1930 ŭͳĀƂŰ뺯ȆĴŴȢćࡘ
҈ɯזःīЙɁ��ĕĴĂǄĉഎŏ͵ĀገŔǁĿŦƀ뺯͵
ФǋӕĪĎ��੦ŜǻŔɝՍ��“ĆĄߪʇĉǾ!”Սƫ٫Ŵ��“ā�
ΚĄĎĢߪʇĀť뺯” ͵ƣĸƆ��“āǛǱĆĀӫ뺯” ĸϔˋ
ŶĂϤ��ҬφĘɢ뺯

Although K sometimes mentioned that he had been brought up 
by English aristocracy, he would occasionally make reference to the 
stuffy English society. At one point he noticed my cuff links and told 
me that he and his brother had had cuff links and tie pins. They would 
leave them at home before going for a walk and once, at Ojai, they 
returned to find them gone – stolen. They were very happy they had 
disappeared.

ؓƔՍĈĴĜ͎ėŴĄύӅŚۣࢮ၆ѷǥęĀ��ȚٕݐŴģ
Ĝٟő�“ӅŚףĜĀֿࡳ̝ذ”뺯ĈĂơ��ŴͩǋėāਗĀচ২��
ǘĄг׳āĸ��ŴŠŴĀܓܓģӊůĿচ২Šʠɭȍࣉ뺯ȚŴ
ĶćŜɠݷϳƥǡĝĜǳĕȏʁɞңćŝƀ뺯ƦĈĂơć߇ᬤ
ϳƫĎ��ŴĶşƍĕȏʁɞĝăȒąuuƻܹą뺯ƪĉĝħݷ
̋ĶĀăاƦ͊ƗėʈœƬ׀뺯



Nevertheless, regarding Annie Besant – who was from England 
and whom he had loved like a mother – he said she had done more 
for India than Mahatma Gandhi. Using the example of Gandhi, he 
stated that any kind of forcing others to do what one wanted – even 
by the presumably peaceful means of fasting – was violent. Fasting 
for political reasons was violence.

ҤϯƧˤ��ćٟė�Annie Besant ĴuuȬĄĎĢӅŚĀ��Ս
ɏıيʤŦƟŞıਗȬuuՍĸȬħߪʇƙĀᅎଣȤॾऴŞ
đĠ뺯ŘऴŞħૼ��ŴĸƆ��̜˓௬ŴĉƙĢŹĞƙĀƂuu
̣ϔĄʙĿǨ࡙�“Šː” ĀӗθƋьuuĝĄݕƺĀ뺯Ŝǘ؈
ƺǄħ뺯ݕʅȂƦӗθĄĂƞܭ

K was a tremendously serious person but he also enjoyed a good 
laugh and took particular delight in telling good jokes. We shared 
many such moments. Here are three of the many jokes that he would 
sometimes recount:

ՍĄĂċȠȆၞߙĀĉ��ȚģĴ˩ũؙęȟ��Ŵ̖ȍǛǱϭ
ǒćȺġ뺯āĶœǃąϿĠŦƟĀĴՌ뺯ؼ˄��ӴĀȟƸ̉ۅ
ŘĪĄŴϭĿĀณĠȟƸġĀƁċ��

Three sages in the Himalayas are sitting in silence, meditating. Ten 
years go by, and the first one says, “What a wonderful morning.” Another 
ten years go by, and the second one says, “It might rain.” Another ten 
years go by, and the third one says, “When will the two of you ever stop  
chattering!”

ƁʞĉćǛ҈ӘͫݔĘиАሹĞ뺯ʈŭĿņą��ǉĂʞ
ĉĸ��“ĠĭſČĀɋࡇŵ뺯” ƣĿąʈŭ��ǉȕʞĉĸ��“Đđ
Īμą뺯” ƔŶƣĿąʈŭ��ǉƁʞĉũˍą��“ĆĶৣƇĭĴ
ȊƷĜӕٜᤫᤫăֱŵâ”
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Saint Peter shows God what’s happening on Earth. The first thing 
they see is a group of people labouring from morning till night. God is 
amazed and asks, “What is the matter with those people down there?” 
Saint Peter replies, “Didn’t you say they had to earn their bread by 
the sweat of their brow?” God answers, “But I was only joking.” Next 
they see robed cardinals and bishops at lavish tables piled with food 
and wine. And when God asks who those people are, Saint Peter tells 
Him, “They, my Lord, are the people who understood you were only  
joking.”

ःīˋĘੈФŞЎĘȢćşŀĀƂŰ뺯ŴĶğėĀǉ
ĂĄĂĉćȮɋėȐ࣡வŞࣄǟ뺯ĘੈƗėŉדኁ��ɝ���
“ĪǚĀĕĉĄəĭą!” ःīƫ٫ĸ��“ǷăĄĸĿ��ŴĶκ
݉Ϥ૨ǌĎോǚ̞Ǿ!”Ęੈƫ٫ĸ��“ȚāŮĄũąċʂȟƦ
Ǣ뺯” ćˈĪĎĀĂġ��ŴĶğėąǻϽǥᒾĀεǂ͵Šǂ
͵ĶȢАć͟ࢼąſЌމᚉĀ৾Ͼԑࢴǡ뺯ĕĴĘੈɝĕȏĉ
ƣĄɉ��ःīг׳Ŵĸ��“ǂŵ��ŴĶďĄŦȏƢƆǷŮĄćũ
ʂȟĀĉ뺯”

A man is hanging from a cliff, shouting “Help! Help!”, when a voice 
from above advises, “Have faith! Let go!” The man calls out, “Is nobody 
else up there?”

ĂǩȵŔී߫ć༪ፊ˪��ęࠣ�Єâ” ĕĴĂċ̲͡ݡ�Єâݡ“�
ȮĘƶ̙Ď��“ɭŏƱృâ�ǽƋťâ” ȵĉࠣƆ��“ĘǚďŊĈȺŴ
ĉąǾ!”

At some point at Brockwood, K read the Old Testament. When I 
asked him how he liked it, he answered: I do like it. Not the tall tales 
[he used the French word blagues] they tell you, but the language, 
the style. He also enjoyed reading detective stories as a pastime and 
appreciated a well-constructed plot.



ʥīĈĂƫćҘ໘Ս༭؞��Սփąי��ƽΒ�뺯ȆāɝŴƴ
īĕǕΒəĭƟĴ��Ŵƫ٫��“āŉǛǱ̋뺯ȚāǛǱĀăĄΒ
ġϭĀŦȏ൰ăǁĀтƂ�
ĕƀՍůąĂċʒГ˱ࠍ�
blagues: ॗЛ뺮ঙང���ƦĄ̋ĀГҶŠǄǊɧϜ뺯” ŴǜƟǛǱ
୯փ᎔੦Ňĸǟħϥᙲ��ਯȺॅ॓ŦȏઓΥञࣗĀŰΆ뺯

K once asked: When two egotists get married, what do you get? After 
a brief, expectant silence from those present, he answered: Just two 
egotists. And during a question and answer meeting at Brockwood in 
1984, he remarked about marriage: When one has the time, the money 
and the energy, one can start the whole circus again.

ĈĂơ��ՍɝƆ��“ƪċŘĢāħġķĀĉʪӱŶ��ĜīėƇ
ĭ!” ćɁĀĉۡչąĂĜɳ��ęŝĝćʿαŏ٫ޯ��Սĸ��“ń
ĄƪċŘĢāħġķĀĉ뺯”�1984 ŭ��ćҘ໘Ս༭؞ĀĂɁɝ
٫ĜĘ��Ŵģٟėąӱ��Ŵĸ��“ȆĂċĉĈąĴǎ뺮̮̇Š̉
ƺĀĴȊ��ŴϔĻŘȶĥũ˨ĕɁهݍ�
ϱӱ�뺯”

I felt he was referring to me, and felt strangely touched, because 
I was in the process of getting married a second time, in spite of K 
having told me Good when I mentioned at our first meeting in Gstaad 
that I was divorced. I knew he was fond of my fiancée and expected 
he would approve, but he just raised his arms and declared: One mar-
ries, just like that. On another occasion he said: He marries the most 
beautiful woman, and has hell on earth. He called Magda, my new 
wife, Madame A. G. At Brockwood he had suggested that I change 
my name to A. G. When I asked him what it meant, he explained Ange 
Gardien (Guardian Angel).

āƴīՍǨϱĀĄā��ĕĪŢāĀਝƛĻπǜĂݎ��ȂħȆ
ĴāȢć҄ǉȕơʪӱĀƂࢎ��Ҥϯć�Gstaad ŠՍحơȒǚ
ĀĴȊ��ā͎ėĿāͼӱą��ŦĴՍŢāĸ��“ĕŉČ뺯” āƢƆ
ՍŢāĀĥλӱঊߪճăǸ��ǨŘʿαŏŴĜǜĕơӱ��Ț
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ŴŮĄഎąഎƋ��ĸƆ��“Ăċĉʪӱ��ďĕĭ߁뺯” ńĈĂ
ơ��Սĸ��“ŴཪąŖſĀƕĉ��˂ƜćĉǎŞ༒뺯” Ս؆تāĀ
ĥঊŔ�Magda ħ�A. G. ܌ĉ뺯ćҘ໘Ս༭؞��ŴӊӚڱāǳ
ǩϹϑŪ�A. G.뺯ȆāɝŴ�A. G. ĄƇĭǋΥĴ��Ŵ̛ࣹĸ�A. G. 
ďĄ�Ange Gardien 
ʒГ�뺯�Đ̹֕ࡳ�

I suppose that K and I got along rather well because I didn’t 
want or expect anything from him. I didn’t even know what to ask 
him, and in any case all of us could listen to what he had to say 
during innumerable public talks, dialogues and interviews. It is 
a huge body of work, and one can study it all one’s life and still 
discover something new each day. This is partly because K would 
explore even often-repeated questions freshly each time, always 
approaching them from a different angle; and also because at each 
moment we can observe for ourselves human consciousness in  
action.

ćāğĎ��ՍŠāȠ̎īŉČ��ŦĄȂħāȮăʿʬȮŴŦ
ƀīė̜ʁɞ뺯āৰψăƢƆ˽ɝŴȏƇĭ��Ƒ̜ߧāĶƲ
ċĉĝĻŘć۶ĠĀȔũϭƸ뺮ŢƸŠचਲ਼ġȴėŴǨĸĀ
Ƹ뺯Ⱥʭ̗ƥֲࡓ��Ăċĉ̣ϔͥŀࠕІ̋��ƲĐĝńĜşƍĥ
Āʁɞ뺯ĕˌœʅȂĄ��ՍƲơĝĜƽĥŞ੦अŦọ̹̑ĄѢ
ҫƻ͎ŜĀɝʚ��˄ؼɽĄҕĂċԴʇĎˈ˦̋Ķ��Ǟ͠Ą��ύ
ǘāĶƲĴƲՌĝĻŘʤĢҍĉǋԺĀƜƛ뺯

I remember when K and I once walked side by side in the  corridor 
to the dining room. He took my hand and said with the intensity which 
he so frequently displayed: I don’t know why I like you so much. This 
has never happened to me before. It has nothing to do with the money 
– je m’en fiche (– I don’t care at all). On one occasion he told me: We 
are brothers. Several years later I asked Sunanda Patwardhan29, an 
old friend of K’s and a trustee of KFI, what he might have meant. She 
replied that K simply fell in love with people.



29 See footnote 39 on pg. 114.

�39뺯ͩם��Ȓǉ�114 Ѯނ 29

ʥīĈĂơ��āŠՍ˄੪Ǉćʙϰԑढ़ĀǇኄƀ��Սেŏā
ĀƋ��ɭŏŴ˩ĈĀŦƞɶŰĸƆ��“āăƢƆħƇĭāĜĕĭ�
ǛǱĆ뺯ĕćāǻĘńȮλşŀĿ뺯̋Š̮ŊĈ̜ȱͷ�
uuje m’en fiche 
ʒГ��ā֮Ǖăć̮ٯ�뺯” ńĈĂơ��ՍŢā
ĸ��“āĶĄॉܓ뺯” ܼѝŭŘŶ��āɝąSunanda Patwardhan29 
uuȬĄՍĀĂʞƳȷƤ��ģĄՍƀЏŦᑖ͎ߪʇ̇ĜĀȗ
ƂuuՍĸĕƸĜĄƇĭǋΥ뺯Ȭƫ٫ĸ��ՍŢǻ˪ĀĉĈŏ
ͣᇨĀƗŰ뺯

On 4 August 1928, at the Ommen Star Camp, K said to his audi-
ence: I am in love, not with you, but with that which is behind you; not 
with your faces and your clothes, but with that which is life.

1928 ŭ�8 ʃ�4 ū��ćೖ߇ࠋɠĀǆɪؽ܋ףĜĘ��ՍŢŴĀ
ȴ۶ĸ��“āͣͣŞıŏ��ăĄıĆĶ��ƦĄıŦċ॔چćĆĶӺ
ŶĀƂˀ��ăĄıĆĶĀӫŠŏ��ƦĄıĘąŀЄǕǻ뺯”
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 During the 1984 Saanen talks K couldn’t stay at Chalet Tannegg, 
as it was being sold, so a chalet was rented for him at nearby 

Schönried. He showed us a number of pictures that hung in his 
bedroom there, of old ocean liners, on one of which he had sailed. 
He watched a few of the sprint competitions that were part of the 
Olympic Games that summer, shown on television, and called out to 
Mary Zimbalist: Maria, look how they run! Look how they run!

1984ŭ��ଔĩ�(Saanen) ϭƸʿǎ��ՍŊĩʐć҂ȍ፹
Tannegg, ύǘ̋Ȣƻ߫ײŜߊ��ǘĄć˦Āͫࣅ�Schönried 
ħŴಶąԨĂᆸ҂Кȍ፹뺯ՍƈāĶğąȆĴ߫ćŴةƀ
ĀǴ˚ƳК˰ھߋĀ̆Ǧ��ȺġĂĄŴӊǁĿĀ뺯Ŵń
ćǗ˸ĘҍğąŦŭـĐৎ̬ĜĀǴɁҽ҃Ȥظ��ćğȤظĴ
Ŵˋ�Mary Zimbalist ࠣƆ��“Maria,�ŨğŴĶĄəĭ҃Āâ�ğğŴ
ĶĄəĭ҃Āâ”

At one point he wondered why they hadn’t gone to Spiez for a 
boat ride on Lake Thun the past few years. He corrected my German 
pronunciation, SHPEETS, to SHPEE-ets as the Swiss say it. Then he 
answered his own  question: Too much work to do. Mary Zimbalist 
added, “We are getting too old.”

ŴӊĂʇԱ٦ħƇĭćĿņǴŭƀ��ŴĶĂǄĉŊĈņĿ�
Spiez ŇĀ�Thun ܯჃɯזĂ뺯ȱǘ�Spiez ĕċŞǩ��

SA A N E N,  SCH Ö N R I E D  
A N D RO U G E M O N T

วՂ�SA A N E N,  SCH Ö N R I E D 
Š�RO U G E M O N T
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ŴगȢąāĀ؞Кş͡��āփĀĄ�“ੌѱᛩ” (SHPEETS), ȚวՂ
ĉʙ˩ĝǳ̋փǟ�“ੌѱႅᛩ”�(SHPEE-ets)뺯ƔŶŴƫ٫ąĢ
ŹĀɝʚ��“đƙĀʕǟƖĠą뺯” Mary Zimbalist ֦ۙĸ��“āĶ
ńĘąŭ݁뺯”�

Twice, my old school friend Edgar Hämmerle, from Austria, and I 
were invited for lunch at K’s chalet. Edgar had been living as a kind 
of sociable hermit in a wooden cabin without electricity, telephone 
or running water, taking care of various animals, including a big eagle 
owl. When K met Edgar for the first time he immediately asked him 
whether he was some kind of farmer, and they went on to have a lively 
conversation about animals and the like.

Edgar Hämmerle ĄāĀƳҁƤ��ŴĎĢৎŞϙ��āŠŴӊƪ
ơƻɑņՍĀʐǨդɘϡԑ뺯Edgar ďČɏĂʞːͲ˦ĉĀ
॔Ղ��ŴĂˢŘĎĝŀƜćŊĈǗ뺮ŊĈǗƸ뺮ģŊĈĢĎǌ
Ā҂ƀ��ń̆ğŏͨƞƛˀ��̞ಗĂŮęຬ蒂�
ཥͩ��ŖęĀ
՜ǼີˀƞƥĂ�뺯ȆՍǉĂơȒė�Edgar Ĵ��ŴӐ̣ďɝ�
Edgar ĄăĄćࣔɁѝƜĀ��ˈŏŴĶَ׀ሊሊŞյőąȱǘƛ
ˀǅǅĀƸʚ뺯

It was well known that K had a special relationship with animals. 
One day for lunch we went to the Klösterli Restaurant, near Gsteig, 
where especially good salads from their organic garden were served. 
The owner of the restaurant was very fond of dogs. While we were 
sitting at the table, his dog came and lay under K’s chair. The owner 
was amazed and said he had never before seen his dog lie down 
under a guest’s chair.

۶Ǩ̡Ƣ��ՍȉƛˀĈŏԚƞ̖ກĀȱͷ뺯ĈĂĐ��āĶĂ
őņ�Gsteig�
วՂŞǩ��ઐ˦Ā�Klösterli ԑࢰůϡԑ��ĕŝԑࢰ
ĀޞӘ̖ȍգޞ��ӘʅնĝĎĢǘŴĶĢŝĀĈƯ҅Խ뺯ԑࢰ
ĀǂĉਯȺǛıә뺯ȆāĶАćԑࢴॶ��ŴĀә҃ąĿĎࢭ��



ćąՍĀ๊ŔĪ뺯ǂĉŉĄדኁ��ĸŴŘǡȮλȒĿŴĀәࢭ
ćϢĉĀ๊ŔĪ뺯

K enjoyed talking about his experiences with animals, but more 
than  any  other he loved telling the story of the tiger. In India some 
friends took him in a car to see a tiger in the wild. Eventually a tiger 
appeared and approached the car. K moved to stroke the animal but his 
 companion quickly pulled his arm back. K was convinced that  nothing 
detrimental would have happened to him. He was simply  unafraid.30 

ՍǛǱϭŴȉƛˀĶȠ̎ĀợƂ��ȚȺġŴŖǛǱϭĀ��ń
ĄŦŮƳদĀтƂ뺯ćߪʇ��ĈǴċȷƤůǫɛŏŴņ࢝ʌğ
Ƴদ뺯ͥǘ��ĂŮƳদƍǻą��̋Ϥ˦ąޱǫ뺯ՍಪŜƋ��ņ
၆ੇŦŮƳদ��ȚŴĀǜюǳŴĀƋӘąƫĎ뺯ՍکƱ
ȆĴŴăĜɩė̜˼Ҵ뺯ŴŮĄĂžĝăҴЂ뺯30

Another story, which happened at Rajghat, concerns a monkey. 
One day as K was doing yoga exercises in his room, a large wild 
monkey jumped onto the window sill, stretching out his hand towards 
K. K grasped it, and so they sat there for a while, K and the monkey, 
holding hands.31

30 You can read more about this in the October 2, 1973 entry in Krishnamurti’s 
Journal.

30�ƑĠȠȱʭ̗��ɑϩ୯��ķūʥ��(Krishnamurti’s Journal) ġ�1973 ŭ�10 ʃ�
2 ūĕĂˇΆ뺯

31 K described this scene in the book The Only Revolution; it also appears in the 
Penguin Second Krishnamurti Reader, pp. 42–43.

31 ��ީĂĀொЄ��(The Only Revolution) ĂΒġ��Սۅą˽Ɂբ��̋ģŜƍćࢨ
ʏΒŜ̈Ā��ՍƀЏŦᑖ͎փ͠++��(Penguin Second Krishnamurti Reader) 
Ⱥġǉ�42– 43 Ѯ뺯
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ԨĂċтƂşŀćߪʇ�Rajghat��ŠĂŮསŔĈȱ뺯ĈĂĐ��
ՍȢćӮǎƀࠂႱት��ĕĴĂŮę࢝སܘėąܣхĘ��̋ˋՍಪ
ŜąƋ뺯Սেʐą̋ĀƋ��ďĕƟՍŠསŔƋऌŏƋćŦƀА
ĘąĂĜɳ뺯31

Once during lunch at Ojai, K told the story of how he had gone 
for a long walk there. On his way home he heard a barking dog. 
He pointed out that one could tell by the bark whether a dog was 
dangerous. This one evidently was. As there was no other way to 
get home, he had to pass by the house where the dog was. As he 
approached, the dog ran up to him and started circling him. Suddenly 
he grabbed K’s arm between his jaws, whereupon K admonished 
him: You go home! And that, indeed, is what the dog did. He then 
explained how to handle vicious dogs according to what a French 
army officer had told him: hold a stick horizontally for the dog to 
dig his teeth into, then kick him in the belly. K did not appear to 
need this kind of defense, however, and he did not recommend it  
to us.

ĈĂơć߇ᬤƐϡϖĴ��ՍϭۅąŴćȆŞ˰़ݷϳĀт
Ƃ뺯ćƫŝĀɢĘ��ŴȴėąĂफәĀڗᵟ뺯ՍĸĉĻŘ֪֮
әĀͰ̲ĎಊגәĄۚ߭ٛ뺯ƦȆĴĕʳәׅƔďŉႌٛ뺯Ț
ύǘŊĈȍĀɢĻŘƫŝ��ŴăīăǁĿŦʳәǳࡳŏĀӮ
Ŕ뺯ŴǇ˦Ĵ��ŦʳәڮąĘĎ��ũ˨ŏŴʽ뺯ࠖƔǎ��әĂ
ˍʐąՍĀᏔᎼ��ՍӐ̣҄ޡƆ��“ĆŨƫŝņâ” ŦʳәأƔ
ेेŞ̆ѩą뺯ƔŶՍॏąĂʞʒŚєЋӊ͵౷Ŵ˽Ƨ̜Ţ
�Āƶʒ်֚ޚ�ǌːেʐĂ֮ᆆŔ��źәӷӷŞʐ̋��ƔŶࠖ
๋әĀ࠙Ŕ뺯ȚՍٔٯ˄ằđĕƞ֑ېƶК��ŴģăȖɥā
Ķ̹ů뺯

And a final story about animals: at one point while at Brockwood, 
in my room in the west wing, I suddenly woke up, turned on the light 
and found bats crowding the ceiling. I opened the window further, 



turned off the light, and the next morning they were gone. But I always 
had the feeling that they had been attracted to the west wing because 
of K.

ŖŶĂċȱǘƛˀĀтƂ��ĈĂơćҘ໘Ս༭؞��āӏƔȮ
Ǡ̀ġ՝Ď��ȆĴāćɞاĀӮǎƀ��āǙũࠉ��şƍĐɓذĘ
ୂ͟ą๚뺯ǘĄāǳܣеũīƑęȏ��ȱĘࠉ��ėąǉȕĐɋ
Ę��๚ĝǢǁ͊Ǉą뺯ȚāɽĈĂƞƗƴ��̋ĶĄȂħՍƷƻ
ĎĀ뺯اėɞڇۃ

My friend Edgar was very fond of drinking a bit of wine. When he 
saw none at my house, he was quite disappointed, and natur ally he 
did not expect that there would be any at Schönried when we went 
there for lunch. So he was pleasantly surprised to find a splendid bot-
tle of red wine on the table. K immediately told him: You can drink the 
whole bottle. K, as a matter of course, did not have any.

āĀȷƤ�Edgar π˩ǛǱϬžɳЌ뺯ȆğėāŝƀŊĈ
ЌĴ��ŴੀƗ˫ʬ��ǨŘćāĶĂőǡϰ�Schönried ůϡԑĴ��
ŴȆƔģŊϱʬŦƀĜĈЌ뺯ŶĎŴşƍࢴĘࢊąĂӌĘ
ǅĀεЌ��ࠢĴǛŜʬʌ뺯ՍӐ̣ŢŴĸ��“ĕӌЌď࠱Ć
ą뺯” ƦՍ̆ૼĄۀЌλᅪ뺯

But the conversation was very animated on both their parts. 
Knowing that Edgar and I had attended the same school at Davos, 
K asked him if I had gone to school mainly to learn or to ski. Edgar 
supposed that it was mainly to ski, and K made a facial expression as 
if to say he had expected as much.

ϡԑĴ��ŴĶৣٟīَ׀ƬႬ뺯ՍƢƆ�Edgar ŠāćวՂŇ
Уᅠٞ�(Davos) ĘĀĄǜĂǨƓҁ��ϔɝ�Edgar, āņփŦǨ
ƓҁǂđĄħąƓІ��ńĄથ뺯Edgar ΞħāǂđĄħąથ
뺯ˈŏՍƙąĂċȪŰ��ČɏćĸŴɋնėąĕĂž뺯
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At one point K mentioned to Edgar that some people in 
India came to his public talks even though they didn’t under-
stand English, because they wanted to be close to a saint. Edgar 
then stated that K was not a saint, and K replied: Yes, but they  
think so.

Սńˋ�Edgar ͎ėĸ��ćߪʇĂȏĉ̣̹ăΓӅГģĎȴŴ
ĀȔũϭƸ��ȂħŴĶĞđˈ˦Ăʞĉ뺯Edgar ˈŏȪФՍ˄
ăĄĉ��ŢˤՍƫ٫Ɔ��“ŊǸ��ȚŴĶΞħāĄ뺯”

The second time we had lunch together, Edgar had planned to 
return home from Schönried by train. We were having an  animated 
conversation when I asked, with some misgiving, when the train 
was due to depart. It turned out that there were only five minutes 
to get to the station, so  everyone leapt up and I said to Edgar, “We 
have to run.” “No, no,” interjected Mary, “I’ll drive you to the sta-
tion in my car.” She started upstairs to get the car keys. K raised his 
arms and shouted: You have to run! You have to run! Mary climbed 
even faster, while Edgar and I raced wildly downstairs, out of the 
house and to the station. The train was pulling in just as we arrived, 
panting  heavily. The next time I met K, he said: I watched how  
you ran.

āĶǉȕơĂőůϡԑ��ŦĐ�Edgar ǙΚȮ�Schönried АΖ
ǫƫŝ뺯ȆĴęŝȢյīǱŨ��āɭŏĂԟࡢছɝƆΖǫƇĭ
ĴȊŜş뺯ʪưşƍ��āĶŮͅœѨĴǎκ͖݉ėǫν��ǨŘ
ƲċĉĝܘąőĎ뺯āŢ�Edgar ĸ��“āĶī҃Ŀņ뺯”�“ă��ă�”�
Mary ӷˈŏĸ��“āũǫ̐ĆĶņǫν뺯” ǘĄȬ͖ӷĘ֞΄ǫ
Ⴂཅ뺯ĕĴ��Սڏőˊęࠣ��“ĆĶī҃â�͖Ũ҃Ŀņâ”�Mary 
ƑĄȀŨąĘ֞Āםϳ��Ʀ�Edgar ŠāקĂőڗۯŞ҃Ī֞ڮ��
ŜŔ��ˢउΖǫν뺯ȆāĶ҃ėŦƀĴ��ΖǫȢČɘν��āĶ
ģͮīǯች๒๒ą뺯ĪĂƫȒėՍ��Ŵĸ��“āͩǋėĆĄəĭ
҃īą뺯”



K was very observant, even with regard to small things. Once at 
Ojai when I dressed to go to lunch with him, I couldn’t find the belt for 
my trousers and went without one. There were several other guests 
there, so it was two days later, on my return, that he asked me casually: 
Did you find your belt? Another time I arrived wearing an expensive 
imitation-leather jacket. K touched it and asked: Est ce que c’est de la 
peau? (Is it skin?) He was amazed when I told him it wasn’t.

Սπ˩ړǘҍ��̣̹ĄĂȏժųƥ̎Ŵģĩͩǋė뺯ĈĂ
ơć߇ᬤ��āϽਗђमѤ҄ŠŴĂőņƐϡԑ��ȚύǘāŊˣė
ԜࠐŔĀߍɭ��ǘĄŊͷߍɭďņą뺯ȆĴŦƀńĈȺŴǴʞ

K with Iris Soppa, the daughter of a friend of mine, before lunch in Rougemont  
in 1985 © Asit Chandmal

ϡԑǡ��ՍŠāĂʞȷƤĀƕɳ�Iris Soppa ćĂő��Ѹުǘ�1985 ŭวՂ�
Rougemont © Asit Chandmal
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Ϣĉ��ǨŘƪĐŶāǞƫĎȒՍĴ��ŴΏˍɝąḀ̆��“ĆˣėĆ
ĀߍɭąǾ!” ńĈĂơ��āϽŏĂɫ͍ϜăૈƣĄѱǚնĀ
ՍņąՍŦƀ뺯Սੇąੇ��ɝƆ��“Est ce que c’est de la peau  

ʒГ��ĕĄŬѱĀǾ�!” Ȇāг׳ŴĕăĄŬѱĀ��ŴƗėŉד
ኁ뺯

Nothing seemed to escape his notice. There was a time I was hav-
ing some chest pain, quite considerable, but I tried not to pay it much 
attention, nor did I see a doctor. At one point, as I walked past K, he 
lightly tapped my chest with his fingers. It was only afterwards, when 
the pain disappeared, that I realized what he had done. I later heard 
similar stories from others.

ĿŴĀͩǋ뺯ĈьĴǎāĀঅˌƗėԩ࢘ŊĈƇĭĩٯٔ
ͽ��ͽīńŉҴ��ȚāҤʔăņćǋ̋��ģŊğֶŀ뺯ĈĂƫ��
ȆāȮՍǻ˪ǇĿĴ��ŴůƋϱΜΜŞąāĀঅˍ뺯ˢė
ŶĎ��ԩͽϥ˫ą��āƷᇽƔǋԺėŴƙąƇĭ뺯ƥŶ��āģȮ
ȺŴĉŦƀȴĸąٔĀтƂ뺯

Another time I was having difficulty understanding a bank state-
ment for  an account I had recently opened in Ojai. I asked Mary, 
who was from the US, to explain it to me. As she was doing so, K 
approached and walked around us, saying: Maria, be very attentive. He 
kept repeating this until Mary responded, “But I am attentive.” After a 
while, it appeared to me that nothing was more interesting than that 
boring bank  statement. 

