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KRISHNAMURTI'SNOTEBOOK FOREWORD
BY MARY LUTYENS

In June 1961 Krishnamurti began to keep adaily record of his
perceptions and states of consciousness. Apart from about fourteen
days he kept up this record for seven months. He wrote clearly, in
pencil, and with virtually no erasures. The first seventy-seven
pages of the manuscript are written in a small notebook; from then
until the end (p. 323 of the manuscript) alarger, loose-leaf book
was used. The record starts abruptly and ends abruptly.
Krishnamurti himself cannot say what prompted him to begin it.
He had never kept such arecord before, nor has he kept one since.

The manuscript has received the minimum amount of editing.
Krishnamurti's spelling has been corrected; afew punctuation
marks have been put in for the sake of clarity; some abbreviations,
such as the ampersand he invariably used, have been spelt out in
full; some footnotes and a few interpolations in square brackets
have been added. In all other respects the manuscript is presented
here as it was written.

A word is needed to explain one of thetermsused in it - "the
process’. In 1922, at the age of twenty-eight, Krishnamurti
underwent a spiritual experience that changed his life and which
was followed by years of acute and almost continuous painin his
head and spine. The manuscript shows that "the process’, as he
called this mysterious pain, was still going on nearly forty years
later, though in a much milder form.

"The process" was a physical phenomenon, not to be confused

with the state of consciousness that Krishnamurti varioudly refers



to in the notebooks as the "benediction”, the "otherness’,
"Immensity”. At no time did he take any- pain-killing drugs for
"the process'. He has never taken alcohol or any kind of drug. He
has never smoked, and for the last thirty years or so he has not so
much as drunk tea or coffee. Although alifelong vegetarian, he has
always been at great pains to ensure a plentiful and well-balanced
diet. Asceticismis, to hisway of thinking, as destructive of a
religious life as overindulgence. Indeed he looks after “the

body" (he has always differentiated between the body and the ego)
as a cavalry officer would have looked after his horse. He has
never suffered from epilepsy or any of the other physical
conditions that are said to giverise to visions and other spiritual
phenomena; nor does he practise any "system" of meditation. All
thisis stated so that no reader should imagine that Krishnamurti's
states of consciousness are, or ever have been, induced by drugs or
fasting.

In this unique daily record we have what may be called the well-
spring of Krishnamurti's teaching. The whole essence of his
teaching is here, arising from its natural source. Just as he himself
writes in these pages that "every time there is something "'new' in
this benediction, a'new' quality, a 'new' perfume, but yet it is
changeless’, so the teaching that springs from it is never quite the
same although often repeated. In the same way, the trees,
mountains, rivers, clouds, sunlight, birds and flowers that he
describes over and over again are forever "new" because they are
seen each time with eyes that have never become accustomed to
them; each day they are atotally fresh perception for him, and so

they become for us.



On June 18th, 1961, the day Krishnamurti started writing this
record, he wasin New Y ork staying with friendsin West 87th
Street. He had flown to New Y ork on June 14th from London
where he had spent some six weeks and given twelve talks. Before
going to London he had been in Rome and Florence, and, before
that, for the first three months of the year, in India, speaking in
New Delhi and Bombay.

M.L.



KRISHNAMURTI'SNOTEBOOK PART 1 OJAI,
CALIFORNIA 20TH JUNE TO 8TH JULY 1961

In the evening it was there: suddenly it was there, filling the room,
agreat sense of beauty, power and gentleness. Others noticed it.

19th All night it was there whenever | woke up. The head was
bad going to the plane [to fly to Los Angeles] - The purification of
the brain is necessary. The brain is the centre of al the senses; the
more the senses are aert and sensitive the sharper the brainiis; it's
the centre of remembrance, the past; it's the storehouse of
experience and knowledge, tradition. So it's limited, conditioned.
Its activities are planned, thought out, reasoned, but it functionsin
limitation, in space-time. So it cannot formulate or understand that
which isthe total, the whole, the complete. The complete, the
whole isthe mind; it is empty, totally empty and because of this
emptiness, the brain exists in space-time. Only when the brain has
cleansed itsalf of its conditioning, greed, envy, ambition, then only
it can comprehend that which is complete. Loveisthis
compl eteness.

20th In the car on the way to Ojai,* again it began, the pressure
and the feeling of immense vastness. One was not experiencing
this vastness; it was simply there; there was no centre from which
or in which the experience was taking place. Everything, the cars,
the people, the bill-boards, were startlingly clear and colour was
painfully intense. For over an hour it went on and the head was
very bad, the pain right through the head.

The brain can and must develop; its development will always be

from a cause, from areaction, from violence to non-violence and



so on. The brain has developed