ńĈĂơ��ā΄ŏĂ˚ă΅ǡć߇ᬤũӐĀݮǄோеĀோ˱��
āăƖǆɃ̋ĀǋΥ뺯ǘĄɑ�Mary (ཥͩ��Mary Zimbalist)ħā
̛ࣹĂĪ��ȬĄĎĢſŚĀ뺯ȢȆȬˋā̛ࣹĀĴȊ��ՍǇ˦ā
Ķ��˄൳ŏāĶĂްĸƆ��“Maria, Ɉŏƽ̦ᆉͩ뺯” ŴăגŞȶ
ҫĕĂž��ˢė�Mary ƫ٫ĸ��“āǢǁƽ̦ᆉͩą뺯” ĿąĂĜ
ɳ��āƴīŊĈƇĭȤŦ˚ƄյĀݮǄோ˱ƑĈٚĀą뺯



Time and again K talked about total attention, but often after a 
public talk the audience seemed to be hypnotized. On those occa-
sions, he would say: Please don’t be mesmerized. Please get up.

ՍĂơƣĂơŞٟėƽ̦ᆉͩ��ȚϰϰćĂɁȔũϭƸʪ
ŘŶ��ȴ۶ĶğőĎĝɏĄƻ௶ߠąĂƟ뺯ćŦƞŰߧĪ��ŴĜ
ĸ��“ɑăđƻǨϭĀƸʐą뺯ɑνőĎ뺯”

In general, K spoke passionately but without pathos. I asked him 
once whether he prepared his talks. He answered: No, for I wouldn’t 
know what to say.

ɽĀĎĸ��ՍϭƸ֦͟ɶŰ��ȚăᒌŰ뺯ĈĂơāɝŴĄۚ
͎ǡѤ҄ŴĀȔũϭƸ뺯Ŵƫ٫ĸ��“ȮăѤ҄��ȂħāăƢƆ
ėĴȊāĜϭƇĭ뺯”

Once, after a particularly impressive talk at Saanen in 1985, I went 
to see K in his apartment. He was stretched out on his bed, his doctor 
having advised him to rest after each talk. I told him that it had been 
wonderful. He became very serious and a great dignity emanated from 
him as he simply concurred: C’etait merveilleux. (It was wonderful.)

1985 ŭćଔĩ��ĂɁ̖ȍۍĉȧϛĀϭƸʪŶ��āņՍĀ
ȔเğʬŴ뺯ŴȢಪ˗ኲࢭćռĘ��ֶŀӚڱŴƲɁϭƸŶ
ĝđֱʜĂĪ뺯āŢŴĸ��ϭƸ̉Ӵԭą뺯Ŵȴą��ׅīπ˩ߙ
ၞ��༁ǻݷşŜĂݰ˓ܕĀऒۣȉଆߙ��ŴҺ˱ŞǜƆ��
“C’etait merveilleux (ʒГ��̉Ӵԭą)뺯”

A woman from Italy who came for lunch one time reported that, 
at a conference of healers and clairvoyants, it had been stated that 
spiritual healing and clairvoyance do not work when thoughts inter-
fere. K commented simply: This is what we’ve been saying for the last 
seventy years.
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ĈĂĐ��ĂʞĎĢǋęϙĀƕՂȉāĶդɘϡԑ��Ȭϭۅą
ćĂơਐസ̅Š˸ࣙ͠מĀĜڱĘ��ĈĉϱŜ��ȆΥĞॏɍĴ
ȡܭਐŠ˸ďĜ˫в뺯ՍŢˤҺ˱ŞӇΡƆ��“ĕĄāĶĿ
ņւʈŭĎĂˢćĸĀ뺯”

It was around this time that Pupul Jayakar32, in Rougemont, told K 
that it was difficult to understand him. He resolutely replied: I must 
become simpler. And, in fact, on the following days he expressed 
himself even more simply and clearly.

ęיćŦьĴǎ,�Pupul Jayakar32 ć�Rougemont 
วՂŞǩ� 
г׳Ս��Ȭŉȧư̑ՍĀƸ뺯ǘĄՍŉұјŞƫˆƆ��“āκ݉
ϭīƑҺ˱ȏ뺯” Āک��ćˈĪĎĀūŔƀ��ՍĀȪУȻīȤŘ
ϰƑȀĀʓྤŠҺ˱뺯

During the 1985 public talks, K stayed at Rougemont. I placed my 
rented apartment at Chalet l’O Perrevoué at his  disposal, and KFT 
rented an additional large flat in the same  chalet to accommodate 

32 Pupul Jayakar (Pupulji) spent a lifetime in social work and was prominent in 
the Indian handicrafts industry. She was a close associate and confidante of 
Indira Gandhi, the Indian Prime Minister from 1966–84, and was her adviser 
on cultural matters. She met K in 1948 and was closely associated with him 
thereafter, becoming a trustee of KFI and authoring Krishnamurti, A Biography. 
A fine selection from the intense dialogues she had with K can be found in 
the book Fire in the Mind. She died in 1997. 

32 Pupul Jayakar (؆��Pupulji) খŀȮƂףĜʕǟ��ӊćߪʇƋʕˡġǃĈ
່뺯ȬĄߪʇɽȗ�Indira Gandhi (ʿ�1966–84) ĀʤݧਙŠƢŹ��ģĄɽ
ȗĀǊ͔ƂӪܷɝ뺯Ȭǘ�1948 ŭʪԺՍ��ˤŶĂˢȉՍ̝̰ŏݧОĀԓͷ��
˄ࠬՍƀЏŦᑖ͎ߪʇ̇Ĝ�(KFI) ȗƂ��ǜĴȬᙕϷą��ՍƀЏŦᑖ͎̙��
(Krishnamurti, A Biography)뺯ȬȉՍĀ̾ơͣɍιٟ��Ⱥ̉˞ĻŘć��ķġĀ
ΖᏛ��(Fire in the Mind) ĂΒġˣė뺯Ȭǘ�1997 ŭņș뺯



some helpers and companions, in this case Michael, Raman and Dr. 
Parchure, as well as possible guests such as Vanda Scaravelli33. The 
previous year we had invited K for lunch there, and he had greatly 
admired the dining table with its heavy and well-made wooden top. 
He was generally very aware and highly appreciative of quality in 
things. 

1985ŭଔĩȔũϭƸʿǎ��Սʐć�Rougemont뺯āಶĪą҂
Кȍ፹�l’O Perrevoué ƀĀĂӞȔเ��͎ࣂƈՍ̹ů��ǜĴՍ
ƀЏŦᑖ͎Ʊ̇Ĝ (KFT) ģćŦƀಶĪąԨĂӞęȔเ��
Ř̗ગĂȏՎƋŠǜ��ŦơĈ�Michael�Raman Š�Parchure ֶ
ŀ��ńĈĻĩǡĎĀϢĉ��ȤƧ�Vanda Scaravelli33뺯ǡĂŭ��ā
ĶӊɑՍĎĕƀϡԑ��ȆĴŴŢԑࢴŦযȶؼƙʕ̉ݙĀ҂
Ǽࢴǚ॓ăǢ뺯Ŵʙ˩ŢƂˀĀȞΙĈŏ઼ၭĀƗƢŠƬʇ
Āഡ॓ƺ뺯

After some time, K moved from the lower apartment to the one 
on the upper floor, because it was more spacious and had a balcony. 
He was also glad that, by doing so, Mary Zimbalist no longer had to 
share a bathroom. He remarked chivalrously: You know, she is a lady. 
Another time, when the three of us were taking the car, I tried to help 

33 Vanda Scaravelli met K in 1937. K became close friends with her and her 
husband and often visited them at their large villa in Fiesole, near Florence. 
She rented Chalet Tannegg in Gstaad for K during the Saanen Gatherings. A 
yoga enthusiast, she wrote a well regarded book on the subject, Awakening 
the Spine. She died in 1999 at the age of 91.

33 Vanda Scaravelli ǘ�1937 ŭқȒՍ뺯ՍȉȬŠȬĀట܌ŪħąʤݧĀȷƤ��
˄ǁ˩ǡϰŴĶʞǘऊࡘଔઐ˦�Fiesole Ň࠻Āȍ፹߯ਲ਼뺯ȆحĄ�
ȬಶĪąʞǘวՂ�Gstaad Ā҂Кȍ፹�Tannegg, ćଔĩמĜʿǎ͎ࣂ�
ƈՍʐࡰ뺯ǟħĂǩႱትıČ͠��ȬᙕϷąĂǕЙɩČӇĀΒ��ྲ՝Ꮋጬ��
(Awakening the Spine)뺯Ȭǘ�1999 ŭņș��ǃŭ�91 ξ뺯
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K into it although he didn’t really need help. Mary was coming from 
the other side and, pointing to her, he said: She is a lady, which made 
me rush to help her.

ĿąĂьĴǎ��ՍȮ֞Īėą֞ĘĀŦӞȔเ��ȂħŦƀ
Ƒ࠻Ăȏ��ńɭċіх뺯ǜƟźŴƬ׀ĀĄ��ĕƟĂĎ, Mary 
Zimbalist ďằđǞդůĂċ෫ةą뺯ŴԵज़ՂɧʇŞĸ���
“ĆƢƆ��ȬĻĄĂʞƕՂ뺯” ńĈĂơ��ȆāĶƁĉĂőАǫĴ��
āɈŏဩՍĘǫ��ҤϯŴȺǰ˄ằđъՎ뺯ĕĴ�Mary ȢȮ
ԨĂ˪Ęǫ��Սϱŏ�Mary ĸƆ��“ŦƀĈĂʞƕՂ뺯” āȴą��͖
ӷĿņъȬ뺯

Around that time K deeply burned his finger on a brass reading 
lamp. I was horrified when I saw the wound, but K dismissed it, saying: 
Oh, I can stand lots of pain.

ęיćŦċĴȊ��ՍĀƋϱƻĂባֆᄸхߙࠉȶ˼ą뺯ğ
ėŴĀ˼ሷ��āँą��ȚՍŊǳ̋ǽćķĘ��Ŵĸ��“Ц��ǻɆĘ
ĀŉĠԩͽ��āĝĩǁɩīʐ뺯”

His daily walk during this time was a stroll along the Saane/Sarine 
River, beside the airfield in Saanen. He was too weak to do more. He 
told me: You can come with us, but for you it would be nothing.

ćĕьĴǎ��ŴĀū˩ݷϳĄŏଔĩƯɁॶ˪Ā�Saane/
Sarine ޖᔚɘǄĀ뺯ŴĀǻɆƖĿࠃࡀ��ŊʒǇīƑ˰뺯ŴŢ
āĸ��“ĆĻŘŠāĶĂőņ��ȚŢĆĎĸĕž̬ƛďƖųăӖ
Ɔą뺯”

One day the actor Richard Gere came for lunch. Although K had 
already given a public talk that day, he conversed very intensely with 
him for more than an hour. It was almost as though K was giving 
another talk, and we left the lunch table at 4 o’clock. When he was 



on the point of leaving, Richard Gere, who appeared visibly moved, 
asked K if he could give him a hug. It was quite touching to see this 
much taller man bend down and embrace K so that K’s slight figure 
almost disappeared in the other’s arms.

ĈĂĐ��ſŚӲ˴�Richard Gere ǡĎȉՍդɘϡԑ뺯ؓƔŦ
ĐՍǢǁɘǄąĂɁȔũϭƸ��ȚŴńĄŠ�Richard Gere ͣɍ
ιٟąĂċĠŇĴ��ďČɏŴƣɘǄąĂɁϭƸ��āĶˢėĪϡ
˗žƷͼũԑࢴ뺯Richard Gere ׅƔͣɩƗƛ��ć̣ȝͼņĴ��
ŴɝՍĩۚƈŴĂċш̺뺯ğėĕʞȤՍƬīĠĀȵĉഖĪߍ
Ďш̺Ս��ՍŦ܆ŇĀǻɆǴٯϥ˫ćąŴĀඇƥġ��ĕĂ
ŬĄۍĉоœƗƛ뺯

It was also in Rougemont that my elder son, Christoph, who is now 
a vintage-car dealer, showed K his first meticulously restored old MG. 
K showed a great deal of interest and looked under the hood in his 
usual careful way. Christoph, tongue in cheek, proclaimed, “It’s now 
a holy car.”

āĀǥŔ�Christoph ƧƎĄĂʞֿჼǫĀԅĉ��ȆŭģĄć
Rougemont, ŴˋՍФąŴ̉ķէҫĀǉĂࡴƳКǩᐨǫ뺯
ՍȪƍŜąԭęĀؼ˄��ٚ׀ɏϰ˩ĂƟπ˩ࢅժŞҍąڇ
ეࣧĪǚĀޱǫˌɫ뺯Christoph ͤũʂȟŞ߰Ҙ��“ƍć̋Ą
Ăࡴǫą뺯”

I also wanted to bring my younger son, John, to lunch. When 
we finally settled on a date, I happily relayed the information to 
K, who replied: But he will be bored. Realizing how true this was, 
as John was a teenager at the time, I cancelled right away, to my 
son’s great relief. Even so, both John and Christoph had been to 
Ojai and met K at lunches there, and both had been to public talks 
either at Ojai or Saanen. Christoph had even visited Rishi Valley with  
me.
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āǜƟģĞɭāĀŇɳŔ�John ȉՍĂőϡԑ뺯āĶŖͥ˞
ǭąĂċūŔ��āϔ׀ƬचݰŞǳĕĂϥʜг׳Ս��Սĸ��“ࣻЂ�
John ĜƴīƄյ뺯” āǋԺėՍĸīŢ��Ȃħ�John ŦĴńĄċ
ʈǴξĀˏŔ��ǘĄӐ̣ȿϥąĕơϡԑ��ƦĕģźāĀɳŔؠ
ąĂˍǯ뺯̣ϔƧˤ, John Š�Christoph ĝӊņĿ߇ᬤ��˄ؼć
ϡԑĴȒĿՍ��ŴĶৣģĝȴĿՍć߇ᬤͱଔĩĀȔũϭƸ뺯�
Christoph ৰψńŠāĂőǇਲ਼ą�Rishi Valley 
ʇՍᅾƓҁǨߪ
ćŞ�뺯

At some point, K recounted several stories about women who kept 
following him around. At Madras a woman had invaded his bathroom 
by climbing through the window and he had had  to call for help. 
Another woman had beseeched him to let her touch his foot. When 
at last he acquiesced she grabbed his ankle and wouldn’t let go. He 
laughed until there were tears in his eyes and concluded with: We are 
all crazy, but they beat us! He enjoyed  telling anecdotes, liked to laugh 
and really appreciated good jokes.

ĈĂƫ��ՍϭąǴċȱǘॲƕĶė̎ΏŴĀٚƂ뺯ć�
Madras�
��ȆĴŴةеैɘąŴĀ෫ܣ��ĈĂǩॲƕȮ�ʇŞǩߪ
ăīăę̲ݡت뺯ԨĂǩॲƕקХХਉ̂ՍϿȬਝ५ĂĪŴ
Āם뺯ŖŶՍჩ˓ǜǋą��ȬϔĂǳܙʐՍĀם��əĭģăࢵ
�Ƌ뺯ՍŢˤȟīɕؐĝŨŜĎą��ŖŶŴɽʪƆؠ�“āĶĝŉ
��ȚȬĶɸĿąāĶâ” ՍǛǱϭĂȏԱոợƂ��ǛǱũؙęڗۯ
ȟ��ģʈœॅ॓Ŧȏ̖ȍ̉ӴĀȟƸ뺯

K was fond of the French language and in the last year of his life 
asked Mary Zimbalist to organize French lessons for him in Santa 
Barbara. Unfortunately, he never had a chance to proceed with them. 
Once during lunch he was telling us about Paris, where he had spent 
quite a bit of time particularly during the 1920s. He knew a maharaja 
then who collected cars and would buy any model he did not yet own, 
and K accompanied him for such purchases. K told the story of the 



car dealers who simply refused to believe that it was not K who was 
the maharaja. When I remarked that Paris was no longer what it had 
been, K responded: Vous savez … (You know …), in a tone implying 
that it still had something.

ՍǛǱʒГ뺯ćŴŀЄĀŖŶĂŭ��Ŵź�Mary Zimbalist ć
Santa Barbara 
ſŚȀӆΝ̤��ħŴȫ͂ĂȏʒГӛ뺯ă˶ĀĄ��
ŴĂˢŊĈƯĜ̰φϩȀĕȏӛԙ뺯ĈĂơϡԑĴ��ŴˋāĶ
ϭőąʒŚֹแ��ŴӊǁćŦƀʇĿąȠȆǥĀĂьĴǎ��ਯȺ
Ąć�1920 ŭͳ뺯ȆĴՍΞԺĂʞߪʇȔ��ĕʞȔǛǱʵמ
ǜڈǫ��ğė̜ŴŊĈĀЃՏ��ĝĜǳ̋ɮĪĎ��ƦՍӊǁޱ

View from Rellerli, a mountain above Schönried, Switzerland

ȿբǘ�Rellerli ͫ, วՂ�Schönried ĘƶĀĂǝƬͫ
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ŴņɮĿǫ뺯ՍϭۅąȆĴŦȏޱǫǁܽԅĶəĭĝăࢵȠƱ
ƔăĄՍ뺯Ȇā͎ė��ֹแǢǁăǞĄȆŭĀֹแأȔʇߪ
ą��Սƫ٫��“Vous savez …�
ʒГ��ĆƢƆ……�”��ГǯġߓФŏֹ
แঞń̝ңŏĂȏʁɞ뺯

During this last year of Saanen talks, I started building a new 
chalet. K was very curious to know where it would be and why I 
was building it, so I described the location and told him that I had 
always wanted a wooden house. Sometime later, either at lunch or 
during a public talk, he said: To build your own house is still self- 
centredness.

ŖŶĂŭĀଔĩȔũϭƸ��ʿǎāũ˨ӚҝĂᆸĥĀ҂ȍ
፹뺯Սπ˩ČԱ��ĞƢƆ̋ĜƻӚćͬƀ��ńĈħƇĭāđӚҝ
̋��ǘĄāۅąęખʞٝ��ģг׳ŴĸȺǰāĂˢĝĞшĈĂ
ᆸ҂̑ĀӮŔ뺯ă΅ƥŶ��ćĂơϡԑͱĄȔũϭƸġ��Սĸą
ĕĭ̥Ƹ��“ӚҝĆĢŹĀӮŔঞĄŘĢāħġķĀ뺯”

I named the new place Chalet Solitude. As K has pointed out, the 
word ‘solitude’ has nothing to do with loneliness; it’s more like the 
word ‘alone’, meaning all one.

āǳĥӮŔЄǩħ�“҂ȍ፹�Solitude” 
ǋΥĄ�“ћ̎”�뺯Ս
ӊϱŜ��solitude ĕċࠍŠ�“ݠћ” ŊĈ̜ȱͷ��̋Ƒˈ˦ǘ
alone 
“ћĢĂĉ”�, ģǋŏ�all one 
“ȥђĂɆ”�뺯

Then there is the question of solitude. Right? ‘Solitude’: it’s a lovely 
word, in which is implied – you know, when you are walking alone in 
the woods, not carrying all your troubles, your problems, your anxi-
eties. You’re just walking, looking at the trees, the clouds, listening 
to the birds and running water. You’re absolutely alone, in solitude 
you’re enjoying. And when you are alone, completely alone, you have 
left everything behind. You understand?



ˈŏĄ�“ћ̎” ĕċɝʚ��ăĄǾ!“ћ̎” (Solitude): ĕĄĂ
ċŉČĀ̋��ࠍǋŏuuĆƢƆ��ȆĆћĢĂĉǇćڄ࠲ƀ��
ǽĪąǨĈĀѰࢺ뺮ȧʚŠ౦ছ뺯ĆŮĄǇŏ��ğŏ࠲��ʬŏ
ԁ��ȴŏࣀͰŠȹǌĀ̲͡뺯ĆȥƽĂċĉ��ǃɩŏћ̎Ā
Ɔ뺯ƦȢȆĆћĢĂĉ��ȥƽћ̎Ĵ��ĆǢǁǳĂОĝćќŶ
ą뺯ĆǆɃąǾ!�

2nd public dialogue, Saanen, 27 July 1978
© Krishnamurti Foundation Trust Ltd

1978 ŭ�7 ʃ�27 ū��ଔĩǉȕơȔũΡ
��ՍƀЏŦᑖ͎Ʊ̇Ĝ

Another time he commented with some admiration on the orderly 
way in which the Swiss stack their firewood. He  speculated as to what 
Americans might feel about that kind of activity: Ah, we have no time 
for something like this; life is too short.

ńĈĂơ��ŴŢวՂĉȝცΖࢼჁīຜƔĈۖȪФᝄೲ뺯Ŵ
ģࠊԏąĂĪſŚĉĜəĭğαĕƞƙʒ��“ŵ��ŀЄƧˤҽ��
āĶĻŊ܇ʕ܌ƙĕȏƂŰ뺯”

With K staying in Rougemont, I asked the woman who had been 
cleaning for me for four years (and who continued to do so for another 
thirty years) to attend also to K. She would enter his apartment while he 
was having breakfast, and he always stood up to greet her. One time he 
asked me: Why is she always so happy? I suggested we ask her, but he 
declined. When it came time for him to leave Rougemont, she bid him 
goodbye: “Au revoir, Monsieur Krishnamurti. A l’année prochaine.” 
(“Until next year.”) To which K replied: Si dieu veut. (God willing.) 

Սαć�Rougemont ĀĕьĴǎ��āźĂʞǢǁъāƙą˗ŭ
̝।ʕǟĀƕՂ�
ȬćΏŶĀƁʈŭƀģĂˢćħāƙ̝।ʕ
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ǟ��ģъՍПĂĪېŀ뺯ȬĜćՍůɋԑĀĴȊɘɍŴĀӮǎ��
ĕĴՍɽĄĜνőĎ��ˋȬǙتܦ뺯ĈĂơՍɝā��“ħƇĭȬ
ɽĄŦĭũķ!” ā͎ڱĸāĶņɝȬ��ȚՍሸҶƫӗą뺯ȆՍ
̣ȝͼũ�Rougemont ĀĴȊ��ȬˋՍƆȍ��“Au revoir, Monsieur 
Krishnamurti. A l’année prochaine 
ʒГ��ǞȒą��ՍƀЏŦᑖ�
͎ϵŀ��ǆŭȒ�뺯” ŢˤՍƫ٫ĸ��“Si dieu veut 
ʒГ��ğĐǋ�
ť�뺯”



 I n November 1985, at Rajghat, K told me that he still had some 
months to live. When I reminded him that he had promised us he 

would live another ten years, he only raised his arms as if to say, What 
can one do?

1985 ŭ�11 ʃ��ć�Rajghat�
�ā׳��Սг�ʇՍᅾƓҁǨćŞߪ
ĸŴńĻŘƜǴċʃ뺯ĕĴā͎՝Ŵ��Ŵӊ٫ˆĿāĶĜǞƜ
ʈŭ뺯ŢˤŴŮĄྒྷũąˊ��ďČɏćĸ��āƣĩəĭѩ!�

K’s health had started to deteriorate at Brockwood. The regular 
walks that he took became shorter. The walk through the Grove 
and across the pastures and fields, which entailed climbing over a 
fence, he did not do anymore. Apart from that, he was as active as 
ever. Once he told me: Je travaille comme un fou! (I am working like  
mad!)

ćҘ໘Ս༭؞��ՍĀԾ֗ߧޕǢǁũ˨ǆׅĪܱ뺯ŴŘϰܪ
झĀݷϳɢϞȻҽą뺯ϳǄϽĿŇڄ࠲��ǞϽɿᆑɁŠॵ࢝��ń
đջĿĂƆႰ��ɏĕƟĀݷϳŴĝăǞƙą뺯Țפˤƥʌ��Ŵ
ńĄŠϰ˩ĂƟƜ뺯ĈĂơŴг׳ā��“Je travaille comme un 
fou (ʒГ��āȢćڗۯŞʕǟ)â”

LA S T JO U R N E YS  TO IN D I A

ŕŶĀߩʇƥӃ
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Indifference and understanding

क़Ɣ̎ƥȉư̑

One has to be indifferent – to health, to loneliness, to what  people say 
or do not say, indifferent to whether one succeeds or does not suc-
ceed, indifferent to authority. If you hear somebody shooting, making 
a lot of noise with a gun, you can very easily get used to it, and you 
turn a deaf ear; that is not indifference. Indifference comes into being 
when you listen to that noise with no resistance, go with that noise, 
ride on that noise infinitely. Then that noise does not affect you, does 
not pervert you. Then you listen to every noise in the world – the noise 
of your children, of your wife, of the birds, the noise of the chatter 
the politicians make. You listen to it completely with indifference and 
therefore with understanding.

āĶκ݉�“क़Ɣ̎ƥ”uuŢԾ֗뺮Ţݠћ뺮ŢȍĉĸąƇ
ĭͱŊĸƇĭक़Ɣ̎ƥ��ŢŪβȉۚक़Ɣ̎ƥ��Ţࠜܨक़Ɣ̎
ƥ뺯ƧưĆȴėĈĉćũǙႏ��̑ҝąŉęĀᕒ͡��Ćŉ̗Ͳ
ďĜІڤĕƞ̲͡��ƔŶĆďȴƦăոą��Țĕ˄ăĄ�“क़Ɣ̎
ƥ”뺯ŮĈȆĆăɭŏ߂ࢃŞዔȴŦċᕒ͡��ΏŏŦċᕒ͡Ăő
ȹƛ��ƄՄŞज़ćŦċᕒ͡ƥĘ��“क़Ɣ̎ƥ” ƷĜܱࡥ뺯Ŧ
Ĵ��Ŧċᕒ͡ďăĜ̊ژėĆ��ģăĜอفĆ뺯ƔŶĆďĻŘዔ
ȴșʆĘĀƲĂċᕒ͡��ĆĀˏŔ뺮ĆĀঊŔŠࣀɳĶĀষݍ��
ńĈ؈ϢĶĀᤫᤫăֱ뺯Ć�“क़Ɣ̎ƥ” ŞƽƔዔȴŏĕȏ��Ȃ
ƦĄɭŏư̑ćዔȴ뺯

On Living and Dying, pg. 99  
6th talk, Bombay, 7 March 1962 
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and Krishnamurti Foundation of America

˞Ģ��ŀȉǧ��(On Living and Dying)��ǉ�99 Ѯ
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© 1992 ՍƀЏŦᑖ͎Ʊ̇ĜӍՍƀЏŦᑖ͎ſṤĜ



K had been very enthusiastic when he said to me at Brock-
wood in 1984: You come with us to India. How could one resist? 
He invited me to live close to where he lived and, for health rea-
sons, to eat the same food. You stay with us! he said when I was 
to go to Rishi Valley, Rajghat and Madras for the first time.34 
Later that year, in Schönried, he asked me to live with him. 
I  knew what that meant: to drop everything, and I was not ready  
for it.

1984 ŭ��ՍćҘ໘Ս༭؞Ţāĸ��“ĆŠāĶĂőņߪʇť뺯” 
ŴĄŦĭɶŰ��ɉƣĩࢃഴīʐ!�ŴɑāʐćŴաǨĀઐ˦��
ŜǘԾ֗Ҩছ��ƐǜƟĀθˀ뺯“ĆŠāĶটćĂőâ” Ȇāؼ˄
̣ȝǉĂơǡϰ�Rishi Valley뺮Rajghat Š�Madras 
൘ħŞǩ��Ĵ��
ՍĕƟŢāĸƆ뺯34�ŦŭȐȏĴȊ��ćวՂ�Schönried, ՍźāŠ
ŴʐćĂő뺯āƢƆŦǋŏƇĭ��ŦǋŏđǽĪĂО��Țā
ńŊߕǯŦƟƙ뺯

Now, in the autumn of 1985, I was travelling with K on his last 
journey to India35.

ŶĎ��ć1985ŭĀΉĐ��āŠՍĂő०ĘąŴŖŶĂơǡϰ
ʇĀӄԙ뺯35ߪ

34 It was during this, my first time in India, that K and Pupul Jayakar invited me 
to be a trustee of KFI. 

34 ćāϘơਲ਼ɝߪʇʿǎ��ՍŠ�Pupul Jayakar ɑāŪħՍƀЏŦᑖ͎ߪʇ
̇ĜȗƂ뺯

35 The following two paragraphs describe actual events, but perhaps refer to 
another of our trips together.

35 ŘĪƪьۅąǰٗşŀĀƂŰ��ȚȺʭ̗ĻĩคӍėāŠՍĂőĀԨĂơ
ӄǄ뺯
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It was an early morning departure from Brockwood. The day had 
not yet dawned, yet all the staff and students, about one hundred 
people, had come to the west wing and were waiting at the bottom 
of the staircase to see us off. K shook hands on his way to the door. 
The atmosphere was solemn. A premonition hung in the air that this 
might have been K’s last visit.

ʓࡇ��āĶ̣ȝͼũҘ໘Ս༭؞뺯ĐńŊۂ��ȚǨĈĀ͵
��ć֞ಕĪǚاĈĂĉ��ĝǢǁĎėąɞיʕŠƓŀ��ę˴ܡ
ǅŏħāĶ̐Ǆ뺯ǇˋęɠĀĂɢĘ��ՍȉęŝেƋгȍ뺯ǯ
༃ଆၞߙᑖ뺯॔יĻŘ٩Ɨė��ĕͱϿĄՍĀŖŶĂơėਲ਼뺯

Dorothy Simmons, the former principal of the School, drove us 
to the airport in her car. K and I sat in the back, with Mary Zimbalist 
in the front. At the start there was rain, but it soon stopped, and 
Dorothy forgot to turn off the wipers. They began to scrape across 
the dry  wind screen. I became tense and would have liked to say 
something but instead waited for a reaction from K. And, as so often 
happened, his response was not what I would have said. It was sim-
ply It’s stopped raining, and Dorothy immediately turned the wipers  
off. 

ƓҁĀǡҁǥ�Dorothy Simmons ũǫ̐āĶņƯɁ뺯ՍŠ
āАćŶ͂, Mary Zimbalist Аćǡ͂뺯ǔũ˨��ĐĪŏμ��Țμ
ŉŨďӕą��ƔƦ�Dorothy ϛąȱҎμݨ��ǘĄ̋Ķũ˨ࠚǢ
ǁɧѝĀഴɧරඍ뺯āĈžӷ˚őĎ��ǕĎĞĸȏƇĭ��ȚńĄ
ǅŏ��ϵğğՍĀѢˆ뺯ƦϰϰƧˤ��ՍĀƫˆ˄ăĄāʅǕĞ
đĸĀ뺯ŴŮĄҺ˱Ş͎ą̥��“μӕą뺯”�Dorothy ӐՌȱҎą
μݨ뺯

At the airport the moment of parting brought tears to the eyes of 
the women. Dorothy and Mary were staying behind, I was the only 
one flying with K. Rita Zampese36, Lufthansa’s public relations man-



ager in London, led us through to the lounge. We found ourselves sit-
ting near a group of men and women, business people probably, who 
appeared very self-absorbed. They were talk ing loudly, smoking and 
drinking alcohol. K looked at them with wide eyes, and the expression 
on his face was one of astonishment and mild horror, although he was 
not the least bit  contemptuous. 

ćƯɁࡥȍĀŦĂՌ��ƕĉĶĀɕġĝབŏؐʾ뺯Dorothy 
Š�Mary ңąĪĎ��āĄީĂĂċڈǜՍĂő͊ĕฐӄ़Ā
ĉ뺯Rita Zampese36, ࢦႇࣚ˭ˌĀȔȱǁȗ��ȬڇʠāĶ
ĎėȊƯढ़뺯ȆĴāĶşƍǻॶȢАŏĂȵƕ��ĻĩĄŀǋ
ĉ��ğőĎȥƽۡ༞ćĢŹĀșʆƀ뺯ŴĶę̲ĸƸ��։ŏ��
ϬŏЌ뺯ՍęɕࠤğŏŴĶ��ӫĘĀȪŰׅīĈžᤲࡋŠߔ
ųĀࣻד��ҤϯŴ˄ŊĈԟĀΜᙇ뺯

We had to change at Frankfurt, and I remember with what joy K 
travelled on the fast electric shuttle between terminals. On the larger 
plane, he had the single seat at the front and to the right, which only 
Lufthansa was able to offer. By contrast, I found myself sitting by a 
gentleman who was reading a news paper and listening to music at 
the same time. What’s more, he made hand movements as a conduc-
tor might. He, too, was  self-engrossed and showed not the slightest 
interest in his neighbours – in this case, K and me. It was night-time 
when we flew over Russia and Afghanistan. On the plane K said: I’m 
glad we two are alone. 

36 Rita Zampese is a long-time friend of Brockwood. She took the photographs 
of K and me at Rishi Valley that appear on pg. 117 and the back page, and she 
continues to visit Rishi Valley every year. 

36 Rita Zampese ĄҘ໘Ս༭؞ĠŭĀȷƤ뺯Ȭćߪʇ�Rishi Valley ѸުąāŠ
ՍćĂőĀ̆Ǧނ��ȒǕΒǉ�117 ѮŠЫ뺯ƲŭȬĝҬφǇਲ਼�Rishi 
Valley뺯
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āĶ̀đćʒࠋՍ˟ʽƯ��āńʥīՍćАࣚν֞ƥǎĀŨ
юǗǫĴĈĠĭĀƬ׀뺯ˈĪĎĕߑƑęĀ͊ƯĘ��Սćǡ͂
ĕƟĀαқ뺯Ƞࣂႇࣚ˭ĩѿ͎ࢦ൬ĈĂċ˱ĉǝʞ��ŮĈޣ
ȤƥĪ��āǻ˪קАąĂʞȵՂ��ŴĂ˪ȴ͡ǒĂ˪ğζࡹ��Ă
ŮƋńɏϱஔŝŦƟஔ߉ċăӕ뺯ŴǜƟģĄۡ༞ćĢŹĀș
ʆƀ��ŢАćĂॶĀՍŠāŊĈԟٚ׀뺯͋ǎ��āĶ͊ɿąस
ԓŠֲث૨Ę˭뺯ć͊ƯĘՍŢāĸ��“āŉƬ׀āĶৣ˱ћć
Ăő뺯”�

After arriving at Delhi, K went with Pupul Jayakar to stay at her 
house. I went to a hotel, where I was the only European but also 
the only one wearing Indian clothes. Every day at sunset we met at 
Lodi Park. It was always at sunset, because K had once suffered from 
sunstroke and had to keep out of the strongest rays. At the entrance 
there was a kind of turnstile, which  glistened with the sweat and dirt of 
many hands. I would open it with my foot, and K would exclaim Good!

ǜĪņąڈ�ŘŶ��Սć�Pupul Jayakar Ā�ʇϘĝߪ
�ƀ؞Уࢃ
Ȭŝʐ뺯āקĪ᪥ąĂŝਓࢰ��ćŦƀāĄީĂĂċ߇िĉ��
ģĄީĂĂċϽŏߪʇ˖̕Āĉ뺯ƲĐūҔĀĴȊ��āĶĝĜ
ć�Lodi ȔԽ५ǚ뺯ɽĄćūҔĴœ��ŦĄȂħՍӊǁġĿശ��
ǨŘăīăॺũࠖݰĀіʾ뺯ȔԽɍˍ̎ĈĂċණʽɠ��૨
਼ŠƋߪćɠĘབŏЅʾ뺯āȆĴĜůםņȖũɠ��ՍŢ
ˤ॓Ɔ��“ѝīČâ”

The park was well kept, with many trees, lawns, waterways and bridges, 
and buildings from pre-Mogul times. At dusk innumerable birds would 
gather and settle down for the night. The noise they made was deafen-
ing. Occasionally Nandini Mehta37 or Radhika Herzberger’s38 daughter, 
Maya, would join us on our walks, as would Pama Patwardhan39.

ȔԽƻէђīŉČ��ԽġĈŏϿĠ࠲҂뺮ᑮ뺮ǌƆŠŇ��
ńĈĂȏǡߡɳ࠷ĴͳĀӚ౩뺯ֆඏĴœ��Ƅ̾ĀࣀɳĜ



 Nandini ,ٕݐᕙ뺯ࢍࣱ̲ژɳĶşŜĀࣀćĕƀĿ͋뺯מࣙ
Mehta37 ͱ�Radhika Herzberger38 Āƕɳ�Maya ĜŠāĶĂőݷ
ϳ��Ʀ�Pama Patwardhan39 ĈĴģĜȀɍɘĎ뺯

One man in Lodi Park recognized him and approached rather 
aggressively, demanding, “Are you Krishnamurti? You should stay in 
India! Here are your roots!” K replied: I am nobody. Then he raised his 
open hands to me and said: You see, they have a fixed idea and stick 
to it. Despite such incidents, K was friendly towards everyone he met 
and especially so towards the poor and those who were normally 

37 Nandini Mehta was Pupul Jayakar’s sister. She met K in 1947 and became a 
close friend. It was she to whom K wrote the letters that can be found in Pupul 
Jayakar’s biography of K, in the chapter Happy Is the Man Who Is Nothing, 
which KFT has republished as Letters to a Young Friend. She founded the Bal 
Anand School for underprivileged children in Bombay and was a trustee of 
KFI. She died in 2002. Her story has been published in the book Walking with 
Krishnamurti.

37 Nandini MehtaĄ�Pupul Jayakar Āӧӧ뺯Ȭǘ�1947 ŭқȒՍ˄ŪħȺᇨ
Ƥ뺯ՍƈȬϷĀƱʵԍćą�Pupul Jayakar ᙕϷĀՍᅾ̙ʥġ�“ƇĭĝăĄĀ
ĉƷĄŨǒĀ”�(Happy Is the Man Who Is Nothing) ĕĂˇΆƀ뺯KFT Ǣȝ
ȺȶĥŜ̈��Βǩħ��ϷƈĂʞŭΜȷƤĀƱ��(Letters to a Young Friend)뺯Ȭ
ćྗɮħෘܒɳٿՇӐą�Bal Anand Ɠҁ��ģӊࠬՍƀЏŦᑖ͎ߪʇ̇
Ĝ�(KFI) ȗƂ뺯Ȭǘ�2002 ŭņș뺯ȬĀŀːƂ਼ƻşȪć��ȉՍƀЏŦᑖ͎
ǜǄ��
Walking with Krishnamurti) ĂΒġ뺯

38 Radhika Herzberger, Pupul Jayakar’s daughter, had known K from childhood. 
She is director of Rishi Valley Education Centre and a trustee of KFI. In 2013 
she was awarded the Padma Shri Award for literature and education by the 
government of India.

38 Radhika Herzberger Ą�Pupul Jayakar Āƕɳ��ĢŇďΞԺՍ뺯ϝǡȬĄ�Rishi 
Valley ͵آġķĀɽޡݸĉ��ģĄՍƀЏŦᑖ͎ߪʇ̇ĜȗƂ뺯2013 ŭ��
ȬદȌąߪʇࡺ؈တşĀɓՂ՞ˇ�(Padma Shri) ŘȪᄏȬćǊƓŠ͵آʠ
ੜƙŜĀᅎଣ뺯
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ignored by others, such as the ice-cream vendor at the entrance to 
the park.

ĂǩȵŔćLodiȔԽƀΞŜąՍ��ŴǯόᔣᔣŞǇĿĎ��зɝ
Ɔ��“ĆĄՍƀЏŦᑖ͎Ǿ!�Ćˆ˽αćߪʇâ�ĕƀƷĄĆĀ֮â” 
Սƫ٫ĸ��“āɉģăĄ뺯” ƔŶՍˋāྒྷũˊƋ��ĸƆ��“Ćğ��
ŴĶĈĂċੰǭĀĞʒ��ƣӷܙŏăǽ뺯” ҤϯĜĈˤƂŰş
ŀ��ՍɽĄƤČŞŢαŴǨқėĀƲĂċĉ��̖ȍĄŦȏਬĉŠ
ː˩ęŝăƖͩǋĀĉ��ȤƧȔԽɠˍĀܳቤŇᇅ뺯

K once mentioned that many years earlier he’d been asked by 
several followers of Gandhi what he thought about the caste system 
in India not allowing certain people into the temples. He replied: It 
doesn’t matter who goes in, because god isn’t there. He spoke about 
this in 1975:

ĈĂơՍ͎ėĸ��ŉĠŭǡ��ऴŞĀǴʞڦΏ͠ӊɝŴŢߪ
ʇƞౄ̑ʇġăϿԚȏĉɘɍᅅዣĈ̜ğʒ뺯ՍȆĴƫ٫���

39 Pama Patwardhan, along with his wife, Sunanda (author of A Vision of the 
Sacred – My Personal Journey with Krishnamurti), and his brother Achyut (for-
merly a famous freedom fighter in India), became close associates of K in 
1947. All three were trustees of KFI. Achyut remained a bachelor all his life, 
and I once asked him how he had ‘escaped’. He replied that he had not 
escaped; rather, his affair of the heart had not ended as he had wished and 
he had not been moved in the same way again. Achyut died in 1992, Sunanda 
in 1999 and Pama in 2007.

39 Pama Patwardhan ŠŴĀঊŔ�Sunanda�
�қȒ̦uuȉՍƀЏŦᑖ͎ʪ
ǜǄ��ĂΒĀǟ͠��ŘӍŴĀॉܓ�Achyut�
��”ՂݽʇōǩĀ�“ħĢύƦͿĀߪ
ǘ�1947 ŭŪħՍĀʤݧਙ뺯ŴĶƁĉĝӊĄՍƀЏŦᑖ͎ߪʇ̇Ĝȗ
Ƃ뺯Achyut ͥǻλཪ��āӊɝŴĄƧ̜�“࢘” 
ӱா�Ā뺯Ŵƫ٫ĸŴ˄ŊĈ
�ŦƟƻǙƛ뺯ح��ƦĄɋŭĀӁŰλĩƧŴǨШ��ƥŶģǞŊĈɏȆ࢘
Achyut ǘ�1992 ŭņș, Sunanda ǘ�1999 ŭņș, Pama ǘ�2007 ŭņș뺯



“ɉɘņĝƄǨ࡙��Ȃħ̦ăćŦƀ뺯” Ŵć�1975 ŭٟėĿĕĂ
ž��

An idea put together by thought

ΥĞǨ̑ҝĀખЯ

Without compassion, which means passion for everything, care for 
everything, respect for everything, without compassion what is sacred 
can never be found. You understand? You know we have created – 
thought has created something sacred – the temples, the churches, 
the symbols – and we worship those symbols, and call those sacred. 
But it is the movement of thought in time and measure. So that is 
not sacred. Once in India, the speaker was asked by the followers of 
Mr Gandhi, who said, “All peoples can enter, every type of strata of 
human society can enter into that temple, for god is there for every-
one.” And they asked me, “What do you say to that question?” I said, 
“Anybody can enter, it doesn’t matter who goes in, because god isn’t 
there.” You understand? God is an idea put together by thought. But 
one has to find that which is eternally, incorruptibly sacred. And that 
can only come when there is compassion, which means when you 
have understood the whole significance of suffering – suffering not 
only of yourself, but the suffering of the world.

ĀŰƗ��ȱķĂО��ऒȶĂО뺯ݰ˓ǋŏŢоƂоˀٱྂ
ŊĈྂٱ��Ćк˰ƄʒˣėŦċ̦ƥˀ뺯Ćĩư̑Ǿ!�ĆƢ
Ɔ��āĶҝŜąuuΥĞҝŜąĂȏ�“̦ƥˀ”��ȤƧᅅዣ뺮
͵ࠧŠͨƞ̸��ƔŶāĶ௵߯Ŧȏ̸��˄ؼǳ̋Ķ؆ħĄ̦
Ā뺯ƔƦŦŮĄĴǎŠʇʔġΥĞĀƜƛ��Ȃˤ˄ă̦뺯
ĈĂơćߪʇ��ऴŞϵŀĀڦΏ͠ĶĎɝϭƸ͠�
ϱՍĢŹ���Ŵ
Ķĸ��“ǨĈĉĝĻŘɘɍŦċᅅዣף��ĜĘƲĂċڝĀĉĝ
ĻŘ��Ȃħ̦ĄħƲĂċĉƦԪćĀ뺯” ƔŶŴĶɝā��“ĆŢĕ
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ċɝʚəĭğ!” āĸ��“̜ĉĝĻŘɘɍᅅዣ��ɉɘņĝƄǨ
࡙��Ȃħ̦ăćŦƀ뺯” Ćư̑ąǾ!�̦ĄΥĞǨ̑ҝĀĂċખ
Я뺯ȚāĶκ݉đƙĀ��ĄˣėŦċкĀ��Ŧċк˰ăĜƻઈ
ᔃĀ̦ƥˀ뺯ƦŮĈȆĈąྂٱĴ��̋ƷĜŜƍ��ྂٱǋŏ
ĆǢǁą̛ąͽХĀƽˌǋػ��ăّّĄĆĢŹĀͽХ��ģ̞ಗ
ƽșʆĀͽХ뺯

5th public dialogue, Saanen, 3 August 1975
© Krishnamurti Foundation Trust Ltd 

1975 ŭ�8 ʃ�3 ū��ଔĩǉͅơȔũΡ
© ՍƀЏŦᑖ͎Ʊ̇Ĝ

When I mentioned this quote to an old friend, she told me another 
such story: A beggar is crying in front of a temple, and God comes 
along and asks him why. The beggar says, “They won’t let me in the 
temple,” and God replies, “Me neither.”

ȆāˋĂʞƳȷƤ͎ӍՍĀĕьƸĴ��Ȭг׳ąāԨĂċ
ٔĀтƂ��ĈċይᖵćᅅዣĀɠˍęҼ��ƔŶ̦ĿĎą��ɝŴħ
ƇĭҼྶ뺯ይᖵĸ��“ŴĶăźāɘᅅዣ뺯” ̦ƫ٫ĸ��“ŴĶģ
ăźāɘņ뺯”

Travelling, and the frequent change of climate it entailed, exhausted 
K, and his health deteriorated in Delhi. He did not sleep well and he 
ate very little. He used to say that he would have become much older 
if he hadn’t had to travel so much. He once told us that many years 
earlier he had travelled by train from New York to California, taking 
three days and nights. I asked him if this was tiring, and he said: Yes, 
very much.

ӄǄŘӍΏƥƦĎĀǯȊӤȻ͔��źՍƗė̉ୠƺҤ��Ŵ
ĀԾ֗ߧޕć؞ƀ͔֚ą뺯ŴǠīăČ��Ɛīģŉɺ뺯ŴĿņ
˩ĸ��đĄŴăůƧˤӤĀӄǄ��ŴĜƜŉ΅뺯ĈĂơŴг׳



āĶ��ŉĠŭǡ��ŴӊАΖǫȮ໕יĂˢėȀϙ˟ۈڲ��ɓąƁ
ĐƁ͋뺯āɝŴĕƟͮăͮ��Ŵĸ��“ĄĀ��π˩ͮ뺯”

From Delhi I went on my own to the Krishnamurti Retreat Centre 
near Uttarkashi in the Himalayas. A school would be established 
there some years later, but it was closed after the people responsible 
for it encountered difficulties. In any case, K hadn’t wanted to have a 
school there but rather a retreat  centre. 

āȮ؞ƀŜş��ћĢǡϰʞǘǛ҈Әͫݔ�Uttarkashi ઐ
˦Ā�“ՍƀЏŦᑖ͎иէġķ”뺯ŦƀʅǕʹۗǴŭŶđӚŪĂ
ǨƓҁ��ȚȠȱޡݸĉćқėąԚȏܒȧŶ��ƓҁďӕӚą뺯ă

With K at Rishi Valley, end 1984/beginning 1985 © Rita Zampese

ǕΒǟ͠ŠՍĂőć�Rishi Valley, Ѹުǘ�1984 ŭܲ�1985ŭح�������© Rita Zampese
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ϯəƟ��Ս˄ŊĈćŦƀӚƓҁĀĞʒ��ƑĠҨছĀĄĂċиէ
ġķ뺯

After I’d made the long Dehradun to New Delhi return trip by taxi, 
I mentioned to K my feeling that in India the countryside is paradise 
and the cities are hell. He agreed.

ȆāАŜಶǫȮ�Dehradun 
؞�ǥ़ᐶคƫėĥ�ʇΝ̤ߪ
ƀŶ��āŢՍĸąĢŹĀƗɩ��ćߪʇ��্ࣅĄĐࠧ��Ν̤ČɏŞ
༒뺯Ŵģǜǋ뺯

Drivers in India tend to blow their car horns constantly, alerting the 
many pedestrians to their presence. I’d finally told my taxi driver that 
I’d give him 100 rupees if he didn’t blow his horn, and that worked 
very well. The pedestrians became much more attentive!

ᄬፍ��Ď͎՝۶ĠĀǄĉ뺯Ŷ܍ʇĀѣƯϰϰǛǱăӕŞߪ
Ď��āг׳āĀŜಶǫѣƯ��ƧưŴă܍ᄬፍ��āĜƈŴ�100 ᐤ
Ȥ뺯ĕĂĪвưŉČ뺯ɢĘĀǄĉģȻīɿşң̦ą뺯

On the plane to Varanasi, K kept the window shade down because 
of the bright sun. But time and again he would open it to look at the 
white peaks of the Himalayas. We agreed that the mountains were 
really something!

ćǡϰ�Varanasi�
Řཀذ�Ā͊ƯĘ��ՍǽĪąཀі�ʇֿΝߪ
ഴ˓ݰĀіʾ뺯ȚŴģĴăĴŞǳ̋Ǚũ��ቴᢏǛ҈ӘͫݔŦ
Ƀ᭾᭾Āͫ뺯āĶĂَΞħǛ҈ӘͫݔĄăĻΥڱĀâ

He told me that once, as a young man, he had been clambering 
around the Zugspitze, in Germany, in casual shoes. A mountain guide 
who passed by with a group of alpinists on a rope noticed K. After 
scolding him, the guide tied him to the end of the rope and led him 



down the mountain. K told me he had not been afraid and could have 
descended safely by himself.

Սг׳ā��ćŴŭΜĀĴȊ��ӊϽŏֱ܇ӟćࡼϜ 
(Zugspitze: ؞ŚŖƬͫ) ैޅ뺯़ġ�Ăǩӽͫˋ֢ȢɭŏĂ
ۋůᆳअΪʪćĂőǡǄ��ŴͩǋėąՍ뺯Ăފӽͫ͠Ƞ
ᅥƥŶ��ĕʞˋ֢ȝՍͷćąᆳअĀܸܲ��ɭŴĪąͫ뺯Սг׳
ā��Ŵ˄ŊĈҴЂ��ʅǕĻŘĢŹȫƽĪͫĀ뺯

I was overwhelmed with the atmosphere at Rajghat in Varanasi. Here 
one can especially sense the enchantment that appears to exist in all 
of the places where K lived. It can be felt at Brockwood, Rishi Valley, 
Vasanta Vihar – K’s home in Madras and the headquarters of KFI – 
and Ojai. One could also find it at Chalet Tannegg in Gstaad and both 
Pupulji’s government house in Delhi, which was full of ancient sculp-
tures and other works of art, and her apartment in Bombay. The sur-
roundings in all of these places are strikingly beautiful and immaculately 
kept: islands of serenity amidst the turmoil of the world, full of trees, 
flowers, birds and butterflies; there is a kind of sacredness about them.

Rajghat�
ՍᅾƓҁǨćŞ��ʞǘֿΝ�Varanasi, ŦƀĀ༃ź
āħƥ੬ԧ뺯ć�Rajghat, ĉਯȺĩƗɩėĂƞଁƺ��Ʀĕƞଁ
ƺٔٯćՍաʐĿĀǨĈŞƶĝԪćŏ��ćҘ໘Ս༭؞��ć�
Rishi Valley, ć�Vasanta ViharuuՍǘ�Madras ĀʐǨ��ģĄ�KFI 
ɽˌuuńĈć߇ᬤ뺯Ԩʌ, Gstaad Ā҂Кȍ፹�Tannegg Ř
Ӎ�Pupulji�
ཥͩ��Ţ�Pupul Jayakar Ā؆��ʞǘ؞ƀĀࡺ؈ѩȔ
Ş��ŦƀࢊǽŏͨƞֿͳຬർŠȺŴۨȞ��ńĈȬćྗɮĀȔ
เ��ĝĻŘƗɩ̋ĀԪć뺯ǨĈĕȏŞƶĀցؗĝԭȺџſ��˄
̋��īĂଟăઍ̰̝ؼĶऊĄĕƛଐșʆġĀݶиҊڃ��Ҙ
ŏ࠲҂뺮ڭɓ뺮ࣀɳŠඊ��ᢇ൳ŏĂƞ̦Ɨ뺯

Walking around the grounds of the School at Rajghat, one comes 
upon several archaeological excavation sites. The campus is situated 
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in one of the most ancient parts of Varanasi, called Kashi, and presum-
ably there were temples, parks and royal  palaces there 4,000 to 5,000 
years ago. Beyond the excavation sites a canal carries sewage from 
the city into the Ganges. The stench was noticeable all the way to the 
house where K was  living. He laughed when Pupulji assured him that 
a new sewage system would be built in the near future. Apparently 
this promise had been made many times, and when I visited the fol-
lowing year nothing had yet been done. It was only during my visit 
at the end of 1988 that I noticed that construction of the huge new 
canal system had begun.

֍ϳć�Rajghat ƓҁҁԽ��şƍĈǴ̎ҨֿşዺƍɁ뺯ҁԽ
ʞǘ�Varanasi ŖֿƳĀŞҡƥĂ��؆ħᏊƇ�(Kashi)뺯֪Ȗԏć�
4,000 ψ�5,000 ŭǡ��ĕƀĈŏ۶Ġᅅዣ뺮ȔԽŠŝుፑ뺯ɿ
ĿşዺƍɁ��Ƒ˰̎ĈĂʳǌƆɭŏΝ̤Āǌȹɍޖ뺯
ĂɢĘˢėՍĀʐǨ��ĝĻŘոėǌĀ֚६뺯Ȇ�Pupulji ˋՍ
̝ըćă΅ĀȝĎ��ĕƀĜӚҝĂċĥĀǌ̎ȗͷՖĴ��Սȟ
ą뺯ׅƔ��ĕƟĀܺǢǁĪĿČĠơą��ƦȆāơŭǞĎėĕ
ƀ��֙ƔŊȒĈ̜ƛи뺯ˢė�1988 ŭЫāĎਲ਼Ĵ��Ʒͩǋė
ĂċęĀĥǌƆͷՖũ˨ƛʕą뺯

At Rajghat my room was underneath K’s. As soon as he arrived 
he began intensive dialogues (see pg. 124). At sunset he would walk 
several times around the School’s large sports field, accompanied by 
friends, whom he jokingly called his bodyguards. Even during these rec-
reational walks he continued his discussions with them. His legs were 
becoming very weak, however, as he himself said, and after one walk 
he fell forward on the steps. His companions wanted to help him up 
but he refused to let them, saying: If I fall on the steps that is my affair!

ć�Rajghat, āĀӮǎďćՍӮǎĀĪǚ뺯ŴǔėŦƀďũ
ąͣɍמݧؼĀŢƸ�
뺯ūҔĴœ��ŴĜćȷƤ�Ȓǉ�124 Ѯނ
ĶĀڈǜĪ൳ŏƓҁĀę߽ɁǇĘǴް��ŴũʂȟŞ؆ĕȏȷ



ƤħŴĀ�“̝៴”뺯̣ϔĄćĕȏֱ܇Āݷϳġ��ŴģҬφŏŦ
ƟĀΡ뺯ƔƦ��ȢƧŴĢŹǨĸĀ��ŴĀˊޮȢȻīπ˩ࡀ
��ĶĞđဩŴőĎϳŶ��ŴణԧćąхĘ뺯ǜݷ뺯ĈĂơࠃ
ȚŴăź��ĸ��“ƧưāణԧćхĘ��ŦĄāĢŹĀƂâ”

When K could no longer walk quickly, I would go on my own, cir-
cling as briskly as I could. After such walks he would ask me how many 
rounds I had done and how long I had taken. When I told him that 
I had broken my record, he responded enthusiastically. Somebody 
must have complained to him, though, about this crazy guy chasing 
around the sports field, because he said in a meeting with friends: He 
just wants to keep his body fit. What’s wrong with that?

Cave Rock in Rishi Valley

Rishi Valley Ā�“ೄྰ”
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ŶĎՍŊʒǞŨϳǇą��āϔћĢĂĉҤĻĩŨюŞ൳ŏ߽
ɁǇ뺯Ǉȥą��ՍĜɝāǇąǴް��ɓąĠǥĴǎ뺯Ȇāг׳�
ŴĸāǢǁǙۂąĢŹĀʥԍĴ��ŴɶŰŞƫˆ뺯ȚĞκĄĈ
ĉˋŴ̺৪ĿŦċڗۯĀŝਙć߽ɁĘउǇĀƂ��ȂħՍćĂ
ơȷƤĜǚġĸƆ��“ŴŮĄĞ̝̰ǻɆԾ֗��ĕĈƇĭăŢ
Ǿ!”

It was customary to invite people for lunch with whom K would 
hold intense conversations. At Ojai and Saanen he would sometimes 
converse until 4 o’clock, even when he had given a public talk that 
morning. He liked to question those invited about their areas of spe-
cialization. Thus he was well informed about current developments 
in many fields, including politics, education, medicine, science and 
computers. Once the vice-chancellor of a university and his wife were 
invited to have lunch at Rajghat. K noted sadly that the man never 
once smiled at his wife, nor even looked at her.

ɑͨĉՂȉՍդɘϡԑǢŪąĂƞૼڤ��ϡԑĴՍĜȉ
ŴĶũͣɍĀιȹ뺯ć߇ᬤŠଔĩ��ĈĴҤϯՍȆĐɋࡇǢ
ǁɘǄąĂɁȔũϭƸ��ŴńĄĜŠǡĎϡԑĀĉιٟėĪϡ
˗ž뺯ՍǛǱɝĂȏȉɩĀĉʗˡʠੜȠȱĀɝʚ뺯ύˤŴ
ϔĩŉČŞą̛ėͨċʠੜĀşƍ̞��ޕಗܭ؈뺮͵آ뺮ֶ
Ɠ뺮ؘƓŠʹΚƯ뺯ĈĂơ��ԚęƓĀࣟҁǥŠŴĀঊŔɩ
ǡĎ�Rajghat ůϡԑ뺯ʿǎ��Սŉࠝ௭ŞͩǋėĕċȵĉȮλŢ
ŴĀঊŔųȟĿ��ৰψĝŊĈ࠷ȬğĂɕ뺯

Every once in a while, Vikram Parchure’s40 wife, Ambika, would 
bring along their lovely 3-year-old daughter. K would say to the little 
girl: Don’t forget that I want to be your first boyfriend.

ƲĂьĴǎ, Vikram Parchure40 ĀঊŔ�Ambika ĜɭŏŴĶ
ĻıĀƁξƕɳĿĎ뺯ՍĜŢŇƕˏĸ��“ȍϛą��āĞƙĆĀ
ǉĂċȵȷƤЦ뺯”



During the time that we were at Rajghat, a great many reli gious 
festivals were celebrated which were often very noisy. The temple 
next door would resound with fireworks, drums and  singing late into 
the night. At 4 o’clock the next morning the celebration would start 
up again. There was also an adjoining mosque from which we could 
hear the greatly amplified singsong of the muezzin during our walks. 
None of this seemed to disturb K. If the muezzin had not yet started 
his calling and noticed K approaching, he would walk up to the fence 
to shake K’s hands  affectionately.

ŦьĴǎāĶć�Rajghat, ȆŞڏѩą۶Ġඐ͵ΆūĀ٥۬Ɯ
ƛ��ĕȏΆūϰϰĝŉၚݍ뺯ૻĀᅅዣƫژŏɓڞໜ̲뺮
॥̲ŠЕ̲ˢėͣ͋뺯ǉȕĐଓࡇ˗ž��٥۬ĜǞơũ˨뺯ń
ĈĂǝᭃĀʓŬᅅ��ćāĶݷϳĀĴȊ��ɽĄĻŘȴė߰̈́˴�

ཥͩ��ŦƻƬʇจ�ƙ̈́߯ĀĉڄᑖٞמແډćʓŬᅅୁޡݸ�
ą͡ĀЕ̲뺯ĕĂОٔٯĝŊĈѝ০ėՍ뺯ᛥܼ߰̈́˴ńλũ
˨ŴĀແྲƣͩǋėՍǇ˦ą��ŴĜǇėႰǡ��ʤОŞȉՍে
Ƌ뺯

40 Vikram Parchure, one of Dr. Parchure’s sons, taught at Rishi Valley School and 
helped to develop their rural women’s programme. He assists KFI with their 
publications programme and has developed a series of 24 poster  panels of K 
quotes and photographs from renowned photographers, called Crisis in the 
World, which has been translated into several languages and is displayed at 
gatherings and book fairs. He is also a trustee of the Quest Foundation in 
Thailand.

40 Vikram Parchure Ą�Parchure ֶŀĀɳŔ��Ŵӊć�Rishi Valley Ɠҁ͵��˄ъ
ՎƓҁũąȆŞĀࣔࣅॲƕֻϝ뺯ƧƎ��ŴৗՎՍƀЏŦᑖ͎ߪʇ̇Ĝ
ĈȱŜ̈ˀĀƶޯ��ń̑ǟą�24 વͷԉʄζ��ǩħ�“șʆƥ߭Ư” (Crisis in 
the World)��̋ĶăّמąՍĀǁ۬Гԍ��ńŘōǩު̊̅Āު̊ǟȞħӺ
բ��ǢƻջཥŪĠƞГҶ��ćͨƞמĜŠΒĘīėФ뺯ˤʌ��ŴĄक़Ś�
Quest ̇ĜĀĂǩȗƂ뺯
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At this time, part of the Indian film The Seer Who Walks Alone, a 
documentary about K, was being shot at Rajghat. K had told the direc-
tor: I’ll do anything you want me to do. One scene shows K standing 
on a hill above the Varuna River, outlined against the setting sun like 
an ancient sculpture. He walks over the narrow bridge across the 
river and along the path to Sarnath, where the Buddha was said to 
have walked.

ȆĴߪʇǗ̊��ћǄĀϵƢ��(The Seer Who Walks Alone), Ă
ˌȱǘՍĀ݁ԍǦ��ȺˌœɁբȢć�Rajghat Ѹު��ՍŢ֢Ӳĸ��
“ĆźāƙƇĭāĝĜԜʸ뺯” ĈĂċ࠴ǼƍąՍνć�Varuna 
ᔊ��ƧǜĂऒֿھᔚĘƶĀĂǝŇͫĘ,�ඃі̆ŜŴĀǻ֜ޖ
ƳĀຬɏ뺯ŴǇĿąߑćޖĘĀŦǝሴጰĀŇ��ŏʙϰ�
Sarnath 
ཥͩ��డ࢝ᜢ��ֿߪʇऊ͵Ş� ĀɢǡǄ,�֪ĸऊᅔӊ
ćŦƀǇĿ뺯

K was once with Donald Ingram Smith41 in Sri Lanka, a predomi-
nantly Buddhist country, and said: If you listened to the Buddha, you 
wouldn’t need Buddhism.

ՍӊŠ�Donald Ingram Smith41 Ăőćٞƀجࠋ�ĂċǂđƱ
້ऊ͵ĀŚʇ��ȆĴՍŢŴĸ��“ƧưĆŬȢዔȴąऊᅔ��Ćďă
̀đऊ͵ą뺯”

When the time for his public talks drew near, K seemed to gain 
new energy. He gave three talks and held one question and answer 
meeting at Rajghat despite obvious signs of physical weakness. He 
also had three dialogues with Panditji42 in the  presence of thirty or 
forty others in the upper story of his house, which are recorded in the 
book The Future Is Now (also titled The Last Talks).43 Kabir Jaithirtha44 
has told me that Panditji once asked K to put the teachings in one 
sentence. K replied: Where the self is, there is no love; where there is 
love, there is no self.



ȔũϭƸĀūŔࡥ˦Ĵ��ՍٔٯϗࣙąĥĀĩʔ뺯ҤϯǻɆ
ĈǆׅࠃࡀĀ਼ճ��Ŵ֙Ɣć�Rajghat ɘǄąƁɁϭƸŠĂɁɝ
٫Ĝ뺯Ԩʌ��ćŴʐǨĘڝĀӮǎ��Ŵȉ�Panditji42 ģɘǄąƁ
ɁŢƸ��ćɁĀȴ۶ĈƁ˗ʈĉ뺯ĕȏŢƸƻʥԍć��λḌ̌
ȆĪ��(The Future Is Now) ƣǩ��ŖŶĀϭƸ��(The Last Talks) Ă
Βġ뺯43 Kabir Jaithirtha44 г׳ā,�Panditji ӊźՍůḀ̆ƸĎખ
ಗŴĀ͵֢뺯ŢˤՍƫ٫��“ĈĢāĀŞƶ��ϔŊĈı��ĈıĀŞ
ƶ��ďăĜĈĢā뺯”

41 Donald Ingram Smith was a renowned writer-producer of radio programmes 
for the Australian Broadcasting Commission when he set sail for Sri Lanka in 
1949 to hear K speaking there. He ended up recording him for Radio Lanka 
and accompanying him during his stay in the country. He is the author of The 
Transparent Mind: My Journey with Krishnamurti. He died in 2006 at 94.

41 Donald Ingram SmithӊĄ෯ęϙۈЙږȔѣ�(ABC) ōǩĀЙږΆϝ̑ǟĉ
ǟŝ��1949ŭŴőࣚǡϰٞƀجࠋ��ćŦƀዔȴՍĀϭƸ뺯ŖͥŴޡݸć
ȆŞħЙږǗх�Radio Lanka ԍ̑ՍĀϭƸ��˄ćՍਲ਼ɝٞƀجࠋʿǎƙڈ
ǜ뺯ŴĄ��ʙۜĀķuuȉՍƀЏŦᑖ͎ǜǄ��(The Transparent Mind u�
My Journey with Krishnamurti) ĂΒĀǟ͠뺯Ŵǘ�2006 ŭņș��ǃŭ�94 
ξ뺯

42 Panditji, actually Pandit Jagannath Upadhyaya. Pandit (also pundit), a Sanskrit 
word meaning ‘learned man’, is the title of a person learned in Sanskrit and 
Hindu law, religion and philosophy, sometimes other subjects. Panditji was an 
eminent Buddhist and Hindu scholar with whom K enjoyed speaking. He died 
shortly after K, and their Indian friends said, “K wanted to have a chat with 
him.” 

42 Panditji, ŴĀƽǩĄ�Pandit Jagannath�Upadhyaya뺯Pandit (ƣǟ�pundit) Ą឵
Гࠍ��ǋΥĄ�“űƓĀĉ”��ǟħǼᖶƻ౷ୟŦȏ̉ʙ឵ГŠߪʇ͵ʒ뺮ඐ͵Š
࿐Ɠ뺮ĈĴńĈȺŴؘϝĀĉ뺯Panditji ĄĂʞŜĀऊ͵ȉߪʇ͵ĀƓ͠��
ՍǛǱȉŴιٟ뺯ŴćՍņșŶă΅ģͼũąĉș��ύˤŴĶĀߪʇȷƤĝ
ĸ��“ŦĄՍĞŠŴٟٟ뺯”
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During these talks, one participant stood out through the clear 
and simple manner with which he communicated with K. At the time, 
I didn’t know that this was P. Krishna45, the new school director. K, 
despite poor health, was concerned with every aspect of the appoint-
ment of the director and gave all his time and energy to the matter. 
He invited Krishna and his family to lunch and talked affectionately 
with his wife and children; the grandfather came along once as well. 
As usual, K was interested in the practical details too, like the appro-
priate salary for the new director and that he had the use of a car. He 
felt enthusiastic about Krishna who, as a well-known physicist, had 
worked in the USA and Europe. He told me that when he had asked 

43 One of the participants was Samdhong Rinpoche (Lobsang Tenzin), a trustee 
of KFI. For many years he headed schools of Tibetan studies and was a mem-
ber of the Assembly of Tibetan People’s Deputies. He and former KFA trustee 
Michael Mendizza have written the book  Always Awakening – Buddha’s 
Realization, Krishnamurti’s Insight.

43 ȺġĂʞϩȉ͠ธʁമࡌО�(Lobsang Tenzin)�Ą�KFI ȗƂ뺯ĠŭŘĎ뻟ŴĂ
ˢࠬɞތࠕچƓԻĀޡݸĉ뻟ģӊĄɞچĉΧͳȪęĜĀŪ˴뺯ŴŠǡ�
KFA ȗƂ�Michael Mendizza դǜᙕϷą��˨ͥƴ՝uuऊᅔĀƴ뻟ՍƀЏ
Ŧᑖ͎Āೄ��(Always Awakening – Buddha’s Realization, Krishnamurti’s 
Insight)ĂΒ뺯

44 Kabir Jaithirtha was principal of The Valley School, the K School in Bangalore. 
After K’s death, he left to co-found, to the west of Bangalore, the K-inspired 
school Centre for Learning (CFL). More recently he helped to found another 
K-inspired school, to the south of Bangalore: Shibumi. He was a trustee of KFI, 
and died in 2018.

44 Kabir Jaithirtha ӊĄ�“ͫୌƓҁ”�(The Valley School) Āҁǥ��˽ՍᅾƓҁʞǘ
 뺯ՍņșŶ��Ŵ˞Պͼ˽ҁ˄ȉĉդǜՇѩą�Centre forٕࡘʇΊȀߪ
Learning (CFL), ĂǨʞǘΊȀٕࡘŘɞͣɩՍ͵ᨠॷşĀƓҁ뺯˦ŭĎ��Ŵ
ńъՎՇӚąʞǘΊȀٕࡘŘϓĀԨĂǨͣɩՍ͵ᨠॷşĀƓҁ�Shibumi뺯
ŴӊĄՍƀЏŦᑖ͎ߪʇ̇ĜȗƂ��ǘ�2018 ŭņș뺯



Krishna if he would take over the School, Krishna deliberated and 
then announced, “I would be delighted.” This was very fortunate, as 
there were then quite a few difficulties there.

ćĕǴơϭƸġ��ĈĂʞϩȉ͠ᄃƦŜ��ŴŘҺ˱Ʀʓྤ
ĀƶКȉՍιȹ뺯ŦĴ��ā˄ăƢƆŴďĄĥĀƓҁɽޡݸ
ĉ�P. Krishna45뺯ҤϯՍǻɆૡމ��ȚŴŢЄĥޡݸĉĀƶƶ
ǚǚĝʈœȱķ��˄ħƥΫɍąŴǨĈĀĴǎŠ̉ƺ뺯Սɑ
ą�Krishna ŠŴĀŝĉդɘϡԑ��˄ʤОŞȉŴĀঊŔŠˏŔĶ
ιٟ��ˏŔĶĀަަĈĂơģŠŴĶĂőĎą뺯ɏϰ˩ĂƟ��Ս
ģŉȱķժΆĘĀ߽ǟ��ȤƧƈୟĥޡݸĉʸҒĀ྿ǌ��ŘӍħ
ŴԜ҄Ăޱࡴǫ뺯Սπ˩ğČ�Krishna, ŴǟħĂǩōǩĀˀȗ
Ɠŝ��ӊćſŚŠ߇िʕǟĿ뺯Սг׳ā��ȆŴɝ�Krishna Ąۚ
ШǋˈϯƓҁĴ, Krishna ۡΥąǦՌ��ĸƆ��“āŉǒǋ뺯” ĕŢ
ƓҁƦҶĄŉҲī٥˶Ā��ȂħȆĴŦƀȢǚࡥŏăɺܒȧ뺯

Once we were sitting together with Krishna’s lovely teenage daugh-
ters, and K told me in French: Do you see how different they are? Then 
he said to the others: I’ll translate. I said, You should not marry while 
you are too young.

45 Padmanabhan Krishna, a cousin of Radha Burnier, met K in 1958. He was 
professor of Physics at Benares Hindu University when K made him head of 
Rajghat Education Centre. He is a trustee of KFI and the author of A Jewel on 
a Silver Platter: Remembering Jiddu Krishnamurti. He speaks widely on 
Krishnamurti, religion and science. 

45 Padmanabhan Krishna Ą�Radha Burnier ĀȪܓ��Ŵǘ�1958 ŭʪԺՍ뺯Ȇح
ՍЄŴħ�Rajghat ͵آġķĀޡݸĉĴ��Ŵńć�Benares Hindu ęƓƀ͵౷
ˀȗƓ뺯ϝǡŴĄՍƀЏŦᑖ͎ߪʇ̇ĜȗƂ��ģĄָݮ��ĘĀɲ܉��ʥٴ
ġĀᆙ�ՍƀЏŦᑖ͎��(A Jewel on a Silver Platter: Remembering Jiddu 
Krishnamurti) ĂΒĀǟ͠뺯ŴńćͨŞϭӲĈȱՍƀЏŦᑖ͎뺮ඐ͵Šؘ
Ɠ뺯
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ĈĂơ��āĶŠ�Krishna ĀƕɳĶАćĂő��ȬĶȢҲԈᘛŭ
Ͼ��ĻıƣֲĈ࠷ǯ뺯ՍůʒГŢāĸ��“ĆşƍŊĈ��ȬĶĄŦ
ĭĀȉ۶ăǜ!” ƔŶŴŢęŝĸ��“āĎջཥĂĪ뺯āĸĀĄ��
ĆĶăˆ˽ćƖŭΜĀĴȊďʪӱ뺯”

Finally, it was arranged that K would take his meals in bed, as he 
had hardly any chance to eat during these lunchtime conversations. 
He had told me once that he never had the sensation of hunger, 
though he could eat properly nevertheless. But these days, being 
unwell, he ate very little indeed.

ύǘϡԑĴǎĀŢƸźՍǴٯŊĈůԑĀƯĜ��ǨŘŖͥȫ
͂ąՍćռĘůԑ뺯Ŵӊǁг׳ā��ŴȮĎŊĈĿቇۑĀƗƴ��
ҤϯŴĻŘȢ˩ɘθ뺯ăĿĕȏĐ��ύǘǻɆăҒ��ŴƐīŬĀ
ŉɺ뺯

After a walk one evening K asked R. R. Upasani46, who intended 
to retire from the Agricultural College at Rajghat, where he was prin-
cipal, if he would stay on to work for the Foundation. Upasani agreed 
to continue as long as K was there. I said to K, “Upasani should stay 
on even when you are not here.” K immediately asked Upasani: Sir, 
stay another year or more. Upasani was so moved that he wept. It 
was getting dark, and suddenly K asked: Where is he? as he could 

46 R. R. Upasani took up the position of Secretary of KFI in 1987. He established 
the retreat centre at Uttarkashi and the Nachiket School there, and he was 
Secretary of the Executive Committee for Sahyadri School, a K School begun 
after K’s death. He died in 2008.

46 R. R. Upasani ǘ�1987 ŭďՍƀЏŦᑖ͎ߪʇ̇Ĝ�(KFI) ܥΒǥĂܡ뺯
ŴՇӚąʞǘ�Uttarkashi Ā�“ՍƀЏŦᑖ͎иէġķ” ŘӍȆŞĀ�
Nachiket Ɠҁ��ˤʌŴģӊĄ�Sahyadri ƓҁĀࢉǄࢽ˴ĜܥΒǥ��˽ՍᅾƓ
ҁĄćՍņșŘŶŪӐĀ뺯Ŵǘ�2008 ŭņș뺯



Sunrise over the Ganges, at Rajghat
ޖĘĀūŜ,�Ѹުǘ�Rajghat

Fishermen off Adyar Beach, Madras (Chennai)
Adyar ʄභă˰̎ĀΧ,�Ѹުǘ�Madras 
ƍ؆�̇ਗ਼�
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not  discern Upasani in the darkness. It marked the onset of a kind of 
night blindness.47

ĂĐȐĘݷϳŶ��Սɝ�R. R. Upasani46 ĄۚШǋˈĪĎħ
̇Ĝʕǟ뺯R. R. Upasani Ą�Rajghat ȆŞࣔˡƓԻĀҁǥ��ȆĴ
ȢǙΚֱࡲ뺯Upasani ǜǋĸ��ŮđՍńćŦƀ��ŴďĜħ̇
Ĝʕǟ뺯āŢՍĸ��“̣̹Ćăćą, Upasani ģˆ˽ҬφʕǟĪ
ņ뺯” ǘĄՍӐ̣ɝ�Upasani: “ϵŀ��ǞαĘĂŭͱƑǥĴǎ
ť뺯”�Upasani ƻՍͣͣŞǙƛą��ŴɶؐႩᒺ뺯ĕĴ��Đɡऑऑ
�ąĪĎ��ӏƔ��Սɝߓ�“Upasani Ęͬɳņą!” ȂħŴćБߓġ
Ŋʒğʓ�Upasani뺯ĕģĄԚƞ͋ग़Āǡም뺯47

While he was at Rajghat, K several times addressed the sub -ject of sex. 
He pointed out that of course we would not exist if it were not for sex, 
which was simply a part of life. Somebody told K about a cross-cultural 
wedding where the guests were already gathered when it was discov-
ered that the bridegroom had  disappeared without explanation. K often 
referred to this story,  wondering at the girl’s apparent determination 
to marry despite  the great  difficulties inherent in such circumstances. 
At one point he w ondered aloud: Did they have sex? The innocence of 
this remark caused considerable laughter among those present.

ՍćRajghat, ӊĠơٟėąȡĕċƸʚ뺯ŴϱŜ��ƧưăĄ
Ȃħȡ��āĶȆƔăĜԪćą��ȡŮĄŀƜĀĂˌœƦǢ뺯Ĉĉ

47 A decade later Upasani told me about something he had felt during one of 
K’s last public talks, in India. He’d had the feeling that someone was going to 
shoot K. When he later mentioned this to K, K said yes and that it had taken 
all of his energy to prevent it.

47 ʈŭŶ, Upasani г׳āĈȱՍćߪʇŖŶĀȔũϭƸ��ȺġĈĂơŴƗƴė��
ĈĉđˋՍũ뺯Upasani ŶĎˋՍ͎őąĕɫƂ��Սĸ��ĄĀ��ȆĴŴůą
ǨĈĀĩʔĎٜŦƟĀƂşŀ뺯



ˋՍϭۅą��ćĂɁǊ͔Āӱ̈́Ę��ਓϢĶǢǁमࣙĂࠧ��ĕ
ĴşƍĥඤƄՙƄтŞϥ˫ą뺯ՍĴ˩ϭőĕċтƂ��źŴƗ
ėדኁĀĄŦʞĥۊұјđʪӱĀяʇ��̣ϔȆĴǊ͔Āӱ
ĜқėԭęĀ༆뺯ĈĂơ��ՍˍƦŜŞɝ��“ŴĶĄă
ĄĘĿռą!” ŴĀƸĄƧˤĐŬ��źćɁĀĉĂफເȟ뺯

There are two other, rather random memories that I have regarding 
K at Rajghat. When he sat with several Theosophists in Annie Besant’s 
old room on the campus, he asked them: What shall we talk about? 
Then he went on: Oh yes, I’ll tell you a few jokes. Also, Annie Besant’s 
coffee service was still in the room, but K did not have any recollec-
tion of it nor of the room itself. That coffee service must have been 
there for over sixty years.

ȱǘՍć�Rajghat, āńĈԨʌƪьȤևতɪĀʥٴ뺯ȆĴՍ
ŠǴʞʙ̦ƓĜĀŪ˴ȢАć�Annie Besant ŀǡćҁԽƀʐĿ
ĀӮǎ��ՍɝŴĶ��“āĶ˽ٟȏƇĭ!” ƔŶŴҬφƆ��“Ц��Ţ
ą��āƈĆĶϭǴċȟƸ뺯” ˤʌ, Annie Besant ȆŭůĿĀऋॡ
ůԵঞࢊćӮǎƀ��ȚՍŢĕӞऋॡůԵŊĈ̜ʥٴ��Ʀؼ
ŴŢĕċӮǎģŊĈ̜ߪճ뺯ŦӞऋॡůԵǽćŦƀࢵǭǢ
ǁɸĿԣʈŭą뺯

After the public talks we flew via Delhi to Madras. At the time 
of our arrival the weather was pleasantly warm. The palm trees and 
flowering shrubs moved gently in the fresh breeze. As we drove, in a 
cabriolet, from the airport to Vasanta Vihar, I suddenly felt as if I was 
returning home. At that very moment K remarked: It is like coming  
home!

ȔũϭƸʪŶ��āĶύ؞ƀ͊ϰ�Madras�
�뺯ā�ʇŞǩߪ
ĶࢃУĀĴȊ��ŦƀĀǯȊѽࢎوĉ뺯ᓞᶠ࠲Šҍɓშ҂ć�
ʓĥĀųɧġѽ߃Ş៌ڶŏ뺯ȆāĶАŏ᎑ǫȮƯɁũϰ�
Vasanta Vihar 
ཥͩ��Սć�Madras ĀʐǨ��Ĵ��āӏƔƴīĢŹ�
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ऊĄćƫŝĀɢĘ뺯ģďćŦĂՌ��ՍĸƆ��“ƗƴďČɏƫ
ŝĂƟâ”

Later as we walked along the beach we witnessed the surf crash-
ing thunderously onto the luminous yellow sand. There was a strong 
wind blowing but delicately-violet clouds hung in the sky. Against this 
background the full moon rose from the ocean just as the spectacular 
sun set opposite, which was mirrored for us on the surface of the Adyar  
River.

ŶĎ��āĶŏʄභݷϳ��ϝሼąʄ̨ํݎŞਣϸŏࣈࣈ
şʾĀֆɡޞභ뺯ʄɧஷॗ��ԢயɡĀԁࣸ༪߫ć˭ġ뺯ćĕ
ƟĀӺբĪ��Ă͟ھʃȮʄːǚᠫᠫő��ƣิಮโၟĀҔūć
Ţల॔ࡲ��ԧćāĶɕǡ�Adyar ޖĀǌǚĘ뺯

A few years ago while walking along Adyar Beach, I met a fisher-
man named Karuna Karan. He spoke English quite well, as he had 
studied for a time at the Theosophical Society’s Olcott School. He 
told me that when he was a shy little boy, K had once grasped his 
hand and taken him for a fast walk. He claimed that almost no one 
could keep up with K. He also said that some  villagers had asked K to 
look in on someone who was ill, and when he entered the person’s 
hut their fever disappeared. 

Ǵŭǡ��āć�Adyar ʄභݷϳĴқėĿĂʞǩͰ�Karuna 
Karan Ā܌뺯ŴĀӅГĸīŉČ��ȂħŴӊćʙ̦ƓĜĀ�
Olcott ƓҁƓІĿĂьĴǎ뺯Ŵг׳ā��ȆŴńĄċҴ೦ĀŇ
ˏĴ��ՍĈĂơেʐŴĀƋ��ɭŴĂőŨϳǇ뺯Ŵ̲؆ǴٯŊĈ
ĉĩ͚īĘՍ뺯Ŵń͎ė�ĂȏࣅΧӊɑ̂Սņ੦ʬĂċŀԇ
Āĉ��ȆՍɘɍŦċĉĀŇĴ��ŴĀşۢग़ޕďϥ˫ą뺯

At one point at Madras in 1985, I went to his room and he was 
looking at a newly published book whose cover image was a pho-



tograph of himself. Somewhat amused, he pointed to the cover and 
remarked: He looks a bit sad.

1985 ŭć�Madras, ĈĂƫāņąՍĀӮǎ��ŴȢćğĂǕĥ
Ŝ̈ĀΒ��ǚĄĂ˚ŴĢŹĀ̆Ǧ뺯Ŵȟŏϱąϱǚĸ���
“ŴğőĎĈžٱ˼뺯”

After only a few days in Madras we left for Rishi Valley. We started 
out early and this time saw the sun rising as the moon simultaneously 
set in the west. We were  travelling in a new car that was decidedly 
more comfortable than the old American one we had used on previ-
ous occasions. As usual, the car had been made available by a good 
friend, T. S. Santhanam48. We didn’t stop until we had covered half 
the distance and the first hills were coming into view. The morning 
landscape was immensely peaceful. A motorcyclist, stopped beside 
the road, was amazed to see K there. K was no less  astonished that 
someone should recognize him in this isolated spot.

ć�Madras ŮαąǴĐŶ��āĶďॷԙǡϰ�Rishi Valley 
Սᅾ
ƓҁǨćŞ�뺯āĶŜşīŉɋ��ȂƦĕơğėąƖіĀő��
ǜĴʃбȢȮɞ˪ҔĪ뺯ȆĴАĀĄĂࡴĥǫ��ŦׅƔđȤā
ĶƥǡůĀƳКſŚǫٵҒĠą뺯ĕࡴǫ֙ĄύČƤ�T. S. 
Santhanam48 ͎ࣂĀ뺯āĶ҈ăӕᐪŞ͖ɢ��ˢėǄഘąĂͤĀ

48 T. S. Santhanam was a businessman from Madras. His wife, Padma, was a 
trustee of KFI and very active at The School-KFI-Chennai. They died in 2005 
and 2006, respectively. Their son, Viji, has been a member of KFI’s Chennai 
Executive Committee for many years.

48 T. S. Santhanam ӊĄĂǩĎĢߪʇ�Madras Āԅĉ뺯ŴĀঊŔ�Padma ӊĄՍ
ƀЏŦᑖ͎ߪʇ̇Ĝ�(KFI) ȗƂ��˄ĂˢƜćʞǘ̇ਗ਼�(Chennai) ĀՍᅾ
Ɠҁ�The School-KFI뺯ŴĶœȍǘ�2005 ŭŠ�2006 ŭņș뺯ŴĶĀɳŔ�Viji 
ĠŭŘĎĂˢĄ�KFI ʞǘ̇ਗ਼ĀࢉǄࢽ˴ĜŪ˴뺯
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ɢԙ��ȆͫǉĂơɍɕᆟĴƷӕĪĎֱʜ뺯ʓࡇĀɧբƄ
Ȥиᙽ뺯Ăċज़ठǫĀĉӕćąɢ˪��ȆŴğėՍćŦƀĴ
Ɨėπ˩דኁ뺯ƦՍĀדኁģăۈǘŴ��ŊĞėćĕĭবᙆĀ
ŞƶأƔńĈĉĩΞŜŴĎ뺯

K conversed with our friendly chauffeur about his family and 
insisted that he should send his children to Rishi Valley School. Later 
the man’s son did indeed study there.

ՍȉāĶŦʞƤړĀѣƯٟąٟŴĀŝ४ߧޕ��˄ұ̰đŴ
ǳˏŔĶ̐ė�Rishi Valley ƓҁĘƓ뺯ŶĎ��ѣƯĀɳŔŬĀņ
ąŦƀփΒ뺯

Radhika lived on the same floor as K at Rishi Valley. She and I 
would have breakfast in K’s dining room. Sometimes, when he was 
feeling stronger, I would go to see him in his bedroom to say good 
morning. One time I said to him, regarding Rishi Valley, “It’s almost 
nicer than Ojai, though it is similar.” To which he replied: Of course.

ć�Rishi Valley, Radhika ŠՍʐćǜĂ֞ڝ뺯ȬŠāĜćՍĀ
ԑढ़ƀůɋԑ뺯ĈĴᑔ��ՍƗėĈžƺǯą��āϔĜņŴĀة
ğʬŴ��ɝ̲ɋȫ뺯ĈĂơ��āˋŴٟőą�Rishi Valley ĕċŞ
ƶ��āĸ��“̋ǴٯđȤ߇ᬤƑČ��̣ϔ̋Ķŉٔ뺯” Սƫ٫ĸ��
“ȆƔą뺯”

Because he was feeling so weak his daily walks were often 
 cancelled, but he still had a number of meetings with students and 
teachers. During our last walk together at Rishi Valley, in December 
1985, something happened. While I was looking with admiration at 
the lovely blue mountains east of the valley, K  suddenly put his arm 
around my shoulder and said something like: My dear friend. Radhika 
was with us, and when she reminded me of the scene, I asked her to 
write it down:



Windmill Rock in Rishi Valley. On a walk, K asked me: Who put those rocks there?
Rishi Valley Ā�“ɧǫྰ”뺯ĈĂơݷϳ��Սɝā��“ĄɉǳŦȏ܉ǼǽćŦƀĀ!”
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ύǘǻɆࠃࡀ��ŴĀū˩ݷϳǁ˩Ĝƻȿϥ��ȚŴঞƔȉƓ
ŀŠƳ̅ɘǄąĠơĜǚ뺯1985 ŭ�12 ʃ��āĶŖŶĂơć�
Rishi Valley Ăőݷϳ��ȆĴşŀąĂȏƂŰ뺯ȢȆāɭŏƄՄ
ſĀɕʾృʬͫୌʁ˪ſЊĀ٢ͫĴ��ՍӏƔůƋፔʐā
Ā੪ඇ��ĸąḀ̆��“āʤıĀȷƤ뺯”�Radhika ŠāĶćĂő��Ȇ
ȬƂŶˋā͎ėŦċɁբĴ��āɑȬǳȆĴĀĂϷĪĎ�

“As a party of us walked down the road, I could sense that he was 
straining every nerve to keep up with the small group of younger 
friends that walked with him that afternoon. But at one point, 
when we had reached the cluster of rocks under what the Rishi 
Valley children call Uday rock, his demeanor changed. There 
was an unexpected lull and I turned around to see the tension 
and effort go out of Krishnaji; he was his still and contemplative 
self. A moment later he turned around and embraced Friedrich, 
calling him my friend. Later that evening in his bedroom, say-
ing goodnight to him, I said, ‘Something happened to you this 
evening, didn’t it?’ Wearing the hooded look that came over him 
when he was approaching mystery, he said: Good for you to have  
noticed.”

“ŦĐĪϡ��ȆāĶĂǄĉǇćɢĘĴ��āĻŘƗėŴ�
Ս��Ȣ
ć።ҤƽƺŞ͚ĘŦĂŇŠŴĂőݷϳĀŭΜȷƤ뺯Ɣ
Ʀ��ďćāĶǇėྰ̣��܉�Rishi Valley ˏŔĶˍġĀ�Uday 
ྰĀĪƶ��ćŦĂՌ��ՍĀ౯яूǎϑȻą뺯ĈĂƞǋĞă
ėĀːи뺯ĕĴāʽǻğėӷ˚Š͗ƺǢǁͼũąՍƀЏ
Ŧ�
ཥͩ��ŢՍĀ؆��ĀǻɆ��ŴฎҫąŘϰиҍƦሹĞ
ŏĀޕя뺯ǦՌƥŶ��Ŵʽǻш̺ą�Friedrich 
ǕΒǟ͠�� ؆
����āˋŴƆąȐȫةŴħ�‘āĀȷƤ’뺯ŦĐȐĘćŴĀت
āĸ��‘ƎȐ��ĈȏƂŰćĆǻĘşŀą��ŢǾ!’ ŴĀɕͤࠤ˚
ͤuuȆŴˈ˦̦ܥƂˀĴďĜĈĕƟĀ̦ŰuuĸƆ���
‘ĆĩͩǋėĕĂžŬăǸ뺯’”�



Radhika’s use of the term “hooded look” reminds me of an occasion 
in the crowded dining room at Vasanta Vihar when I was sitting across 
from K and he suddenly caught my eye. How can I describe the flame 
that came from him? It was like a volcano bursting. The whole person 
was on fire. It reminded me of the sunset at Rishi Valley that K had 
described: You were of that light, burning, furious, exploding, without 
shadow, without root and word.49 I couldn’t stand this force, so eventu-
ally looked down. None of the other guests seemed to have noticed.

Radhika ͎ėĀ�“ɕͤࠤ˚ͤĀ̦Ű”��źāĞőąĈĂơ
ć�Vasanta Vihar шୂĀԑढ़ƀ��ȆĴāАćՍĀŢǚ��ӏƔǎ��
ŴڇőąāĀͩǋ뺯ā˽Ƨ̜̗֜ŴǻĘşŜĀΖᏛʝ!�ďɏ
ĄΖͫ૧ş뺯Ŵђċĉĝਫ਼ਫ਼ยۢŏ뺯ĕģźāĞőąՍӊ
༚ĿĀ�Rishi Valley ĀūҔ��“ĆȉŦʾાħĂɆ��ยۢ��ਨ��૧
ş��ŊĈঋ̊��ģŊĈ۷ǼŠҶГ뺯”49 ȆĴāƄʒܺɩĕܕƺ
ʔ��ǨŘŖͥӣĪąǼ뺯ȺŴϢĉٔٯĝŊĈͩǋėĕĂ뺯

A similar thing happened at the table in the west wing kitchen at 
Brockwood in the presence of two other people. It was unlimited 
energy, an immense force that he emanated. Did he want to show 
us something? It seemed to express Wake up or Come over. It had 
urgency. He used to tell us Move! Move! Occasionally on our walks he 
would push me on the shoulder, which seemed to indicate the same 
thing. This reminds me of a walk at Brockwood when K was rising after 
tightening his shoes and I told him that my grandmother used to say 
at the end of a break, “Debout les Morts!” (“Rise, you dead people!”) 
This he enjoyed very much.

49 See pp. 68–70 for more of this quotation from Krishnamurti’s Notebook. 

 ʥ��(Krishnamurti’s Notebook)ݓȒǉ68–70Ѯ��ƑĠ˞Ģ��ՍƀЏŦᑖ͎ނ 49
ĀȠȱڇǊ뺯
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ˤʌ��ćҘ໘Ս༭؞ɞاೀӮĀࢴ˪��ńĈԨʌƪĉćɁ��
ٔĀƂŰģӊşŀĿ뺯ĂƞƄՄĀĩʔ��Ăܕ؏ęĀƺʔȮŴ
ǻĘݷşŜĎ뺯ŴĄăĄĞđг׳āĶȏƇĭ!�ऊćȪУ�
“Ũ՝՝” ͱ͠�“ŨĿĎ”��ɭŏĂƞՌă̗મĀӷ௬Ɨ뺯ՍĿņ
˩˩ŢāĶĸ��“ƛőĎâ�ƛőĎâ” ٕݐćāĶݷϳĀĴȊ��ŴĜ
ȖĂĪāĀ੪ඇ��ĕٔٯģȪǆąǜƟĀǋΥ뺯ĕźāĞőą
ćҘ໘Ս༭؞ĀĂơݷϳ��ȆՍͷČąӟɭőǻĴ��āг׳Ŵ��
āĀంيĿņ˩˩ĜćֱʜʪĴĸ��“Debout les Morts�
ʒГ��
ŨőĎ��ĆĶĕȏǧĉ�â” Ŵŉॅ॓ĕ̥Ƹ뺯

I would sometimes try to observe K to guess what he was  thinking. 
But I couldn’t see anything; he was im pene trable. Perhaps because he 
wasn’t thinking. David Moody writes in his book The Unconditioned  
Mind:

ĈĴāĜɈŏҍՍĎࠊԏŴćĞƇĭ뺯ȚāƇĭģŊğ
ė��ŴĄƄʒƻϽۜĀ뺯ģϿĄȂħŴŊĈćΥҨ뺯David 
Moody ćŴĀ��ăɩ̑יĀķ��(The Unconditioned Mind) Ă
ΒġϷƆ��

“The conversation was coming to a close, and I gazed rather deeply 
into Krishnamurti’s eyes. He met my gaze completely, without any 
undue sense of modesty or confrontation. As I looked into his 
eyes, I had the uncanny sense that there was no one present, no 
structure of identity, on the other side. Whether this was a projec-
tion or a valid intuition I cannot say. I felt he was observing me 
as completely as I was observing him, and yet at the same time it 
was like looking through a clear window, with only open space on 
the other side.”50

“ٟƸࡥ˦̲ą��āͣͣŞཹ˸ŏՍƀЏŦᑖ͎Āɕࠤ뺯Ŵ
ȥƽŢĘāĀϝʾ�� ŊĈ̜ĿœĀᅗࡀͱ͠Ţ߂뺯Ȇāཹ
˸ŏŴĀɕࠤ��āĈĂƞăĻΥڱĀƗƴ��Ţǚ˄ŊĈĉ��ģ



ŊĈǻΎ뺯āŊʒĸĕĄۚŮĄāĀࠊԏ�� ńĄĂƞĻƱ୲
Āˢƴ뺯āƴīŴȢćƽǻķŞҍā�� ďɏāȢćƽǻķ
ŞҍŴĂƟ�� ƦǜĴ�� āƗƴɏĄۜĿĂົۜǆĀܣеć
ğܣ��еĀԨĂ˪ŮĈЙ๘Ā˭ǎ뺯”50

I used to wonder if I should include here what K told me about 
‘the face’. It always struck me as being too esoteric. However, after 
the publication of Mary Zimbalist’s memoirs and the book by Scott 
Forbes51, both of which mention ‘the face’, I’ve decided to do so. The 
term refers to the few occasions where K’s face would look unusually 
transcendent. I noticed it at the beginning of a public talk, when he 
stepped onto the platform looking very tired and slowly there was an 
almost other-worldly transformation. K once told me: It took them a 
long time to create the face. Who was he referring to with the word 
‘them’? 

āӊǁĂʇҨছĄۚˆ˽ćĕƀٟӍė�“Ŧ˚ӫ”��̞ಗȆĴ
ՍŢāĸĿĀĂȏƸ뺯āĂˢΞħĕċƸʚƖͣৎ��Ɩۍĉ͗

50 David Edmund Moody, The Unconditioned Mind – J. Krishnamurti and the 
Oak Grove School, pg. 55. © 2011. This material was reproduced by permis-
sion of Quest Books, the imprint of The Theosophical Publishing House 
(www.questbooks.net).

50 ˞Ģ�David Edmund Moody Ā��ăɩ̑יĀķuuJ· ՍƀЏŦᑖ͎ȉዲ࠲
 Ɠҁ��(The Unconditioned Mind – J. Krishnamurti and the Oak Groveڄ
School) ĂΒǉ�55 Ѯ © 2011뺯Ǖʭ̗ǁύ�Theosophical Publishing House 
(www.questbooks.net) ĪĀ�Quest Books Ŝ̈ףϿĻҫ̑뺯

51 In the Presence of Krishnamurti: Mary’s Unfinished Book, and Krishnamurti: 
Preparing to Leave, respectively.

51 �ćՍƀЏŦᑖ͎ǻ˪��Mary λȥŪƥΒ��(In the Presence of Krishnamurti: 
Mary’s Unfinished Book) Š��ՍƀЏŦᑖ͎� :Ǆƥǡ��(Krishnamurtiࡥ�
Preparing to Leave)
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̛ą뺯ƔƦ�Mary Zimbalist ĀƫٴԍŘӍ�Scott Forbes51 ϷĀΒ
Ŝ̈Ŷ��Βġĝ͎ėą�“Ŧ˚ӫ”, ǨŘāјǭȀɍĕȏʭ̗뺯�
“Ŧ˚ӫ” ϱĀĄćԚȏ̖ກؗߧĪ��ՍĀӫğőĎߜٯࡋ˩Ā
ɸࢢ뺯āćĂơȔũϭƸġͩǋėąĕĂž��ȆŴǇĘϭхĴ, 
ğőĎŉୠཱུ��ऑऑŞĂƞǴٯɸƔճʌĀʽȻşŀą뺯Սӊ
ǁг׳ā��“ŴĶɓąŉǥĴǎƷՇҝŜĕ˚ӫ뺯” ՍǨĸĀ��
“ŴĶ” ϱĀƣĄɉʝ!�

After teachers from Brockwood, Ojai and the other Indian Schools 
arrived at Rishi Valley for an International Teachers Conference, it 
turned out that K was able to attend some of the meetings. Because 
of his poor health, his active participation had not been planned, but 
it raised the discussions to a higher level. These talks, too, are included 
in the book The Future Is Now/The Last Talks. 

ĂɁŚٗ͵̅Ĝڱʹۗć�Rishi Valley ແũ��ȆĴĎĢҘ໘Ս
༭؞뺮߇ᬤŠȺŴߪʇՍᅾƓҁĀƳ̅ĶĝǢमࣙĂࠧ뺯Ŗͥ
ՍģϩȀąȺġǴɁĜڱ뺯ҨছėՍĀԾ֗ߧޕăމ��ŴĀϗ
ԭϩȉǕĎăćǋնƥġ��ƔƦȢĄŴĀϩȉźΡĘėą
ĂċĥĀƬʇ뺯ĕȏϭƸǜƟģʵԍćą��λḌ̌ȆĪ��(The 
Future Is Now) ƣǩ��ŖŶĀϭƸ��(The Last Talks) ĂΒġ뺯

During his final two years visiting Rishi Valley, K spoke with the 
lovely younger pupils there, recordings that are available online. 
After one of the final discussions, K asked me: Did  you  see these 
boys and girls? They will be thrown to the wolves. His relationship 
with students and his views on education always fascinated me. The 
following gives  an indication of how he saw education for young  
children.

Սਲ਼ɝ�Rishi Valley ĀŖŶƪŭƀ��ŴȉŦȏĻıĀ뺮ŭƑ
ŇĀƓŀĶιٟ��ĕȏŢƸϝǡĻŘćϞʵğ뺯ʥīŖŶŦǴ
ơΡ��ȺġĈĂơǔǔʪ��Սɝā��“ĆğėĕȏȵˏŠƕˏ



ąǾ!�ŴĶĜƻ೮ɘఴ뺯” ՍȉƓŀĀȱͷŠŴŢ͵آĀğʒ
ɽĄźāŏ뺯ĪǚĕьƸćĂǭԙʇĘȪǆąՍĄƧ̜ğα
нɺŭ͵آĀ뺯

Education for the very young

ˏ͎ĴͳĀ͵آ

With the very young what is most important is to help them to free 
themselves from psychological pressures and problems. Now the 
very young are being taught complicated intellectual problems; their 
studies are becoming more and more technical; they are given more 
and more abstract information; various forms of knowledge are being 
imposed on their brains, thus conditioning them right from childhood. 
Whereas what we are concerned with is to help the very young to 
have no psychological problems, to be free of fear, anxiety, cruelty, 
to have care, generosity and affection. This is far more important 
than the imposition of know ledge on their young minds. This does 
not mean the child should not learn to read, write and so on, but the 
emphasis is on psychological freedom instead of the acquisition of 
knowledge, though that is necessary.

ŢǘŭਿĀˏŔĶĎĸ��ŖȶđĀĄъՎŴĶȮͨƞķȗؤƺ
ŠķȗɝʚġǇŜĎ뺯ƧƎ��ŭŉŇĀƓŀďǢǁćƓІҫ
�ȧΓĀғƺɝʚކ�ŴĶĀƓІȢȻīɿĎɿԵĈʗˡȡ��ŴĶ
ȢćȌȿɿĎɿĠĀ։ճƱʜ��ͨƞ֜КĀƢԺȢƻ˓ȀǘŴ
ĶĀęќ��ȂƦȮˏ͎Ĵͳďũ˨ąŢŴĶĀ̑י뺯ƦāĶǨ
ȱķĀקĄъՎŭŉŇĀˏŔĶăđĈ̜ķȗĘĀɝʚ��
뺯ĕ˰˰đȤړാ뺮౦ছ뺮ण֧��Ȼīȱı뺮ឤཇŠƤࣻࢊ
ǳƢԺ˓ȀǘŴĶŭਿĀǼќƑħȶđ뺯ĕ˄ăǋŏŇˏŔ
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ďăůƓІփΒŠϷϹǅǅ��ƦĄȝȶžǽćķĀĢύĘ��ă
ǞĄƢԺĀȌȿuuؓƔƢԺģĄκ̀Ā뺯

Letters to the Schools  
now titled The Whole Movement of Life Is Learning 

letter of 1 October 1979 
© 1981 & 2006 Krishnamurti Foundation Trust Ltd

˞Ģ��ƈƓҁĀƱ��(Letters to the Schools)
ƍཥǩħ��͵آďĄ̛ǽķ��(The Whole Movement of Life Is Learning)

“1979 ŭ�10 ʃ�1 ū” ĀƱ
© 1981 & 2006 ՍƀЏŦᑖ͎Ʊ̇Ĝ

On one occasion at Rishi Valley we were talking with K about set-
ting up an adult study centre. Suddenly a hoopoe bird came to the 
window and began pecking vigorously on the glass, obviously want-
ing to come in. K calmed it: All right, all right, I’m here, I’m here. Later 
Radhika told me that K often talked with the bird. She once entered 
his room and thought he must have a visitor, as he was saying: You 
are welcome to bring your  children, but they probably would not like 
it here because when I am gone they will shut the windows and you 
will not be able to find a way out. Also regarding birds, it seems to me 
that it was Mary Cadogan who once told me that when K heard one 
of the first audio recordings of himself speaking to an audience in 
the open air in India, his response was: Play it again, play it again – it 
was just like that! When asked what was like that, he responded: The 
birds! The birds!

ĈĂơć�Rishi Valley, āĶȢćȉՍΡӚӐĂċŪĉƓІ
ġķĀƂŰ뺯ӏƔ��ĂŮਗ۩͊ࣀėąܣˍ��ůƺŞᴿŏܣර
ඍ��ׅƔĄĞđɘĎ뺯Սȫ၆̋Ɔ��“Čť��Čť��āćĕƀ��āć
ĕƀ뺯” ŶĎ, Radhika г׳ā��Սǁ˩ŠŦŮࣀĸƸ뺯ĈĂơ��



ȬǇɘՍĀӮǎ��ŘħƀǚĂǭĈϢĉć��ȂħŴȢćĸ��“Ǳ
ĆɭĆĀˏŔĶĎ��Ț̋ĶģϿăĜǛǱĕƀ��ȂħāǇąŘ
Ŷ��ŴĶĜȱĘܣе��ƦĆĶďˣăėŜņĀɢą뺯” ńĈȱǘ
ā��ȆՍȴėŴĢŹć׳ճġĄ�Mary Cadogan гߪɳĶ��āࣀ
�ĐȔũϭƸŖɋĀĂ࣪ԍ͡Ĵ��ŴĀѢˆĄ܋ʇߪ�“ǞǽĂơ��
ǞǽĂơuuŬĀďĄŦƟâ” ȆƻɝėƇĭďĄŦƟĴ��Ŵƫ
٫�”ɳâࣀɳâ�Ŧȏࣀ“�

Another recollection of that visit to Rishi Valley is the time that a 
farmer driving a bullock cart invited me to jump up onto the back 

Ricefields at Rishi Valley Education Centre
ጨॵ��Ѹުǘ�Rishi Valley ͵آġķ
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of it. It was a hard ride and I was gripping the side tenaciously. I was 
afraid that if the bullock took off I would go flying. We rode by K’s 
room in the old guest house, and I looked for him at his window. He 
didn’t seem to be there but later he said: You were really holding tightly 
to the bullock cart. I imagined him seeing me with a sixth sense, and 
others since then have told me similar stories.

Ŧơਲ਼ɝ�Rishi Valley, āńĈԨĂьƫٴ��ĈĂʞഘŏЛǫĀ
ࣔΧɑāܘĘ̋ĀŶǚ뺯ā֎ĘąЛǫ��ǇąĂьඔȧĀ
ɢ뺯āŞܙʐ൬Ⴐ��ࠬķđĄЛǫ҃őĎ��āĜăĜ͊Ŝ
ņ뺯āĶਸ਼ŏЛǫǁĿąϢӮ��āۜĿՍӮǎĀܣеˣŴ뺯
ȆĴŴٔٯăćŦƀ��ȚŶĎŴŢāĸ��“ĆćЛǫĘĻܙīŬ
ѿӷĀ뺯” āࠊĞŴĄůǉԣƗğėąā��ȮŦŘŶ��ȺŴĉģ
ƈāϭĿٔĀтƂ뺯

On one walk at Rishi Valley, there was a beggar on the side of the 
road. K recognized him and shook his hand. Sometimes when villag-
ers were walking towards us they would step off the road; K would try 
to get them back on. He was always concerned for poor people, and 
in a talk with students at Rishi Valley he described the long distances 
the village children had to walk to their school. He urged the Rishi 
Valley students to put pressure on their teachers to provide a bus 
for these children. To avoid this, one of the students said something 
like, “But you are the president, you could do something!” which 
caused some laughter. In 1984 at an International Trustees Meeting 
at Brockwood, K took Radhika’s hand and made her promise to estab-
lish so-called satellite schools in the villages. She did so, and there are 
now nineteen of them. 

ĈĂơć�Rishi Valley ݷϳ��ɢ˪ĈĂċይᖵ뺯ՍΞŜąŴ��
ŠŴেąেƋ뺯ĈĴ��ƧưࣅΧ࠷āĶǇĿĎ��ŴĶĜƈāĶź
ɢ��ƦՍĜɈʏźŴĶƫėɢĘĎǇ뺯ՍɽĄŉȱķਬĉ��ć�
Rishi Valley ĂơȉƓŀĶĀٟƸġ��ŴۅąࣅƀĀˏŔĶκ



݉ǥ़ᐶคņƓҁĘƓ뺯Ŵਇ�Rishi Valley ĀƓŀˋŴĶĀƳ
̅ੌȀؤƺ��źŴĶħĕȏˏŔ͎ࣂĂࡴҁǫ뺯ħą࢘ॺĕċ
Ӫ��ȺġĂǩƓŀĸąٔĕƟĀƸ��“ȚĆĄҁǥ��ĆĻŘĞ
žѩʒŵâ” ڇĎąĂǦȟ̲뺯1984 ŭćҘ໘Ս༭؞ແũĀŚ
ٗȗƂĜڱĘ��Սেʐ�Radhika ĀƋ��źȬϿćͨċࣅଆӚӐ
Ǩ࡙Ā�“ېɪƓҁ”뺯Radhika ăݸȶ��ƧƎŦƀǢǁӚŪą
ęי˗ʈǨ�“ېɪƓҁ”뺯

The state of K’s health made it difficult for me to fathom how he 
could possibly give the scheduled series of talks to  thousands of peo-
ple in Bombay. I felt great relief when he had them cancelled. After he 
returned to Madras, I travelled with a few teachers from Brockwood 
and Ojai to visit The Valley School in Bangalore. Afterwards I myself 
returned to Madras for another week and joined K on some of his 
walks along Adyar Beach.

ՍĀԾ֗ߧޕźāŉȧĞճŴəĭĻĩ܍ʹۗˈŏćྗɮ
ƈ̾ԮĉɘǄĂͷԉĀϭƸ뺯ǨŘȆŴŶĎȿϥąǄԙ��āę
ęŞؠąĂˍǯ뺯ćՍƫė�Madras ŘŶ��āŠǴʞĎĢҘ໘Ս
༭؞Š߇ᬤĀƳ̅ĂőǇਲ਼ąʞǘΊȀٕࡘ�(Bangalore) Ā�“ͫ
ୌƓҁ” (The Valley School)뺯ƥŶ��āƣĂċĉƫėąMadras, 
ćŦƀαąĂċɪʿ��ʿǎĈǴơŠՍĂőŏ�Adyar ʄභݷ
ϳ뺯

On one of my last ever walks with K, on the beach, we had just 
reached the house of Radha Burnier when suddenly he took my arm 
firmly under his and we walked at high speed around the house. I 
wondered if he was exorcising it.

ĕĄāŖŶǴơŠՍĂőݷϳ��ĈĂơŏʄභ��āĶǔǇ
ė�Radha Burnier ĀʐǨǡ��ĕĴՍӏƔܙőāĀƋ��ӷӷ
ćŴĀᏔᎼĪǚ��ƔŶāĶŨю൳ŏŦċӮŔǇąőĎ뺯āᑏ
ŏŴĄăĄćƈӮŔႛబ뺯
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Soon K decided to leave for Ojai. It would be easier to obtain 
medical treatment while staying at Pine Cottage, and he would have 
more tranquillity there. Scott Forbes, who had travelled with him from 
Rishi Valley to Madras, was the perfect person to accompany him on 
this journey across the Pacific.

ŉŨ��Սјǭǡϰ߇ᬤ뺯ćۭؠ�(Pine Cottage) ˈɩܭਐĜ
Ƒƶϔ��ŦƀģƑȫиȏ뺯ȆحĄύ�Scott Forbes ڈǜՍĂő
Ȯ�Rishi Valley ĎėąMadras, ƦˤơસϽƖːߋĀӄԙ��Ŵģ
ĄڈՍĀŖމĉ˞뺯

After returning to Europe, I spent three weeks in the Swiss moun-
tains and then flew directly to California, for Ojai.

ƫė߇िŘŶ��āćวՂͫҡαąƁċɪʿ��ƔŶϔˢˈ͊
ϰȀϙ˟ۈڲ��ϝĀŞ߇ᬤ뺯



… Someone comes along and is extraordinarily curious to know how a 
person like K lives.

“……ĈĉĿĎ߯ਲ਼��π˩ČԱŞĞƢƆĂċɏՍĕƟĀĉĄ
Ƨ̜ŀƜĀ뺯”

 Although K did not address these words to me, I felt that they 
could well apply to me. It was not so much his life story that I 

was interested in (how Theosophists discovered a neglected boy who 
then developed into the World Teacher) but rather how this extraor-
dinary person who inspired such respect actually lived his daily life. 
As it turned out, my curiosity was more than satisfied. 

ؓƔՍ˄ŊĈŢāĸĕȏƸ��ȚāƴīĕȢĄāĞđą̛
Ā뺯ŢŴĀŀːтƂ��ā˄ăʈœƗٚ׀�
ʙ̦Ɠ͠ĶĄƧ̜
şƍĂċăőɕĀȵˏ��ȵˏŶĎƣŪħąșʆ֢̅���āƑƗ
ĉˀ��ŴǰٗĀū˩ŀƜĄࢢĀĄ��ĕʞƧˤɩĉృĀπٚ׀
əƟĀ뺯ƦŖͥ��āĀČԱķȥƽīėą͟Ӗ뺯

In February 1986, at the age of 90, Krishnamurti, at the end of an 
extraordinary life, came back to Ojai to die. 

RE T U R N TO OJ A I

ƫė߇ᬤ
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1986 ŭ�2 ʃ, 90 ξĀՍƀЏŦᑖ͎ćŴπࢢĂŀĀŖŶĴ
ʾ��ƫėą߇ᬤ��ćŦƀȉșǥဂ뺯

While on his deathbed, mail came to him from around the world 
and he had it read to him. I was amazed at the banal and trivial things 
with which the dying man was presented.

Ŵͥࡥǡ��ʵėąĎĢșʆͨŞĀƱɫ��ŴźĉǳƱЯƈŴ
ȴ뺯ۍāדኁĀĄ��ĂċͥࡥĀĉȴėĀأĄĂȏːၱŠߌ
ĀƂŰ뺯

Some months earlier K had told me he would soon die, and he had 
said the same to Erna Lilliefelt. Everyone was hoping for a recovery. 
Indeed, forty years earlier, during the war years in Ojai, he had once 
been so ill that his doctors had all but given up on him; yet a homeo-
pathic doctor, Hubert (Hugh) W. Keller, looked after him devotedly, 
for a whole year, and of course he did recover.52

Ǵċʃǡ��Սӊг׳ā��ŴĀŀЄŉŨďĜʪ뺯ŴŢ�Erna 
Lilliefelt ģĸąǜƟĀƸ뺯ƲċĉĝЏʬŴĜ֗ҫ뺯ƦƂǰĘ��
˗ʈŭạ̇̄ȕͿʿǎ��ć߇ᬤŴӊǁԇīŉȶ��ŘψǘֶŀĶǴ
�ਐܭąŢŴĀڡǽٯ�ȆĴĈĂʞǩͰ�Hubert (Hugh) W. Keller 

52 This information was given to me in Ojai by Marjorie Keller, the doctor’s 
widow. In 2022 their daughter Sandhya forwarded me a draft manuscript of 
notes that Dr. Keller had put together from conversations he’d had with K 
during his recovery. Another daughter is preparing to publish the manuscript, 
titled Transformation.

52 Ęۅʭ̗ĄύֶŀĀࠝ⒜�Marjorie Keller ć߇ᬤгƢāĀ뺯2022 ŭ,�ŴĶĀ
ƕɳ Sandhya ƈąāĂΎȆĴ�Keller ֶŀćՍ֗ҫʿǎȉՍٟƸĀݓʥƋ
ྕ뺯ŴĶĀԨĂċƕɳȢѤ҄Ŝ̈ĕΎƋྕ,�ʚħ��ʽȻ��(Transformation)뺯



Ā؋όਐʒֶŀĂˢƽķƽǋŞܷ̆Ŵ��ђђĂŭĴǎ��ŶĎŴ
ȆƔĄ֗ҫą뺯52

A very moving account of K’s death is given by Dr. Deutsch, 
his doctor at the time, in Evelyne Blau’s53 book Krishnamurti: 100 
Years. Right till the end he was concerned about humanity and those 
who had come close to him – in other words, about others above  
all.

ć�Evelyne Blau53 Ā��ՍƀЏŦᑖ͎ԡ̙��(Krishnamurti: 100 
Years) ĂΒġ��Dr. Deutsch, ՍȆĴĀֶŀ��ďՍĀͼșǟąĂ
ьƗĉψͣĀۅ뺯ˢėŀЄĀŖŶĴՌ��Ս֙Ɣćȱķŏђ
ċĉŠŴǻ˪Āĉ��ҕ̥Ƹĸ��ŴϘϵȱķĀńĄȍĉ뺯

During these last days, Rukmini, a student at Oak Grove, wrote 
him a letter asking, as far as I can recall, “What will happen to the 
world once you are gone?” K had it read to him and, despite being 
in great pain and feeling very weak physically, he did not forget the 

53 Evelyne Blau was a long-time trustee of KFA. In addition to Krishnamurti: 100 
Years (which includes the important ‘dissolution of the Order of the Star’ talk, 
as well as many people’s recollections of K), she edited, along with Mark 
Edwards, All the Marvelous Earth. She produced several theme videos, as well 
as the films on K’s life and teachings With a Silent Mind and The Challenge of 
Change, made with Michael Mendizza. She is now 101.

53 Evelyne Blau ӊǥʿࠬՍƀЏŦᑖ͎ſṤĜȗƂ뺯ȬăّᙕϷą��Ս
ƀЏŦᑖ͎ԡ̙��(Krishnamurti: 100 Years) ĂΒ�
Ⱥġ་ࣧą�“̛ݷʁƶșʆ
ǆɪף” ĀȶđϭƸŘӍ۶ĠĉŢՍĀƫٴ���Ȭńȉ�Mark Edwards Ăőৠ٧
ą��ƧˤԱࣗĀŞЎ��(All the Marvelous Earth) ĂΒ뺯Ȭ̑ǟąĠċՍȠȱ
Āǂʚ˸Ӥ��ńȉ�Michael Mendizza ԓʸՇǟąƪˌѢՍŀːӍ͵ᨠĀǗ
̊݁ԍǦࢳ��иĀķ��(With a Silent Mind) Š��ʽȻĀסͿ��(The Challenge 
of Change)뺯ȬƎŭ�101 ξ뺯��
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matter, later asking at least twice whether his thanks had been con-
veyed. He left Rukmini a book (Les Fables de La Fontaine), which she 
has told me she enjoyed very much, and a string of Indian prayer  
beads.

ćĕŖŶĀūŔƀ��ዲڄ࠲ƓҁĀĂʞƓŀ�Rukmini ƈՍϷ
ąĂƱ��ā॔יʥīƱġȬĕƟɝƆ��“ĆǇąŘŶ��ĕċșʆ
ĜşŀƇĭ!”ՍźĉЯąĕƱƈŴȴ��ҤϯǻɆܺɩŏԭę
ĀͽХ��ƦؼƗƴπ˩ࠃࡀ��ȚŴŊĈϛʥĕɫƂ��ŶĎψɺઇ
ɝĿƪơŴĀƗ̳ĄۚǢǁƻ̙У뺯Ŵƈ�Rukmini ңĪąĂǕ
Β��ӘఇเҶ��
ཥͩ: Les Fables de La Fontaine,�ʒŚࠨĉ�
Jean de La Fontaine 1621–1695�Ā̙șƥǟ���ŶĎ�Rukmini г׳
āȬπ˩ǛǱĕǕΒ��ԨʌńĈĂಚߪʇЯ੶뺯

And he could still laugh. When he enquired about my house in Ojai 
and I told him that construction was still going on and that it was hell, 
he laughed so hard I was afraid the feeding tubes that passed through 
his nose might move and cause him some pain.

ˤʌ��Ŵ֙Ɣĩѿęȟ뺯Ŵઇɝāć߇ᬤĀӮŔɘƧ̜��
āг׳ŴĸੌʕঞćҬφ��ƦŦҺˢďĄŞ༒��Ŵȴąęȟă
Ǣ��ŘَǘāҴЂϽĿŴૹŔĀɘθϯĻĩĜࡡʞ��ƈŴɭĎă
Ғ뺯

But by now K was very ill, and he had asked for some of the trus-
tees to come and be with him so that they could talk over urgent 
Foundation matters. In spite of terrible weakness and pain he spoke 
in his usual simple, clear way to these friends who had gathered from 
around the world.54 He laid the responsibility of cooperation on 
them. He said that the president and Secretary of the Foundations 
should not take on any other work. He talked about the possibility 
of bringing together a group of people whose main task would be to 
travel and hold the whole thing together.



The Nandi, a traditional Indian sculpture of a kneeling cow, near the Pepper Tree at 
Pine Cottage. One time, I saw it with flowers on its head and asked Mary Zimbalist 
if Indians had been visiting. She said K had told her to put flowers on it sometimes, 
so that it feels at home.

̦Лຬർ��ĂǼมŏĀيЛĀ̙Ֆߪʇຬർ��̋ʞǘۭؠॶĀঙ৹࠲ઐ˦뺯ĈĂ
ơ��āğėຬർǼĘǽąĂȏɓ��ǘĄɝ�Mary Zimbalist,�ĄăĄĈߪʇĉĎ߯ਲ਼
Ŀą뺯ȬĸĄՍźȬٕݐćຬർǼĘǽĂȏɓ��ĕƟ̋ĜĈćŝĀƗƴ뺯
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ȚˤĴՍĀԇŰǢǁȀȶ��ŴແמąǴʞ̇ĜȗƂ��źŴ
Ķңćǻ˪Řԅ̇ĜĀӷߤƂӪ뺯ҤϯǻɆԭʇࠃࡀ��ń
ܺɩŏݰهĀԩͽ��ՍŘŴĂᆉҺ˱ǆąĀƶКŠĕȏĎĢș
ʆͨŞĀȷƤĸƸ뺯54 ՍźŴĶᑞǄৗǜʸǟĕĂޡܡ뺯Ŵĸ
ǨĈĀ̇ĜǂଋŠܥΒǥĝăˆ˽ԨʌǞȮƂȺŴʕǟ뺯Ŵ
ńٟėąĕƟĀĻĩȡ�ĉ˴��ŴĶĀǂđӪĄउǇغʸĂמ�
ćͨċ̇Ĝƥǎ��ȝĕĂОཹࣙćĂő뺯

He once told me at Brockwood while we were coming back from 
a walk: This place should always stay like this; and when he was asked 
what we ought to do after his death, he answered: Care for the land 
and keep the teachings pure.

ćҘ໘Ս༭؞��ĈĂơāĶݷϳƫĎ��ՍŢāĸ��“ĕċŞƶ
ˆ˽к˰̝̰ƍćĀƟŔ뺯” ȆƻɝӍ��ŴņșŘŶ��āĶˆ˽
ƙȏƇĭ��Ŵƫ٫��“ı֕ĕǦעŞ��̝̰͵ᨠĀڙȢ뺯”

When I went to see K towards the end, he said: Come and visit me 
every day. But I didn’t, because he was so weak and I didn’t want to 
disturb him.

ŖŶĀūŔƀ��āņğʬՍ��Ŵĸ��“ƲĐĝĎğāť뺯” ȚĄ
āŊĈŦƟƙ��ȂħŴƖࠃࡀą��āăĞǞņǙ০Ŵ뺯

54 An account of K’s last days can be found in the third volume, The Open Door, 
of Mary Lutyens’s biography of K, as well as in the same author’s The Life and 
Death of Krishnamurti. Scott Forbes has published his first-hand account in 
Krishnamurti: Preparing to Leave.

54 ĈȱՍŀЄŖŶĀūŔ��ĻŘć�Mary Lutyens�ᙕϷĀՍᅾ̙ʥǉƁਲ���ũ
Āęɠ��(The Open Door) ĂΒġˣėȠȱॄۅ��ģĻϩȒȬᙕϷĀԨĂǕΒ�
�ՍƀЏŦᑖ͎Āŀȉǧ��(The Life and Death of Krishnamurti)뺯Scott Forbes  
ć��ՍƀЏŦᑖ͎�Ǆƥǡ��(Krishnamurti: Preparing to Leave) ĂΒġģşࡥ�
ȪąŴĀʤ֒ॄۅ뺯



Until the final moment, his mind was clear. I saw him for the last 
time three days before his death. He said to me: Je suis en train de 
partir, vous comprenez? (I am leaving, you understand?) These were his 
last words to me.

ˢėŖŶĂՌ��ŴĀǼќ֙Ɣ̝̰ʓྤ뺯āŖŶĂơȒŴĄ
ćŴņșǡƁĐ뺯ŴŢāĸ��“Je suis en train de partir, vous 
comprenez 
ʒГ��āđǇą��ĆǆɃǾ�!” ĕĄŴŢāĸĀŖŶ
Ḁ̆Ƹ뺯

On the night of K’s death, I felt an enveloping wave of peace 
flood gently but powerfully through the valley with the brilliant moon- 
light.

ՍņșĀŦċȐĘ��āƗėĂܕƄȤݶиĄ̄��ćᮽ।Ā
ʃʾĪ��મમŞໝɍͫୌ뺯

An extraordinary space in the mind
ķġπࢢĀ˭ǎ

You see, death is destruction. It is final; you can’t argue with it. You 
can’t say, “No, wait a few days more.” You can’t discuss; you can’t 
plead; it is final; it is absolute. We never face anything final, absolute. 
We always go around it, and that is why we dread death. We can 
invent ideas, hopes, fears, and have beliefs such as “we are going to 
be resurrected, be born again” – those are all the cunning ways of 
the mind, hoping for a continuity, which is of time, which is not a fact, 
which is merely of thought. You know, when I talk about death, I am 
not talking about your death or my death – I am talking about death, 
that extraordinary  phenomenon.
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Ćğ��ǧ୭ďĄଏஒ뺯̋Ąͥž��ĆƄʒŠ͍̋ń͍뺯Ć
ăĩĸ��“ă��ǞǅǴĐ뺯” ŊĈԅʔĀŞ��ĆģƄʒᑿ̂̋��̋
Ąͥž��̋ĄӗŢĀ뺯āĶȮŊĈǚŢĿ̜ӗŢĀ뺮ͥԭĀ
Ƃˀ뺯āĶɽĄ൳Ŀ̋��ĕďĄāĶാЂǧ୭ĀʅȂ뺯āĶĻ
ŘşǆĂȏȗЯ뺮ЏʬŠࣻാ��̝̰ณƧ�“āĶȝĜҫƜ��āĶ
ȝĜǞŀ” ƥĀƱృ��ƔƦĕȏĝĄǼќᣁ᮹Ā᱓ৣ��̋ఒʬ
φuuƦĕƞ�“φ” Ą͒ǘĴǎĀ��̋˄ăĄƂǰ��̋ŮĄ
ΥĞĀмˀ뺯ĆƢƆ��ȆāٟΡǧ୭ĀĴȊ��āăĄćٟΡĆĀ
ǧ୭ͱāĀǧ୭��āĄćٟΡǧ୭��ĕƞπࢢĀƍճǕǻ뺯

… So when we talk about death, we are not talking about your 
death or my death. It does not really very much matter if you die or I 
die; we are going to die, happily or in misery – die happily, having lived 
fully, completely, with every sense, with all our being, fully alive, in 
full health, or die like miserable people crippled with age, frustrated, 
in sorrow, never knowing a day, happy, rich, never having a moment 
in which we have seen the sublime. So I am talking about Death, not 
about the death of a particular person.

……ǨŘȆāĶٟΡǧ୭Ĵ��āĶăĄćٟΡĆĀǧ୭ͱāĀ
ǧ୭뺯ăϯĄĆǧͱĄāǧ��ĝăĄƇĭęăąĀƂ��āĶĝȧ
Ăǧuu˶˟Şǧņͱ͠ͽХŞǧņ뺯ƧưāĶǢǁ֦œ࢘
Ş뺮ȥђŞŀƜĿą��ůėąāĶǨĈĀƗЋ��ƽǻķŞ뺮֦͟
ƜƺŞ뺮Ծ֗ŞʇĿąĂŀ��āĶϔ˶˟Şǧņ��ͱ͠āĶĜɏ
ŦȏɩąξʃĀዂणࢶࢶ��ᇚǱĀĉŦƟǧņ��ᒳྩ뺮ٱ˼��
ȮŊĈɆĜĿĂĐŨǒƣֲӖĀūŔ��ģȮλĈĂՌೄȒĿŦ
ψƬψĘƥˀ뺯ǨŘāćٟΡĀĄǧ୭Ǖǻ��ƦăĄԚĂċĉ
Āǧ୭뺯

… If you have cut everything around you – every psychological 
root, hope, despair, guilt, anxiety, success, attachment – then out 
of this operation, this denial of this whole structure of society, not 
knowing what will happen to you when you are operating completely, 



out of this total denial there is the energy to face that which you call 
death.

……ƧưĆǢОגąĆ̡ĀĂОuuƲĂċķȗĘĀ֮
۷뺮Џʬ뺮ӗʬ뺮ݸᎀ뺮౦ছ뺮ŪβŠ֙Ӂ��ŦĭʙĿĕĂ�“О
Ć˄ăƢƆȝĜşؼĜʪઓĀۚǭ��Ʀף��ĕĂŢђċƋ ”פ
ŀƇĭ��ŮĄƽƔŞʗͩǘ�“Оפ”��ŦĭŜǘĕƞЫĀۚǭ��
ĆďĈąˢǚŦċƻĆ؆ƥħ�“ǧ୭” Āĩʔą뺯

… You see, we do not love. Love comes only when there is noth-
ing, when you have denied the whole world – not an enormous thing 
called “the world” but just your world, the little world in which you 
live – the family, the attachment, the quarrels, the domination, your 
success, your hopes, your guilts, your obediences, your gods, and 
your myths. When you deny all that world, when there is absolutely 
nothing left, no gods, no hopes, no despairs, when there is no seek-
ing, then out of that great emptiness comes love, which is an extraor-
dinary reality, which is an extraordinary fact not conjured up by the 
mind, the mind which has a continuity with the family through sex, 
through desire.

……Ćğ��āĶŊĈı뺯ŮĈȆĆĂƄǨĈ��ȆĆۚǭąђċ
șʆĴ��ıƷĜŜƍ뺯ĕƀĀ�“șʆ” ˄ăĄႦҍĀęșʆ��
ƦĄĆĢŹĀșʆ��ĆǨŀƜĀŦċŇްŔuuĆĀŝ४��Ŧȏ
֙୲뺮ڌষŠжԜ��ńĈĆĀŪβ뺮Џʬȉݸᎀ��ĆĀᆰȮ뺮̦
ǆȉ̦Ƹ뺯ȆĆƽָۚǭąĢŹĀĕċ�“șʆ”��ȥƽŊĈ̜
ʁɞңĪĴuuŊĈ̦ǆ��ŊĈЏʬ��ŊĈӗʬuuģăǞņߜ
̜̂ʁɞ��ŦĭȮŦ؏ęĀ�“˭Ƅ” ƥġ��ďĜмŀı��̋ĄĂ
ċπࢢĀƍǰ��̋ĄĂċ˄πǼќǨઓĞĀπࢢƂǰ��ƦāĶĀ
ǼќקĄćʙĿȡŠࢍʬ��Řŝ४ĀƶКφŏĢŹ뺯

And if you have no love – which is really the unknown – do what 
you will, the world will be in chaos. Only when you deny totally the 
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known – what you know, your experiences, your knowledge, not the 
technological knowledge but the knowledge of your ambitions, your 
experiences, your family – when you deny the known completely, 
when you wipe it away, when you die to all that, you will see that there 
is an extraordinary emptiness, an extraordinary space in the mind. 
And it is only that space that knows what it is to love. And it is only 
in that space that there is creation – not the creation of children or 
putting a painting on canvas, but that creation that is the total energy, 
the unknowable. But to come to that, you must die to everything that 
you have known. And in that dying, there is great beauty, there is 
inexhaustible life energy. 

ƧưĆŊĈıuuŦċλƢƥˀuuƄΡĆƙƇĭ��ĕċș
ʆĝȝ̎ǘְࣷƥġ뺯ŮĈȆĆȥƽۚǭąǢƢuuĆǨƢƆ
Āʁɞ��ĆĀǁԥ��ĆĀƢԺ��ăĄڐĘĀƢԺ��ƦĄĆŢĢŹ
Ā࢝ķ뺮ǁ֒Šŝ४ĀΞƢuuŮĈȆĆȥƽۚǭąĕȏǢƢ
ƥˀ��ȆĆైפą̋Ķ��ȆĆЫĪĕĂОĴ��ĆƷĜşƍķ
ġŦπࢢĀ�“˭Ƅ”��πࢢĀ˭ǎ뺯ŮĈŦƞ˭ǎƷĜǆɃƇĭ
Ąı��ģŮĈćŦƞ˭ǎġ��ƷĜĈՇҝ��ĕƞՇҝăĄŀĂࢼ
Ňˏͱ͠ćԡҘĘԡĂવԡ��ĕƞՇҝĄȥђĀĩʔ��̋Ąɸɿ
ĉΞƢĀăĻƢƥˀ뺯ȚĄđУė̋��Ćďκ݉źĆĀŦȏ
ǢƢƥˀǧņ뺯ćŦƞǧ୭ġďĈŏדĉĀſŠкăႷ።Āŀ
Єĩʔ뺯

On Living and Dying, pp. 100–02
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© 1992 Krishnamurti Foundation Trust Ltd
and Krishnamurti Foundation of America

˞Ģ��ŀȉǧ��(On Living and Dying), ѮΟ: 100 –102
 1962 ŭ�3 ʃ�7 ū,�ྗɮǉԣơϭƸ

© 1992 ՍƀЏŦᑖ͎Ʊ̇ĜӍՍƀЏŦᑖ͎ſṤĜ



A full-grown century plant (Agave americana) in Ojai

ĂᎏŪŭſि༖ࠋ�
ா؆��ș݁࠲�,�Ѹުǘ߇ᬤ
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 Thirty-six years have passed since Krishnamurti’s death. The 100th 
anniversary of his birth was celebrated in 1995 by the Foundations, 

an opportunity to give his work more exposure. 

ՍƀЏŦᑖ͎ධșǢǁĿņ�36 ŭą뺯ͨ̇Ĝǘ�1995 ŭ
դǜ٥ąŴጄ�100 ̡ŭ��ģ࣬ˤƯĜźŴĀĂŀĀǟȞī
ŘƑЙབŞ̙ږ뺯

The Dalai Lama inaugurated a gathering at Vasanta Vihar that 
was attended by several thousand people; speakers included Pupul 
Jayakar and the former President of India, R. Venkataraman. A large 
gathering was also held in Ojai. Universities in Mexico, the USA and 
France held conferences on Krishnamurti. New books were pub-
lished, among them the comprehensive work by Evelyne Blau titled 
Krishnamurti: 100 Years.

У୲ᄬڬć�Vasanta Vihar ڏѩąĂɁמĜ��Ĉ̾ԮĉϩȀ��
ĜĘĀӲϭĉ̞ಗ�Pupul Jayakar ŠǡߪʇɽՖ�R. Venkata-
raman뺯߇ᬤģڏѩąĂɁęĀמĜ뺯ಯɞվ뺮ſŚŠʒŚ
ĀĠǨęƓĝũąȱǘՍƀЏŦᑖ͎ĀʗʚĜڱ뺯ϿĠĥΒ
īŘŜ̈��Ⱥġ̞ಗ�Evelyne Blau Āෞʸȡōǟ��ՍƀЏŦᑖ͎
ԡ̙��(Krishnamurti: 100 Years)뺯

During his lifetime, K frequently asked those around him: What are 
you going to do when K is gone? At times he pointed out that groups 
that had formed around a leader tended to break apart within forty 
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years of the leader’s death. He also often emphasized the shortcom-
ings and even dangers of organizations that follow a particular leader 
and maintain a hierarchical structure.

Սŀǡǁ˩ĜɝŴǻ˪Āĉ��“ՍǇŶ��ĆĶǙΚƙȏƇĭ!” 
ĈĴŴĜϱŜ��Ŧȏ൳ĂċʠচƦ࢚غőĎĀ֣Ɇ��ϰϰĜć
ʠচņșŶĀ˗ʈŭʭœඦͼୖ뺯ƦŢǘŦȏڦΏԚĂʠ֢͠
˄ά̰ǅ͆ʪઓĀ࢚غ��ՍģĂǞ˓Ь̋ĶĀƞƞᕫܸ��ৰψĄ
߭ٛ뺯

When the trustees would answer K’s question with, We will protect 
and disseminate the teachings, K would say: If you live the teachings, 
then they will spread. And: The teachings have their own protection. He 
also invited them to listen to the teachings, and therefore delve into 
the questions being explored, as they would draw water from a well: 
with a large bucket rather than a small cup.

ȆȗƂĶĕƟƫ٫Ս��“āĶȝĜ̝֕˄ږ̙ؼĕȏ͵ᨠ”��ĕ
ĴՍĜĸ��“ƧưĆĶၿǄąĕȏ͵ᨠ��̋ĶĢƔĜ̙ږũĎ뺯” 
Ŵńĸ��“͵ᨠǕǻĩѿĢā̝֕뺯” ǜĴ��ՍɑȗƂĶ੬ȴĕ
ȏ͵ᨠ��ͣɍŞ੦ތŦȏƻ͎ŜĀɝʚ��ďČȤŴĶņຜġᬌ
ǌ��đѤ҄ĂċęൣƦăĄĂŮŇֺŔ뺯

There are four Krishnamurti Foundations and over forty Committees 
in various countries around the world, all engaged in preserving and 
making known the beauty and urgency of Krishnamurti’s teach-
ings. For many years I used to liaise as closely as I could with the 
people involved in these groups and visited many of them, some of 
them often. In 1992 I began to work with former Brockwood staff 
members, initially so that my interactions with the School and the 
Foundation there might be more effective, then increasingly in order  
that the same might be true for my interactions with the Schools and 
Foundations elsewhere. There are now seven of us working in this 
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way. We call ourselves Krishnamurti Link International (KLI), named 
after The Link, a publication we printed for many years. Four of us are 
or were trustees of one or other of the K Foundations,55 and one of 
us helped to start kinfonet.org.

șʆͨŞĈ˗ċՍƀЏŦᑖ͎̇ĜŠ˗ʈĠċࢽ˴Ĝ��̋
Ķĝَƺǘ̝ԪՍƀЏŦᑖ͎Ā͵ᨠ��˄źșʆą̛ĕȏ͵ᨠ
ĀſӍȺӷ௬ȡ뺯ĠŭĎ��āĂˢҤĻĩŞȉĕȏϩȉȺġĀ
ĉ˴̝̰ݧОĀԓͷ��˄߯ਲ਼ąŴĶġĀϿĠĉ��ȺġĈĂȏƑ
Ąǁ˩߯ਲ਼뺯1992 ŭ��āũ˨ȉҘ໘Ս༭؞Āǡ͵ܡ˴ʕĶĂ
őդƂ��őحĄħąźāŠҘ໘Ս༭؞ƓҁӍ̇Ĝ�(KFT) Ā
ιȹފƛȻīƑħĈв��ŶĎɿĎɿĠŞĄħąźāȉȺŴͨ
ŞĀƓҁӍǨ͒̇ĜĀފƛģĩƧˤ뺯ƍć��āĶĂդĈւ
ċĉćŘĕƞƶКʕǟ뺯āĶ؆ĢŹħ�“ՍƀЏŦᑖ͎Śٗ໕
ɭ” (Krishnamurti Link International), ĕċǩϹĎ۷ǘĂǕāĶ
ǢşǄĠŭĀ၅ˀ��ǩħ�“໕ɭ”�(The Link)뺯āĶġĈ˗ċĉƍ
ͱӊǁࠬĿԚĂՍᅾ̇ĜĀȗƂ�55 ȺġĂĉъՎՇӚ
ą�kinfonet.org ĕĂȅν뺯

The Foundations continue to maintain the Schools, Study Centres 
and  Archives; they publish books and periodicals,  produce MP3 
recordings and DVDs – now freely available on YouTube – have 
websites, offer various social media platforms to attract newer audi-
ences, arrange for the translation of all of this  material into numerous 
languages, and organize various presentations and gatherings. The 
Committees help the Foundations with their work, assisting with trans-
lations and  distribution of the many publications in various media.

55 I am an emeritus trustee of KFT, an honorary trustee of KFA and a former 
trustee of KFI.

55 ϝǡā
ǕΒǟ͠�ĄՍƀЏŦᑖ͎Ʊ̇Ĝ�(KFT) દֱ່ࡲȗƂ뺮ſŚ
̇Ĝ�(KFA) ǩ່ȗƂŠߪʇ̇Ĝ�(KFI) ǡȗƂ뺯



Ā̬ࢰĜҬφά֕ŏͨċƓҁ뺮ƓІġķŠಆޯ̇ͨ
Ǆ뺯ŴĶޡݸŜ̈ΒཌྷŠʿ၅��̑ǟ�MP3 ԍ͡Š�DVDuuϝ
ǡć�YouTube ĘĻы͗Ȍȿuuά֕ͨċȅν��͎ࣂĠċףι
ɆːхŘڇۃĥĀɩ۶��ńȫ͂ȝǨĈĕȏѺնջཥŪĠƞ
ГҶ��˄࢚ͨغϭǝŠמĜ뺯ͨŚࢽ˴ĜקъՎ̇Ĝũ
ֻͨʕǟ��ৗՎջཥ˄ćͨɆႼƆĘœşŜ̈ˀ뺯

A newer endeavour of the Foundations is jkrishnamurti.org, the 
official online archive of the teachings. At the end of 2013, this web-
site was making freely available, in English, 1,800 text documents, 158 
video files, 96 audio files and 18 full books – plus more in Spanish, 
Portuguese, Italian, Chinese, French, Greek, Dutch and German; 
Russian and Arabic will be added. This is a unique initiative of the four 
Foundations to make the teachings freely available, downloadable, 
and to guarantee authenticity. The project has had much assistance 
from Vishwanath Alluri56 and other friends.

ĜĀŖĥĂֻӪĄઓӚ�jkrishnamurti.org ĕĂЋƶȅ̇
ν��̋ĄՍᅾ͵ᨠĀćϞಆޯ뺯ˢė�2013 ŭܲ��˽ȅνы͗
ĀӅǊѺն̞ಗ�1800 ΎǊಆ, 158 ċ˸ӤǊɫ, 96 ċ͡Ӥࣂ͎
ǊɫŠ�18 ǕȥђĀōǟ뺯ԨʌńĈȺŴГҶĀѺն, ̞ಗɞΊ
࠭Г뺮࠭Г뺮ǋęϙГ뺮ࢦГ뺮ʒГ뺮ЏᇐГ뺮ೖࠋГŠ
ร��̋ڏӘရГ뺯ĕĄĂֻћ̖ĀثГ��λĎńȝ௴ȀཫГŠ؞
Ą˗ċ̇ĜĀৗǜʸƺ��ቍćźՍĀ͵ᨠīŘы͗Ȍȿ뺮Ī
ɛ˄̝ؼըȺŬǰȡ뺯˽ֻϝīėą�Vishwanath Alluri56 ŠȺ
ŴȷƤĶĀęƺৗՎ뺯

56 Vishwanath Alluri is an industry-awarded founder of IMImobile and Secretary 
of KFI. 

56 Vishwanath Alluri Ą�IMImobile ǄˡՇ˨ĉ,�ģĄՍƀЏŦᑖ͎ߪʇ̇Ĝ�
(KFI) ܥΒǥ뺯
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There is also the Complete Teachings Project, a long-term endeav-
our to collect the entire body of K’s work into a coherently edited 
master  reference.

Ԩʌ��ńĈ�“ȥђ̈͵ᨠ” ĕĂǥ˰ֻϝ��ቍćȝՍǨĈĀō
ǟѺնৠ∝ŪĂӞΪᆉؼʳȗʓྤĀǂϩҨǊଣ뺯

The Schools, too, are developing strongly, with two new  educational 
centres established in India since K’s death: Sahyadri School near 
Pune, and Pathashaala south of Chennai. And The School – KFI, 
Chennai has new premises, an hour’s drive from Chennai. Teacher 
education is also progressing, especially in India. One of the initial 
steps was taken by Ahalya Chari57 with the Journal of the Krishnamurti 
Schools. Subsequently Alok Mathur,58 Gopal Krishnamurthy59 and 
 others have worked in this area.

ՍᅾƓҁģćăגŞşę뺯ՍņșŘŶߪ��ʇĥӚąƪ
ċ͵آġķ��˦�Pune 
Ν̤��࿆Ŧ� Ā�Sahyadri Ɠҁ��ŘӍʞ

57 Ahalya Chari contributed to newly independent India’s education system, 
then joined Rajghat Besant School in 1976. In 1982 she became head of The 
School in Chennai. She began the Journal of the Krishnamurti Schools and 
edited each issue until her death in 2013, at the age of 92.

57 Ahalya Chari ӊħߪʇĀ͵آɆͷϑொƙŜąᅎଣ��ȆĴߪʇǔǔћӐŶă
΅��ΏŶȬǘ�1976 ŭȀɍ�Rajghat Besant School 
ՍᅾƓҁ�뺯1982 ŭȬŪ
ħԨĂǨʞǘ̇ਗ਼�(Chennai) ĀՍᅾƓҁ�“The School” Āҁǥ뺯ȬՇѩą��
“ՍƀЏŦᑖ͎Ɠҁʿ၅” ˄ৠ٧ąƲĂʿĀʭ̗��ˢψȬ�2013 ŭņș��ǃŭ�
92 ξ뺯

58 Alok Mathur taught for many years at Rishi Valley School and was Head of 
Rishi Valley Institute for Teacher Education. He is a trustee of KFI.

58 Alok Mathur ӊć�Rishi Valley Ɠҁ͵Ġŭ��˄ӊࠬ�Rishi Valley Ɠҁ�“ࣉ
ŢƳ̅Ā͵آƓԻ” Իǥ뺯ϝǡŴĄՍƀЏŦᑖ͎ߪʇ̇Ĝ�(KFI) ȗƂ뺯



ǘ�Chennai 
Ν̤��̇ਗ਼� ŘϓĀ�Pathashaala Ɠҁ뺯Ʀ�The 
School – KFI ĕǨŞ̎̇ਗ਼ĀƓҁϝǡģшĈą̋Āĥҁҡࡎ��
ͼ̇ਗ਼ĂŇĴǫԙ뺯ȉˤǜĴࣉ��ŢƳ̅Ā͵آģćǜϳɘǄ��
ਯȺĄćߪʇ뺯ύ�Ahalya Chari57 ǨՇѩĀՍƀЏŦᑖ͎Ɠҁ
ʿ၅ďĄȺġ༾ŜĀǉĂϳ뺯Ʀ�Alok Mathur58, Gopal 
Krishnamurthy59 ǅȺŴĉģħƥޚณąרƺ뺯

K was concerned about what would happen with the Foundations 
once he was gone. It was one of his deep intentions that all of the 
Foundations and Schools would feel as one and that they would work 
together in that spirit. He communicated this repeatedly to those who 
worked with him during his long life. The Foundations now meet every 
year and a half for International Trustees Meetings and they cooper-
ate extensively. In fact, it seems to me that they, along with many 
others, are working together now more than ever.

ՍŀǡĂˢȱķĀɝʚĄ��ŴǇŶ̇��ĜĀλĎȝĜə
Ɵ뺯ŴŖęĀķШƥĂĄǨĈĀ̇ĜŠƓҁĝĩƗƴėःˤ
ĄĂċђɆ��˄Ǖŏĕƞ̦̉Ăőʸǟ뺯ćŴ֍ǥĀĂŀġ��Ŵ
ѢҫˋȉŴդƂĀĉ̙УąĕĂž뺯ƧƎ��ͨċ̇ĜƲĂ
ŭͤĜແũĂơŚٗȗƂĜ̇��ڱĜƥǎģĈŏЙབĀʸ

59 Gopal Krishnamurthy was a student at Rishi Valley, The Valley School and 
Brockwood, and taught at CFL, Brockwood and Oak Grove. He was director 
of academics and a co-principal at Brockwood. He is on the faculty at Antioch 
University New England, adjunct faculty at Antioch University Santa Barbara 
and instructor at the University of California Santa Barbara Ext.

59 Gopal Krishnamurthy ӊĄ�Rishi Valley Ɠҁ뺮“ͫୌƓҁ”�(The Valley School) 
ŠҘ໘Ս༭؞ȔԽƓҁĀƓŀ��ģӊ͵ǘ�Centre for Learning (CFL) Ɠҁ뺮
Ҙ໘Ս༭؞ȔԽƓҁŠዲڄ࠲Ɠҁ뺯ŴӊࠬҘ໘Ս༭؞ȔԽƓҁĀƓǂ
ŠԓʸҁǥĂܡ뺯ϝǡŴĄſŚ�Antioch ęƓĥӅϜࠋœҁĀ͵˴, 
Antioch ęƓ�Santa Barbara œҁĀܡ͵˴ŘӍȀӆęƓ�Santa Barbara œ
ҁĀϭ̅뺯
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ǟ뺯ƂǰĘ��ćāğĎ��ƧƎͨ̇ĜӍϿĠȠȱĉ˴��ȤŘϰ
̜ĴȊĝƑȀ֣ʪʸǟą뺯

It is our earth, not yours or mine
ŞЎăĄĆĀͱāĀ��̋ĄāĶęŝĀ

Why is there, one must ask, this division – the Russian, the American, 
the British, the French, the German and so on – why is there this divi-
sion between man and man, between race and race, culture against 
culture, one series of ideologies against another? Why? Why is there 
this separation? Man has divided the earth as yours and mine – why? 
Is it that we try to find secur ity, self-protection, in a particular group, 
or in a particular belief, faith? For religions also have divided man, 
put man against man – the Hindus, the Muslims, the Christians, the 
Jews and so on. Nationalism, with its unfortunate patriotism, is really 
a glorified form, an ennobled form, of tribalism. In a small tribe or in 
a very large tribe there is a sense of being together, having the same 
language, the same superstitions, the same kind of political, religious 
system. And one feels safe, protected, happy, comforted. And for 
that safety, comfort, we are willing to kill others who have the same 
kind of desire to be safe, to feel  protected, to belong to something. 
This terrible desire to  identify oneself with a group, with a flag, with 
a religious ritual and so on, gives us the feeling that we have roots, 
that we are not  homeless wanderers. There is the desire, the urge, to 
find one’s roots.

āĶκ݉ɝĂĪ��ħƇĭĜĈĕƞۗœuuཫٞࡘĉ뺮ſŚ
ĉ뺮ӅŚĉ뺮ʒŚĉ뺮؞Śĉǅǅ��ħƇĭĉȉĉƥǎ뺮ƞࢮ
ȉƞࢮƥǎĜĈĕƞœജ��ħƇĭĂƞǊ͔ĜѢŢԨĂƞǊ͔��



ĂƞǋԺ֜яĜѢŢԨĂƞǋԺ֜я!�ħƇĭ!�ħƇĭĜĈĕ
ƞœജ!�ĉǢǁǳĕċŞЎۗœŪĆĀŠāĀ��ħƇĭ!�Ąă
ĄȂħāĶɈʏćԚċ̖ǭĀɆͱԚƞƱృ뺮Ʊʳġˣėȫ
ƽŠĢā̝֕!�ඐ͵ģǜƟۗœąĉ��źĉःˤŢӐuu
Ⴚ͵ಿ뺮அƖ͵ಿǅǅ뺯ƦŚŝǂಿ뺮͵ࠋʇ͵ಿ뺮ಛٞߪ
Āſ͔ŠƬ֟ػӍȺă˶ĀıȘ́̉��ȺǰŮăĿĄˌҔǂػ
͔뺯ćĂċŇˌҔͱĂċπ˩ęĀˌҔƀ��ĈĂƞ�“֣ʪĂَ” 
ĀƗƴ��ˌҔƀĀĉĈǜƟĀГҶ뺮ǜƟĀƱ뺮ǜƟĀܭ؈
Šඐ͵Ɇͷ뺯ĉćȺġĜƗėȫƽ뺮ɩ̝֕뺮Ũǒ˄īė଼
ಾ뺯ȚħąĕƞȫƽƗŠٵҒ��āĶШǋņኘڳȍĉ��Ʀȍĉģ
ǜƟఒʬȫƽ��ఒʬɩė̝֕��ఒʬĈǨ͒࠱뺯ĕƞĞđǳĢŹ
ΞǜǘĂċɆ뺮Ăǚᣀ뺮Ăƞඐ͵౯КǅǅĀĻЂࢍʬ��
̋źāĶƗėĢŹ�“Ĉ֮Ļߜ”��ƗėĢŹăĄƄŝĻ࠱Āȹ̨
͠뺯āĶĈĂƞĞđ�“֮ߜ” ĀڮƛŠࢍʬ뺯

And also we have divided the world into economic spheres, with 
all their problems. Perhaps one of the major causes of war is heavy 
industry. When industry and economics go hand in hand with politics 
they must inevitably sustain a separative activity to maintain their 
economic stature. All  countries are doing this, the great and the small. 
The small are being armed by the big nations – some quietly, surrepti-
tiously, others openly. Is the cause of all this misery, suffering, and the 
enormous waste of money on  armaments, the visible sustenance of 
pride, of wanting to be superior to others?

āĶǜƟģȝĕċșʆۗœŪąăǜĀǁҡੜ��Ʋċǁ
ҡੜĝĈŏͨĢĀɝʚ뺯ģϿَ֢ͿڌĀǂđʅȂƥĂĄȶʕ
ˡ뺯Ȇʕˡ뺮ǁȉܭ؈मǼ˄ɘĴ��̋ĶκƔĜά̰Ăƞœ
ജݠӐĀƜƛ��ȮƦ̝̰̋ĶĀǁŞʞ뺯ǨĈĀŚŝĝćĕ
ĭƙ��ăϯĄęŚńĄŇŚ뺯ŦȏŇŚŝȢćˈɩęŚĀєƂ
Ąǆϝ˚୮קŞƀܹܹੇੇɘǄĀ��ĈȏߓuuĈȏĄ̕ݱ
Ā뺯ǨĈĕȏă˶뺮ХȧŠє҄Ę؏ę̨̮̇͗ĀʅȂ��ăď
ĄȂħāĶǆׅĞđά̰ŦΎങજƗ��ĞđȤȍĉƑџɿǾ!�
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It is our earth, not yours or mine or his. We are meant to live on 
it, helping each other, not destroying each other. This is not some 
romantic nonsense but the actual fact. But man has divided the earth, 
hoping thereby that in the particular he is going to find happiness, 
security, a sense of abiding comfort. Until a radical change takes place 
and we wipe out all nationalities, all ideologies, all religious divisions, 
and establish a global  relationship – psychologically first, inwardly 
before organizing the outer – we shall go on with wars. If you harm 
others, if you kill others, whether in anger or by organized  murder 
which is called war, you, who are the rest of humanity, not a separate 
human being fighting the rest of mankind, are  destroying yourself. 

ĕĄāĶդǜĀŞЎ��ăĄĆĀ뺮āĀͱŴĀ뺯āĶͩǭđ
ŀƜćĕƀފ��ȠъՎ��ƦăĄःˤଏஒ뺯ĕ˄ăĄĂǫ̑֍Ġ
ŰĀ˭Ƹ��ƦĄ܁ĂݎĀƂǰ뺯ȚĄĉǢǁœໃąĕċŞЎ��
ЏʬύˤĻŘćŴĶĢŹĀŇșʆƀˣė˶˟뺮ȫƽŠк΅Ā
ǨĈĀŚཌྷ뺮פπāĶଫפ��πşŀĂɁЫĀϑȻפҒ뺯ٵ
ǨĈĀǋԺ֜я뺮ǨĈĀඐ͵ۗœ��˄ؼӚӐőĂƞƽЎȡĀ
ȱͷuuϘϵĄćķȗĘ뺮ʭćĀ��ƔŶǞŏƋ࢚غʌćĀ�
uuפπāĶĕƟƙ��ۚקͿڌńĜҬφ뺯ƧưĆ˼ҴŴĉ��Ƨ
ưĆڳҴŴĉ��ăϯĄŜǘਨ��ńĄʙĿͿڌĕƞĈ࢚غĀ༹
�ڳ�ŦĭĆuuǟħƽĉ��ƦăĄĂċĉŢ߂ȺŴǨĈĉuu
ȢćዂଏĀĄĆĢŹ뺯

Krishnamurti to Himself
entry of 31 March 1983

© 1987 Krishnamurti Foundation Trust Ltd

˞Ģ��ՍƀЏŦᑖ͎ћɃ��(Krishnamurti to Himself)
“1983 ŭ�3�ʃ�31 ū” ˇΆ

© 1987 ՍƀЏŦᑖ͎Ʊ̇Ĝ



Adyar Beach, where K was ‘discovered’, in Madras (Chennai)
Adyar ʄභ,�ɋŭՍćĕƀƻ�“şƍ”,�Ѹުǘ�Madras 
ƍ؆��̇ਗ਼�
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The Core of Krishnamurti’s Teaching
ՍƀЏŦᑖ͎͵ᨠĀभķ

Written by Krishnamurti in 1980 at the request of his biographer Mary 
Lutyens

ՍƀЏŦᑖ͎ǘ�1980 ŭˆŴĀ̙ʥǟ͠�Mary Lutyens Āɑ̂
Ǩǟ뺯�

The core of Krishnamurti’s teaching is contained in the statement 
he made in 1929 when he said “Truth is a pathless land.” Man can-
not come to it through any organization, through any creed, through 
any dogma, priest or ritual, nor through any philo  sophical 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.

ՍƀЏŦᑖ͎͵ᨠĀभķ��̞ߒćŴ�1929 ŭǨƙĀȪۅġ��
“ŬȗĄƄɢƥŚ뺯” ĉăĩʙĿ̜࢚غ��̜Ʊృ��̜͵
ञ��ĎУėŬȗ뺯Ŵڐ뺮ᆑ̅ͱ౯К��̜࿐ƓƢԺͱ͠ķȗػ
̀đʙĿȱͷĕǚ࠴Ŕ��ʙĿą̛ŴĢŹķғĀʭ̗��ʙĿҍ
ƦăĄғƺĘĀœୖͱ͠ʭޠКĀ᎕ୖ��ĎˣėŬȗ뺯�

APPE N D I X  1
ઐԍ�1



Man has built in himself images as a fence of security – religious, 
 political, personal. These manifest as symbols, ideas, beliefs. The bur-
den 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. 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 humanity. So he is not an  individual.

ĉħĢŹ࠲Ӑąͨƞ֜ճ��Ř֦ȆȫƽĀuuĈඐ͵
Ā뺮ܭ؈ĀŠĢāĀ֜ճ뺯̋ĶŘ̸뺮ҍЯ뺮ƱృĀ֜КŜ
ƍ뺯ĕȏ֜ճĀ̞ᕶ��ǂፈąĉĀΥĞ뺮ĉٗȱͷŠū˩ŀ
Ɯ뺯ĕȏ֜ճĄāĶϿĠɝʚĀ֮۷��ȂħĄ̋Ķǳĉȉĉœ
ໃũĎ뺯ĂċĉŢŀƜĀğʒƻŴǼќġɋǢکӐĀખЯǨർ
ҝ뺯ŴǋԺĀʭ̗ďĄŴԪćĀƽˌ뺯ĉĀċȡȪƍǘŴĀౄ
ǩ뺮ŴĀʌȪ��ŘӍŴȮ̙ՖȉցؗġǨȌīĀٽঽǊ͔뺯Ț
ĉĀћ̖ȡăćǘĕȏٽঽĀȪճ��ƦćǘŴȥƽࢊąĢŹ
ǋԺĀʭ̗��Ʀĕȏʭ̗ĄƽĉդĈĀ뺯ȂˤŴăĄĂċћ
̖ĀċɆ뺯��

Freedom is not a reaction; freedom is not choice. It is man’s pre-
tence that because he has choice he is free. Freedom is pure obser-
vation without direction, without fear of punishment and reward. 
Freedom is without motive; freedom is not at the end of the evolu-
tion 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.

ĢύăĄĂƞѢ߂��Ģύ˄ăĄ֦͟˞Պ뺯ĉĢીŞΞħ��
ȂħŴĈ˞Պ��ǨŘŴĄĢύĀ뺯ĢύĄڙƔĀҍ��ăɭĈƶ
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ˋ��ăုാሙ��ăʿϿ˺ॎ뺯ĢύĄŊĈƛƯĀ��ĢύăĄĉ
ɘ͔Āͥž��ƦĄĉԪćĀǉĂϳ뺯ćҍġ��ĉũ˨şƍĢύ
Ā݀ఆ뺯ĢύԪćǘƄ˞ՊŞƴƢėāĶĀƲĐĀŀԪȉԸ
뺯��

Thought is time. Thought is born of experience and know ledge, 
which are inseparable from time and the past. Time is the psychologi-
cal enemy of man. Our action is based on know ledge 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 experiencer and the experience. 
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.

ΥĞ̣ĄĴǎ뺯ΥĞ۷ĢǘǁԥŠƢԺ��ƦǁԥŠƢԺȉ�
ĴǎŠĿņĄœăũĀ뺯ĴǎĄĉķȗĘĀ৽ĉ뺯āĶĀ�
ǄƛĄǘƢԺ��ȮƦģĄǘĴǎĀ��ǨŘĉ˨ͥĄĿņĀሄ
ᓐ뺯ΥĞк˰ĄٲՄĀ��ǨŘāĶŀƜćƄֱٜĀڮӏȉോ
ġ뺯ķȗĘĀɘ͔ĄăԪćĀ뺯Ȇĉũ˨ǋԺėĢŹΥĞĀ�
ƜƛĴ��ŴĜğėΥĞ͠ȉΥĞ뺮ҍ͠ȉƻҍƥˀ뺮ǁԥ͠
ȉǁԥƥǎĈĂƆዮ뺯ŴȝşƍĕƆዮĄĂċߦƴ뺯ˢ�
ėŦĴ��ƷĈڙƔĀҍ��ŦĄŊĈ̜ĿņӍĴǎঋ̊Āೄ
Ȓ뺯ĕċɸɿĴǎĀೄȒĜɭĎĂƞͣՌĀ뺮ЫĀķӏ
Ȼ뺯��

Total negation is the essence of the positive. When there is 
negation of all those things that thought has brought about psy-
chologically, only then is there love, which is compassion and  
intelligence.



ȥƽĀۚǭĄࢵǭĀ̉ᓆ뺯ŮĈȥƽۚǭąΥĞćķȗĘ
ɭĎĀǨĈŦȏʁɞ,�ˢėŦĴƷĜĈı,�ģďĄྂٱȉғ뺯

J. Krishnamurti
© 1980 Krishnamurti Foundation Trust Ltd

J· ՍƀЏŦᑖ͎�
© 1980 ՍƀЏŦᑖ͎Ʊ̇Ĝ
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The Study Centres
ՍᅾƓІġķ

Dictated by Krishnamurti to a Trustee of the Foundation at Vasanta Vihar, 
Chennai on 26 January 1984

1984 ŭ�1 ʃ�26 ū��ć̇ਗ਼Ā�Vasanta Vihar, ՍƀЏŦᑖ͎ˋĂ
ʞ̇ĜȗƂˍۅąĪǚĕьƸ��

It must last a thousand years, unpolluted, like a river that has the 
capacity to cleanse itself, which means no authority whatsoever for 
the inhabitants. And the teachings in themselves have the authority 
of the Truth.

̋κ݉φĂԮŭ��ăɩઍ��ďɏĂʳĩѿĢā͔سĀޖ
ȹ��ŢǘʐćȺġĀĉĎĸ��ĕǋŏŊĈ̜ࠜܨ뺯͵ᨠǕǻ
ԵĈŬȗĀࠜܨ뺯

It is a place for the flowering of goodness: a communication 
and cooperation not based on work, ideal or personal authority. 
Cooperation implies not round some object or principle, belief and 
so on. As one comes to the place, each one in his work – working in 
the garden or doing something – may discover something, a fact as he 
is working. And he communicates and has a dialogue with the other 
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inhabitants – to be questioned, doubted and to see the weight of the 
truth of his discovery. So there is a constant communication and not 
a solitary achievement, a solitary enlightenment or understanding. 
It is the responsibility of each one to bring this about in this sense: 
that each one of us, if he discovers something basic, anew, it is not 
personal, but it is for all people who are there.

̋ĄĂċݙړȉſ؞ཚǽĀŞƶ��ĕƀĀιȹȉʸǟăĄ
ǘʕǟȍ뺮ȗЯͱċĉĀࠜܨ뺯ʸǟǋŏă̺ĈԚƞϝ
Զ뺮ă൳ԚĂʅקͱƱృǅǅ뺯ȆĂċĉĎėĕċŞƶ��ć
ŴʕǟĀĴȊuuƙĂȏԽۨʕǟͱ͠ȺŴƇĭuuĻĩĜş
ƍĂȏʁɞ��şƍԚċƂǰ뺯ƔŶŴŠʐćĕƀĀȺŴĉĂő
ιȹ��ĂőŢƸuuĕƟŴĀşƍĜīėΙࡢ��ĜڇőѢΥ��Ȯ
ƦŴĻŘᕏʔŜĕĂşƍĀŬǰȡ뺯Ƨˤ̰φĀʙ��̹īş
ƍăǞĄċĉĀŪď뺮ċĉĀƴͱ͠ư̑뺯ǰƍĕĂžĄā
ĶƲċĉĀޡ��ƲĂċĉƧưşƍąĂȏ֮ǕȡĀʁɞͱ͠
ŘƽĥĀϝʾğėąȏƇĭ��ĕƟĀşƍăǞĄŴċĉĀ��ƦĄ
ĕƀǨĈĉĀ뺯

It is not a community. The very word community or commune is 
an aggressive or separative movement from the whole of humanity. 
But it does not mean that the whole humanity comes into this place. 
It is essentially a religious centre according to what K has said about 
religion. It is a place where not only is one physically active but there is 
a sustained and  continuous inward watching. So there is a movement 
of learning where each one becomes the teacher and the disciple. It 
is not a place for one’s own illumination or one’s own goal of fulfill-
ment, artistically, religiously, or in any way, but rather sustaining each 
other and nourishing each other in flowering in goodness.

̋ăĄĂċףҡ뺯“ףҡ” ͱ�“Ȕף” ĕȏࠍГǕǻďɭĈପ
ϸŠœͼĀ੬ˋ��̋ͼąĉĕĂђɆ뺯Țĕ˄ăǋŏђ
ċĉĝđĎėĕƀ뺯̋ǕΙĘĄĂċ�“ඐ͵” ġķuu“ඐ
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͵” ϱĀĄՍǨۅĀŦƞඐ͵뺯ćĕƀ��ĉăّ̝̰ŏǻɆ
ĀƜ��ńĈĂċ̰φăגĀʭćҍ뺯ďĕƟ��ćăגƓІĀ
Ŀԙġ��ƲċĉޥĄƳ̅ģĄƓŀ뺯ĕċŞƶăĄħąċĉĀ
ƴ��ģăĄħąċĉćۨ뺮ඐ͵ͱȺŴ̜ʠੜĀŪď��Ʀ
Ąħąःˤဩ̰ފ��Ƞѷ��Ăőćݙړȉſ؞ġཚǽ뺯

There must be absolute freedom from orthodox or traditional 
movements. But rather there must be total freedom, absolute free-
dom from all sense of nationalities, racial prejudices, religious beliefs 
and faiths. If one is not capable of doing this with honesty and integ-
rity, he had better keep away from this place. Essentially one has the 
insight to see that knowledge is the enemy of man.

̋κ݉ȥƽăɩȢՖͱ̙Ֆ̬ƛĀ̊ژ뺯ȚƑɘĂϳĎĸ��
̋κ݉ĈӗŢĀĢύ��ȥƽăɩ̜Śཌྷ뺮ƞࢮবȒ뺮ඐ͵Ʊ
ృŠƱʳĀ̊ژ뺯ƧưĂċĉƄʒࡄǰŞȥƽƙėĕĂž��Ŵ
ŖČ˰ͼĕċŞƶ뺯ǕΙĘ��Ăċĉđĩೄė��ƢԺĄĉĀ
৽ĉ뺯

This is not a place for romanticists, sentimentalists or emotion. This 
requires a good brain, which does not mean intellectual, but rather a 
brain that is objective, fundamentally  honest to itself, and has integrity 
in word and deed.

ĕƀăĄ̨֍ǂػ뺮ĠړƗͱƗŰůƂ͠Ā܇ᐻƥŞ뺯
̋đ̂ĉԵ҄ĂċџলĀęќ��ĕ˄ăǋŏғƺĘĀşУ��Ʀ
ĄĂċĩѿϢҍğαƂˀĀęќ��ŢĢŹƙėȥƽࡄǰؼ��ҶǄ
̝̰Ăَ뺯

A dialogue is very important. It is a form of communication in 
which question and answer continues till a question is left without 
an answer. Thus the question is suspended between two persons 
involved in this answer and question. It is like a bud which untouched, 



The Krishnamurti Centre at Brockwood Park
Ҙ໘Ս༭؞ȔԽĀ�“ՍƀЏŦᑖ͎ġķ”
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blossoms. If the question is left totally untouched by thought, it then 
has its own answer because the questioner and answerer, as persons, 
have disappeared. This is a form of dialogue in which investigation 
reaches a certain point of intensity and depth, which then has a qual-
ity which thought can never reach. It is not a dialectical investigation 
of opinions, ideas, but rather exploration by two or many serious, 
good brains.

ŢƸπ˩ȶđ뺯̋ĄĂƞιȹ֜К��ʿǎ��͎ɝŠƫ٫ăג
ŞŜƍ��ˢėңĪĂċŊĈ٫ޯĀɝʚħٜ뺯ύˤŦċɝʚď
ӕңćąϩȉɝ٫Āƪċĉƥǎ뺯̋ďɏĄĂċλƻਝ५ĿĀ
ɓഌ��ŖͥȝĜũɓ뺯ƧưŦċɝʚȥƽŊĈɩėΥĞĀ̊ژ��
Ŧĭ̋ďĈȺĢǻĀ٫ޯ��ȂħŦĴ͎ɝ͠Šƫ٫͠ĝǢǁϥ
˫ą뺯ćĕƞ֜КĀŢƸġ��੦अĜУėĂǭĀ˓ʇȉͣʇ��Ŧ
ƟĀŢƸԵ҄ąΥĞǨк˰ƄʒУėĀȞΙ뺯̋˄ăĄǘҍ
žŠȗЯĀᄝը᎕ୖ��ƦĄύƪċͱĠċΞŬؼџলĀęќǨ
ɘǄĀĂɁ੦अ뺯

This place must be of great beauty, with trees, birds and  quietness, 
for beauty is truth, and truth is goodness and love. The external beauty, 
external tranquility, silence, may affect the inner tranquility, but the 
environment must in no way influence the inner beauty. Beauty can 
only be when the self is not. The environment, which must have great 
wonder, must in no way be an absorbing factor, like a toy with a child. 
Here, there are no toys but inner depth, substance and integrity that 
are not put together by thought. Knowledge is not beauty. Beauty is 
love, and where there is knowledge there is no beauty.

ĕċŞƶκ݉ŉſ��Ĉ࠲҂��Ĉࣀ��ŉȫи��ȂħſďĄŬȗ��
ŬȗďĄړȉı뺯ʌćĀſ뺮ʌćĀݶи뺮иᙽ��ͱϿĜਝӍ
ėʭķĀݶи��Țցؗӗăĩ̊ژėʭćĀſ뺯ŮĈȆĢāă
ԪćĴ��ſƷĜԪć뺯ĕƀĀցؗκƔҍ��Ț̋ӗăĩǟħĂ
ċڇۃĉĀȂٌ��ďɏʂԵڇۃŇˏŦƟ뺯ćĕƀ��ŊĈƇĭ�



“ʂԵ”��ĈĀŮĄʭćĀͣʇ뺮ǰΙŠȥђȡuűĶ˄ăĄ
ύΥĞǨɭĎĀ뺯ƢԺăĄſ뺯ſ̣Ąı��ƦĈƢԺĀŞƶď
ŊĈſ뺯

The depth of the question brings its own right answer. All this is 
not an  intellectual entertainment, a pursuit of theories. The word is 
the deed. The two must never be separate. Where the word is the 
deed, that is  integrity.

ɝʚǨጠߒĀͣʇȝĜɭĎ̋ĢǻȢکĀ٫ޯ뺯ǨĈĕȏ
ĝăĄғƺĘĀϥᙲ��ģăĄŢȗΡĀ̂ڦ뺯Ҷ̣ĄǄ��ƪ͠ӗ
ăĩœũ뺯ҶǄʸĂďĄȥђ뺯

Intelligence can only be where there is love and compassion. 
Compassion can never exist where the brain is conditioned or has 
an anchorage. A collection of mediocrities does not make a religious 
centre. A religious centre demands the highest quality in everything 
that one is doing, and the highest capacity of the brain. The full mean-
ing of mediocrity is a dull, heavy brain, drugged by knowledge.

Ĉąıȉྂٱ��ƷĜĈғ뺯ȆęќɩėٲՄͱ͠ĈǨӕ
Ϥ뺮ĈǨ֙ઐĴ��ྂٱďк˰ăĜԪć뺯ĂːၱĀĉĄƄʒ
ҝďĂċඐ͵ġķĀ뺯ඐ͵ġķđ̂ĂċĉǨƙĀƲĂɫƂĝ
ԵĈψƬĀȞΙ��đ̂ĉĀęќşஔŜ̋ŖƬĀĩƺ뺯ːၱĀ
ƽˌػߒďĄĂċƻƢԺǨۓ҂Ā뺮ਦᖆƦۡȶĀęќ뺯

The flowering of goodness is not an ideal to be pursued or sought 
after,  as a goal in the future. We are not setting up a  utopia, but 
rather dealing with hard facts. You can make all this into something 
to be achieved  in the future. The future is the present. The present 
is the past and the future, the whole  structure of thought and time. 
But if one lives with death, not occasionally but every day, there is 
no change. Change is strife and the pain of anxiety. As there is no 
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collection, accumulation of  knowledge, there is no change because 
one is living with death  continuously.

źݙړȉſ؞ཚǽ��ĕ˄ăĄĂċ̀đņߜڦͱǰƍĀȗĞ
ؗʆ��ģăĄĂċλĎĀϝԶ뺯āĶăĄćӚӐĂċଈᅨ��Ʀ
ĄćȉکᨙĀƂǰǙιƆ뺯ĆĻŘȝĕĂОĝğŪλĎđņǰ
ƍĀʁɞ뺯ƔƦ�“λĎ” ďĄƍć뺯ƍćĄ�“Ŀņ”��ģĄ�“λ
Ď”��̋ȥƽĄύΥĞŠĴǎǨઓŪĀ뺯ƔƦ��ƧưĂċĉŠǧ
୭ŀƜćĂőuuăĄٕݐŞ��ƦĄƲĐĝŀƜćĂőuuŦ
ĭďăĜĈ�“Ȼ͔”뺯“Ȼ͔” ǋŏڮӏ��ǋŏ౦ছŠΏƥƦ
ĎĀͽХ뺯ύǘăǞņʵמŠϗͮƢԺ��ǨŘďŊĈ�“Ȼ͔”��
ʅȂĄŴăגŞȉǧ୭ŀƜćĂő뺯

The first stone we lay should be religious.

āĶᙺǭĀǉĂԿ܉ˆȆĄඐ͵Ā뺯

J. Krishnamurti
© 1984 Krishnamurti Foundation Trust Ltd

J· ՍƀЏŦᑖ͎
© 1984 ՍƀЏŦᑖ͎Ʊ̇Ĝ
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About Krishnamurti’s Notebook – A Book Review
ħ��ՍƀЏŦᑖ͎ݓʥ��ǨǟĀΒӇ

Brockwood Park, 19 June 1976

1976 ŭ�6 ʃ�19 ū,�Ҙ໘Ս༭؞ȔԽ

A book review of Krishnamurti’s Notebook was published today in the 
Guardian newspaper. It was written by Angela Neustatter and was an 
undistinguished one. Krishnamurti didn’t read it through but gathered 
it was nothing and said, “I will review it”. He then dictated to me a 
splendid review, laughing as he went along.

ƎĐ, �ӅŚېζ��ĘşȪąĂձ��ՍƀЏŦᑖ͎ݓʥ��
(Krishnamurti’s Notebook) ĀΒӇ뺯ΒӇĄύ�Angela Neustatter 
ϷĀ��ϷīŉĂݎ뺯ՍƀЏŦᑖ͎ŊĈǳ̋ƽˌփȥ, Țą̛ė
ǊˇŊƇĭǰΙʭ̗, ǘĄĸ, “āĎƈ̋ǟċΒӇť”뺯ˈŏ, 
ŴˋāˍۅąĂձ̉ӴĀΒӇ, Ă˪ˍۅĂ˪ȟŏ뺯

Two days later on 21 June he and I went to London and lunched 
with Mary Lutyens. She was given the review which Krishnaji had 
written, but not told her. While she read it he watched with a merry 
look. She didn’t guess where it came from. At the end she asked and 
was told and there was much laughter.
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ƪĐŶ��̣�6 ʃ�21 ū��ŴŠāņą��ȉ�Mary Lutyens Ă
őϡԑ뺯āĶƈȬğąĕձΒӇ��ȚŊг׳ȬĕĄՍƀЏŦ�

ཥͩ��ŢՍĀ؆��ϷĀ뺯ȆȬȢć୯փĀĴȊ��ՍƀЏŦɭ
ŏఔŨĀȪŰćĂॶğŏ뺯ȬࠊăŜĕĄɉϷĀ뺯ŖŶȬɝ
ą��٫ޯƻౝ��ęŝȟŪąĂǦ뺯

Mary Zimbalist

Mary Zimbalist

Krishnamurti’s Notebook – A Book Review by  
J. Krishnamurti himself
J· ՍƀЏŦᑖ͎Ǖĉħ��ՍƀЏŦᑖ͎ݓʥ��ǨϷĀΒ
Ӈ

Brockwood Park, 20 June 1976

1976 ŭ�6 ʃ�20 ū, Ҙ໘Ս༭؞ȔԽ

Aldous Huxley wrote that to listen to Krishnamurti was like  listening to 
the Buddha, perhaps the greatest teacher in the world. When Aldous 
Huxley said it it was in all seriousness, for he was a very serious man. 
I had met him several times with Krishnamurti in California, when 
his first wife was living, and often in London and Rome. He was an 
extraordinary man. He could talk about music, the modern and the 
classical, he could explain in great detail science and its effect on 
modern civilisation and of course he was quite familiar with the phi-
losophies, Zen, Vedanta and naturally Buddhism. To go for a walk with 
him was a delight. He would discourse on the wayside flowers and, 
though he couldn’t see properly, whenever we passed in the hills of 
California an animal fairly close by, he would name it and develop the 
destructive nature of modern civilisation and its violence. We used to 
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go for walks with Krishnamurti, who would help him to cross a stream 
or a pothole. These two had a strange relationship with each other, 
affectionate, considerate and it seemed a non-verbal communication. 
They would often be sitting together without saying a word. And 
so when I was asked to write something about Krishnamurti and to 
review Krishnamurti’s Notebook I was more than glad to do this for I 
respected them both  enormously.


�Ɔѣ�ኈ⏲แثཥͩ: Aldous Huxley 1894 –1963 ӅϜࠋǟ
ŝ��ӊǁϷƆ��ዔȴՍƀЏŦᑖ͎ďɏĄćዔȴऊᅔuuĕʞ
ģϿĄșʆĘŖୀęĀ֢̅뺯ኈ⏲แĸĕƸĴĄπ˩ΞŬĀ��
ȂħŴĄĂċŉΞŬĀĉ뺯āćȀϙ˟ۈڲȉኈ⏲แȒĿĠơ
ǚ��ȆĴՍƀЏŦᑖ͎ģćŦƀ��ŦĴኈ⏲แĀǉĂঊŔńԾ
ć뺯āĶģǁ˩ćŠ҈ࡘȒǚ뺯ኈ⏲แĄĂċąăőĀ
ĉ뺯Ŵĩѿઁٟƍͳ͡ǒŠֿ۬͡ǒ��ĩѿނҤŞᤡؘࣹƓŘ
ӍؘƓŢƍͳǊǆҝŪĀ̊ژ��ȆƔą��Ŵģπ˩ٺિͨ࿐
Ɠ뺮ඐŠᵟᥣĠ�
ཥͩ: Vedanta�ֿߪʇ࿐Ɠ���ऊ͵ĢƔƑă
ůĸą뺯ŠŴĂőݷϳĄĂɫǒƂ뺯ŴĜٟΡɢ˪Āɓࣸ��Ҥ
ϯŴĀɕࠤăƖČ��ȚƲȆāĶćȀϙ˟ۈڲĀͫᏤĘқėĂ
ŮƛˀϤ˦Ĵ��ŴĜĸŜƛˀĀǩϹĎ��ȮƦǞ᎖ŀėƍͳǊǆ
ĀۂȡӍȺݕƺ뺯āŠŴĿņǁ˩ȉՍƀЏŦᑖ͎Ăőݷ
ϳ��ՍƀЏŦᑖ͎ĜъՎኈ⏲แϽĿ၈ȹͱܘĿख़뺯ŴĶƪ
ĉƥǎĈŏĂƞԱࣗĀȱͷ��ʤОƤČ뺮ȠފɆର��ٔٯĈĂƞ
Ƅ̀ГҶĀιȹ뺯ŴĶ˩˩ĜАćĂő��ăůĸḀ̆Ƹ뺯Ȃˤ��
ȆāɩϷĂȏȱǘՍƀЏŦᑖ͎ŠĕǕ��ՍƀЏŦᑖ͎ݓʥ��
ĀΒӇĴ��āă۩ǱǛ��ȂħŴĶƪĉĝĄāπ˩ऒĀĉ뺯

Anyone who wishes to write a review of a book of this kind must 
have considerable knowledge of Hindu expression of the realiza-
tion of truth and have explored deeply into Buddhism. One of the 
great teachers of Buddhism was Nagarjuna who taught total nega-
tion. Buddhism has been broken up into two separate schools, the 
North and the South-Mahayana and Hinayana which is Theravada. 



182� HĦģ�6ģğĳĲķ�ĭĤ�ĲĦģ�AĭĳĬĲğħĬ

It seems to me that Krishnamurti is much closer to the Buddha and 
beyond Nagarjuna than perhaps to the Hindu expression of truth. 
Krishnamurti’s Notebook appears to me to go beyond the Upanishads 
and Vedanta. When he talks about knowledge and the ending of it, it 
is in essence Vedanta, which literally means the ending of  knowledge. 
But the Vedantists and their followers in different parts of the world 
are really maintaining the structure of knowledge, perhaps  thinking 
 knowledge is salvation, as most scientists do.

̜ЏʬħĕƟĂǕΒᙕϷΒӇĀĉ��ĝκ݉π˩ٺિߪʇ
͵ŢǘąŬȗĀȪУ��ǜĴģ̀đͣɍŞଷࠕĿऊ͵뺯࠲�
(Nagarjuna) Ąऊ͵֒܈ĘĂʞୀęĀ֢̅��Ŵ͵֢ĀĄЫĀ
ۚǭ뺯ऊ͵ƧƎǢǁœŪąƪċћӐĀ৬ȍ��Ѐ̙ऊ͵Šϓ̙
ऊ͵��̣ęऊ͵ŠŇऊ͵�
ĄĘǝˌऊ͵�뺯ćāğĎ��Ս
ƀЏŦᑖ͎Ƒˈ˦ǘऊᅔ��ɸɿą࠲��ƦȠȤƥĪ��ģϿăŦ
ĭˈ˦ߪʇ͵ŢŬȗĀȪУ뺯ćāğĎ���ՍƀЏŦᑖ͎ݓʥ��
ɸɿą��ৎػΒ��(Upanishads) Š��ᵟᥣĠ��(Vedanta) 
ཥͩ��ƪ
뺯ȆŴٟΡƢԺŘӍƢԺĀͥʪĴ��ǕΙĘ�ʇ࿐Ɠ۬ཌྷߪֿˌ
ďĄᵟᥣĠ��“ᵟᥣĠ” ĀϹǚǋΥ̣�“ƢԺĀͥʪ”뺯ȚĄșʆ
ͨŞĀᵟᥣĠ͵ಿŠŴĶĀڦΏ͠Ķ��ǰٗĘ˂Ąćά֕Ŧċ
ƢԺɆͷ��ģϿďɏęĠؘ̾ƓŝŦƟ��ΞħƢԺƷĄݡᕎ뺯

Tradition has such a strong grip on the mind that few seem to 
escape its tentacles and I think this is where Krishnamurti begins. He 
constantly asserts that freedom is the first and last step. The tradition-
alists maintain that a highly disciplined mind is necessary for freedom: 
be a slave first and afterwards you will be free. To Krishnamurti what 
seems the most  important thing, and he had repeated this in all his 
talks and dialogues, is that there must be freedom to observe, not 
some ideological freedom but freedom from the very knowledge and 
experience which has been acquired yesterday. This brings about a 
tremendous problem. If there is no knowledge of many yesterdays, 
then what is it that is capable of  observing? If knowledge is not the 



root of observation, what have you with which to observe? Can the 
many yesterdays be totally forgotten, which is the essence of free-
dom? He maintains that it can. This is possible only when the past 
ends in the present, meeting it fully, head-on. The past, as he asserts, 
is the ego, the structure of the ‘me’ which prevents total  observation.

̙ՖǢǁƧˤੰŞߞࡾąǼќ��ŘَǘٔٯŉɺĈĉĩ࢘
Ŀ̋ĀਝԴ��ƦāΞħՍƀЏŦᑖ͎ȢĄȮĕƀũ˨ɍƋĀ뺯
ŴĂǞ˓Ь��ĢύĄǉĂϳ��ģĄŖŶĂϳ뺯̙ՖĉՂұ̰Ξ
ħ��ƬʇĢझĀǼќĄĢύĀϵјʳɫ��ϘϵđŪħሄᓐ��ƔŶ
ƷĩȌīĢύ뺯ŢՍƀЏŦᑖ͎Ďĸ��ŖȶđĀĄκ݉đĈҍ
ĀĢύ��ĕƞĢύăĄŦȏȗΡĘ˭ٟĀĢύ��ƦĄȥƽȮԂ
ĐȌīĀƢԺŠǁԥġ̛ŜĎĀĢύ��ŴćǨĈĀϭƸŠŢ
ƸġĝȶҫėąĕĂž뺯ȚĕģɭĎąĂċ؏ęĀɝʚ뺯Ƨư
ŊĈąƄ̾ċԂĐǨϗͮėĀƢԺ��ŦƣĄƇĭĜĈĩƺņҍ
ʝ!�ƧưƢԺăǞĄҍĀ֮��ŦĭĆđீ࣬ƇĭĎҍ
ʝ!�ŦƄ̾ċԂūĻŘƻЫŞϛ˂Ǿ��Ȃħϛ˂ԂūďĄĢ
ύĀǕΙ!�Ŵұ̰ΞħĕĄĻŘĀ뺯ȚŮĈȆ�“Ŀņ” ćˤՌʪ
Ҷג��ȆĆ֦œŞˢǚ�“ˤՌ” Ĵ��ĕƷĄĻĩĀ뺯ȢƧŴǨ
ĀŦƟ��ĿņďĄĢā��ďĄ�“ā” Āʪઓ��ȢĄ�“ā” ༆ąȥ
ђĀҍ뺯

An ordinary person reading this book – if he will ever read it – 
will inevitably cry out, saying, What are you talking about? To him 
Krishnamurti explains very carefully in manifold ways the necessary 
memory and the psychological memory. Knowledge is necessary to 
function in any field of our daily life but psychological memory of 
our hurts, anxiety, pain and  sorrow is the factor of division and hence 
there is a conflict between the essential knowledge which is required 
to drive a car and the experience as knowledge which is the whole 
movement of the psyche. He points out this fact in relationship, in our 
fragmented ways of life, the ideal and the actual. I have read this book 
very carefully. I am familiar with the Upanishads and have delved 
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deeply into the teachings of the Buddha. I am fairly familiar with the 
psychological studies of modern times. As far as I have come in my 
studies I have not found the phrase ‘the observer is the observed’, 
with its full meaning. Perhaps some ancient thinker may have said it, 
but one of the most important things that Krishnamurti has found 
is this great truth which, when it actually takes place, as it has occa-
sionally happened to me personally, literally banishes the movement 
of time. Let me add here that I am not a follower nor do I accept 
Krishnamurti as my guru. To him the idea of becoming a guru is an 
abomination. With critical examination I find this book totally absorb-
ing because he annihilates everything that thought has put together. 
It is a shocking thing when one realises this. It is a real  physical shock.

ĂċޏʙĉփĕǕΒĴuuƧưŴŬĜņփĂփĀƸuu
ŴĂǭĜę̲එت��“ĆćĸȏƇĭʁɞŵ!” Ţǘĕĉ��Սƀ
ЏŦᑖ͎ŘĠƞƶКπ˩ࢅժŞ̛ࣹąκđĀʥٴŠķȗĘĀ
ʥٴ뺯ƢԺŢǘāĶū˩ŀƜġ̜ʠੜĀ̬ǟĝĄκăĻɺ
Ā��ȚĄŦȏķȗĘĀʥٴ��ʥɛąāĶɩĿĀ˼Ҵ��āĶĀ౦
ছ뺮ͽХŠٱ˼��ĕȏ˂Ąَ֢œജĀȂٌ뺯ȮƦćĕƪ͠ƥ
ǎďĈąڮӏ��ਸ਼ഘޱǫǨκ҄ĀƢԺŠċĉǁ֒ǟħƢԺ뺮
ǟħķȗĘĀƽˌƜƛ뺯ŴϱŜą��ćȱͷġ��ćāĶжͼߌۂ
ĀŀƜƶКġ��ćȗĞȉƍǰġ��ĝĻŘğėŘĘĕĂƂǰ뺯ā
π˩ࢅժŞ୯փąĕǕΒ뺯āģٺિ��ৎػΒ���ӊͣɍŞଷࠕ
ĿऊᅔĀ͵ػ뺯āŢƍͳķȗƓތࠕģĈĂǭĀą̛뺯Țďā
ϝǡคႏĀࣨƦҶ��āńŊĈćȍ̎ˣė�“ҍ͠ďĄƻҍ
ƥˀ” ĕƟĀȪУ��ŘӍŢȺػߒĀ֦œ̛ࣹ뺯ĂȏֿͳĀ
ΥĞŝģϿĸĿĕƟĀƸ��ȚĄՍƀЏŦᑖ͎ŖȶđĀşƍƥ
ĂďĄĕĂୀęĀŬȠ��Ȇ�“ҍ͠ďĄƻҍƥˀ” Ŭǰşŀ
Ĵuuďɏٕ̋ݐşŀćāǻĘŦƟuuďĩŬȢŞϥפĴǎ
Ā̬ƛ뺯źāćĕƀ֦ۙḀ̆��āăĄĂċڦΏ͠��ģŊĈǳՍ
ƀЏŦᑖ͎ȆŪāĀֿം뺯ŢŴĎĸ��“ŪħĂċֿം” ĀĞʒ
ĄĻᚈĀ뺯ǁĿā࣪ಊȡĀඩз��āşƍĕǕΒπ˩ڇۃĉ��Ȃ
ħՍƀЏŦᑖ͎ЫᩦפąΥĞǨҝďĀĂО뺯ȆĂċĉΞԺ
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ėąĕĂž��ŴĜƗėਯħࣱד뺯ŦĄĂƞŬȢĀŀȗĘĀࣱ
뺯

Can a human being live in this state of absolute nothingness except 
for his daily bread and work – in the total emptiness of conscious-
ness as we know it? As Krishnamurti points out over and over again, 
consciousness is the movement of all thought. Thought is matter, 
measurable, and thought is time, which implies that psychologically 
there is no tomorrow. That means no hope. This is a devastating psy-
chological fact and our every day mind is not only shocked by this 
statement but probably will refuse to examine it closely. It is death 
now. From this death arises a totally different quality of energy, of a 
different dimension, inexhaustible and without an end. He says this 
is the ultimate benediction.

ąū˩ŀʹŠʕǟŘʌ��ĂċĉĩۚŀƜćĕƞӗŢ˭Ƅפ
Āޕяġ��ĩۚŀƜćǋԺuuāĶǨٺિĀǋԺuuЫʓ
˭Āޕяġ!�ȢƧՍƀЏŦᑖ͎ĂǞϱŜĀŦƟ��ǋԺďĄǨ
ĈĀΥĞƜƛ뺯ΥĞĄˀΙ��̋ĄĻʇʔĀ��ΥĞģĄĴǎ��ĕ
ǋŏķȗĘĄăԪćǆĐĀ��ģďǋŏŊĈЏʬ뺯ĕĄĂ
ċۍĉדĀķȗƂǰ��ƦāĶū˩ĀǼќăّĜƻĕƟĀॄ
ժඩз̋뺯̋ǋŏǧ୭şŀćƲĂࢅ��ńĻĩ୴ӗדǨࣱۅ
ċȆĪ뺯Ȯĕƞǧ୭ġĜмŀĂƞȞΙȥƽăǜĀĩʔ��ĕƞ
ĩʔĎĢĂċăǜĀάʇ��ȿƥăҤ��ůƥă።뺯ՍƀЏŦᑖ͎
ĸ��ĕďĄͥԭĀါ˟뺯

I can feel through all the pages of this book a sense of extraordi-
nary love which the Tibetans might call the love or the compassion 
of the Bodhisattva, but when you give it a name and an ideological 
symbol you will lose the perfume. It has strangely affected my life. I 
am not a Christian or a Buddhist, I don’t belong to any of these cat-
egories. In my youth I was a Communist – not a card-carrying one 
– but I was enamoured of no class, government withering away and 



so on. It enticed me for a couple of years but I saw what was actually 
happening and was utterly disillusioned with it all. So I turned to the 
investigation of my own misery and that of another. Christianity had 
little to offer in this direction and so I moved to the Orient. You may 
remember the story when someone came to the Buddha in tears on 
account of a death. He told her to find a single house where death 
had not been. It was not because there was a death close to me but 
death meant sorrow. The ancient Egyptians sought immortality in per-
petuating matter. This may be a superficial conclusion but they sought 
a continuity of life as they knew it. This question of immortality comes 
to an end when, as Krishnamurti points out, time stops. When that 
actually takes place there is a state, according to him, in which there 
is no beginning and no ending. And that perhaps is the immortal.

ۜĿĕǕΒĀƲĂѮ��āĝĩƗɩėĂƞπࢢĀı��ɞچĉ
ĻĩĜǳ̋؆ƥħዐଔĀıͱ͠ዐଔྂٱ��ƔƦȆĆƈ̋Ăċ
ǩϹ��ȝ̋˸ħĂƞճĴ��Ćď˫ņą̋Āဓญ뺯̋ǢǁăĻ
ΥڱŞ̊ژėąāĀŀƜ뺯āޥăĄႺ͵ಿ��ģăĄऊ͵ಿ��
āă͒ǘ̜ĕȏඐ͵ȍ뺯ŭΜĴ��āĄĂċդмǂؓ��͠ػ
ăɭஸը��ȚāӁǘŊĈ͆뺮ࡺ؈ऑϥ୭ǅǅĕȏ뺯
ĕڇۃąāǴŭ��ȚĄŶĎāğėąǰٗşŀĀƂŰ��ǘĄǨĈ
ĀߦĞĝЫۂஒą뺯āʽƦũ˨੦ތĢǻĀͽХŠŴĉĀͽ
Х뺯Ⴚ͵ćĕƶǚ˄ăĩƈāƇĭॷФ��ǘĄāǳϝʾΫˋ
ąʁƶ뺯ĆͱϿĜʥīĕƟĂċтƂ��ĈĉߒŏؐĎėऊᅔǚ
ǡ׳��ĸĂʞʤƤĀǧ୭뺯ऊᅔźȬņˣĂǨǧ୭ȮλʾܷĿ
ĀӮŔ뺯ĕƀ˄ăĄȂħāǻ˪ĈʤƤǧą��ƦĄȂħǧ୭ď
ǋŏٱ˼뺯ֿႅӍĉʙĿźˀΙкԪ��Ď̂ߜкŀ뺯ģϿĕ
ĄĂċٽঽĀΡג��ȚŴĶǨ̂ߜĀŀЄĀφĄ֪֙ŴĶĀ
ΞƢƦĎĀ뺯ƔƦ��ȢƧՍƀЏŦᑖ͎ǨϱŜĀ��ȆĴǎӕٜ
Ĵ��ĕċĈȱкŀĀɝʚģďăԪćą뺯Ȇ̋ǰٗşŀĀĴȊ��
ďĈĂƞޕя��֪ŴǨĸ��ćĕƞޕяġŊĈũ˨ģŊĈʪ뺯
ƦĕͱϿďĄкŀ뺯
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It is curious also how he deals with meditation. Meditation, accord-
ing to him, can never be a conscious thing, and one can see the rea-
son for this. If one meditates purposefully with a deliberate intention, 
consciousness then continues with all its content. All this does sound 
rather exalted and unrealistic but it is not.

ŴŢሹĞĀğʒģŉԱ̖뺯֪ŴǨĸ��ሹĞӗăĻĩĄĂɫ
ĈǋƦħĀƂŰ��ƦāĶģĩѿğėȺġĀʅȂ뺯ƧưĂċĉ
ՌǋŞ뺮ɭŏϝĀņሹĞ��ŦĭǋԺӍȺǨĈĀʭ̗ďĜҬφ
Īņ뺯ĕĂОȴőĎĈȏƬăĻޅŠăОǰٗ��ȚȺǰ˄πƧ
ˤ뺯

Krishnamurti and I have met very often recently and in the past 
when Aldous Huxley was with him. He puts it all in very clear words, 
logically, and he suddenly jumps forward and you have to race after 
him, but what he is saying is so accurate and clear. And if you, the 
reader, are really concerned with the whole problem of existence I 
would highly recommend that you get hold of this book and others 
by him and spend some time with them. I have found in these books 
not only a sense of love and great beauty, but something far beyond 
all this. It is like spending some time with yourself, watching our idi-
ocies, our aspirations and failures and if you pursue them factually, 
that is totally real and all- consuming.

Ŗ˦ՍƀЏŦᑖ͎Šāǁ˩Ȓǚ뺯Ȯǡኈ⏲แŠŴćĂԿ
ɳĀĴȊ��āĶģĴ˩Ĝǚ뺯Ŵůπ˩ʓྤƣʸᄉ٧ĀГҶ
ǳĂОȪУŜĎ��ƔŶŴĀƸනĜӏƔˋǡɿĂęϳ��Ćκ݉
ҤƺڦĘŴƷǄ��ƔƦŴĸĀƸĄƧˤĀ̉کŠĂϝąƔ뺯Ƨ
ưĆ�
փ͠��ŢђċԪćĀɝʚƗėʈœȱО��ŦĭāĜ˓ƺȖ
ɥĆˣėĕǕΒ��ńĈŴĀȺŴōǟ��ƔŶɓžĴǎČČࠕփĂ
Ī뺯ȮĕȏΒġ��āăّƗɩėąıŠψƬĀſ��ńƗɩėąԚ
ƞ˰˰ɸɿ̋ĶĀʁɞ뺯୯փĕȏΒཌྷďɏĄɓĴǎŠĢŹդ
̎��ҍĢŹĀའ෴ҶǄ��ƞƞఒʬȉཊە��ƦƧưĆǰƂ̂Ą



Şȝĕȏ੦ތėЫ��ĆĜşƍĢŹăّƽǻķŞΫɍȺġ��Ʀؼ
ŦƟĀ੦अĄӗŢŬǰĀ뺯

J. Krishnamurti
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Translator’s note:

ཥͩ͠��
ǕΒǨԉġӅǊΒཌྷɑϩҨȺӅǊʅ̈ōǟ,�ˌœġǊΒǩĄ
ħƶϔփ͠୯փύཥ͠ǨȀ,�֟λŜ̈ġǊཥǕ뺯



To learn from books is important, but what is far more  important is to 
learn from the book of the story of yourself, because you are all man-
kind. To read that book is the art of learning. It is all there – the insti-
tutions, their pressures, the religious impositions and doctrines, their 
cruelty, their faiths. The social structure of all societies is the relation-
ship between human beings with their greed, their ambitions, their vio-
lence, their pleasures, their anxieties. It is there if you know how to look.

ˋΒǕƓІੰƔȶđ��ȚƑȶđĀĄփΓĆ�“ĢŹ” ĕǕΒ��
ȂħĆďĄƽĉ뺯փĕǕΒĄĂɠƓІĀۨ뺯ĂОĝćĕ
ǕΒġ�uu�ͨ ƞͨƟĀƯઓŠ̋ĶŢĉੌȀĀؤƺ��˓Ȁǘ
ĉĀඐ͵ƱృŠ͵̋��ػĶĀण֧Š̋ĶĀƱЯ뺯ђċĉף
ĜĀףĜʪઓĝĄύĉȉĉƥǎȱͷઓŪĀ��Ă˄ι࢚ŏĉĀ
ಁᓰ뺮࢝ķ뺮ݕƺ뺮ŨǒŠ౦ছ뺯ƧưĆƢƆƧ̜փĕǕΒ��
ŦĭĂОĝȝ֒֒ćϝ뺯

The book is not out there or hidden in yourself; it is all around 
you; you are part of that book. The book tells you the story of the 
human being, and it is to be read in your relationships, in your reac-
tions, in your concepts and values. The book is the very centre of your 
being, and the learning is to read that book with exquisite care. The 
book tells you the story of the past, how the past shapes your mind, 
your heart and your senses. The past shapes the present, modifying 
itself accord ing to the challenge of the moment. And in this endless 
movement of time human beings are caught. This is the conditioning  
of man.

ĕǕΒޥăćʌǚ��ģă॔چćĆƀǚ��̋ďćĆǻ˪��Ćģ
ĄΒĀĂˌœ뺯ĕǕΒˋĆ׳ĸŏĉĀтƂ��ĆĻŘȮĆĀ

The conditioning of man
ĉĀٲՄ

HĦģ�ġĭĬĢħĲħĭĬħĬĥ�ĭĤ�īğĬ� ���



���� HĦģ�6ģğĳĲķ�ĭĤ�ĲĦģ�AĭĳĬĲğħĬ

ĉٗȱͷ뺮ĆĀѢˆ뺮ĆĀખЯŠ͍Ҳҍġփė̋뺯ĕǕΒď
ĄĆԪćĀभķ��ƦƓІקǋŏʈœࢅժŞ୯փĕǕΒ뺯̋
ˋĆᤡۅąĿņşŀĀƞƞтƂ��̋г׳ĆĿņĄƧ̜ർҝĆ
ĀǼќ뺮ĆĀķŠĆǨĈĀƗЋ뺯Ŀņർҝąƍć��Ǟ֪֮
ȆĪĀסͿලǟЬђ뺯ďĕƟćкƄٜҤĀĴǎ̬ƛƀ��ĉ
ƻܒȺġ뺯ĕďĄĉĀٲՄ뺯

This conditioning has been the endless burden of man, of you 
and your brother. The philosophers, the theologians, the saints have 
accepted this conditioning, have allowed the acceptance of it, making 
the best of it; or they have offered escapes into fantasies of mystical 
experiences, of gods and heavens. Education is the art of learning 
about this conditioning and the way out of it, the freedom from this 
burden. There is a way out, which is not an escape, which does not 
accept things as they are. It is not the avoidance of the conditioning; 
it is not the suppression of it. It is the dissolution of the conditioning.

ĕƞٲՄĂˢŘĎŢĉ뺮ŢĆŠĆĀॉܓĝĄĂƞƄҤ
Āࠬݸ뺯ƔƦ࿐Ɠŝ뺮̦ƓŝŠಿĶ��ŴĶăȚǢǁˈɩą
ĕƞٲՄ��ģ̗ϿŴĉˈɩ̋��˄ؼȮġȌϙ��ͱ͠ŴĶĜʙĿ
ॺĀ़뺯࢘ࣂĞ��ĎˋĉĶ͎ߦɆԥ뺮Ţ̦ŠŢĐࠧĀܥ̦
ՄŠ̋ĀŜɢ��ȮƦīŘٲ��ƓІĕƞĄĂɠƓІĀۨקآ͵
Ыࢊĕƞࠬݸ뺯ĈĕƟĂʳŜɢ��̋ăĄĂƞ࢘ॺ��ģăĄ
ˈɩƂˀϝǡĀƟŔ뺯̋ăĄƫॺĕƞٲՄ��ģăĄņ̑ؤ
̋뺯̋ĄĕƞٲՄĀϥા̛͔뺯

When you read this or when you hear it, be aware of whether you 
are listening or reading with the verbal capacity of the intellect, or 
with the care of attention. When there is total attention, there is no 
past but only the pure observation of what is actually going on.

ȆĆփėͱȴėĕȏƸĴ��ͩǋĂĪĆĄćůǼќĀГҶĩ
ƺ��ńĄćůķࣙ̉Ĝ̦Ş੬ȴͱ͠୯փ뺯ȆĂċĉƽ̦ᆉͩ



Ĵ��ĿņĄăԪćĀ��ŮĈŢǰٗȢćşŀĀƂŰĀڙᆃҍ뺯
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These memories of J. Krishnamurti – or K, as he would sometimes refer 
to himself – pertain to the last three years of his life, when I was in regular 
contact with him. 

ĕȏȱǘ�J· ՍƀЏŦᑖ͎Āƫٴuuͱ͠�“Ս”��ŴĈĴĜĕƟ
ĢŹuuȉŴŀЄĀŖŶƁŭĈȱ��ŦьĴǎāǁ˩ȉŴت؆
ԓͷ뺯

Many people are familiar with K through his books and recordings or by hav-
ing attended his public talks, and indeed he often said about himself that it’s 
not the person that is important but rather what he says. But he also asked 
the people who were near him if we could convey the perfume of what it 
was like to be around him. The Beauty of the Mountain is my attempt to do 
this, as well as being a place to gather some remarkable statements of his 
that are not generally found elsewhere.

ŉĠĉĄʙĿՍĀΒཌྷ뺮ԍ͡ͱ͠ϩȀĿŴĀȔũϭƸƦٺિ
ŴĀ뺯ƂǰĘ��Ŵǁ˩ٟėȶđĀăĄŴĕċĉ��ƦĄŴǨĸĀ
Ƹ뺯ȚĄŴģɝĿŴǻ˪Āĉ��ĩ̙ۚУŜŀƜćŴ̡Ąə
ƟĀĂƞဓญ뺯āЏʬʙĿ��Ƭͫƥſ��ĎƙėĕĂž��ǜĴΒ
ġģʵԍąՍĀĂȏʙ˩ćȍ̎ȧīĂȒ˂ƣπǜژࢢĀȪ
뺯ۅ
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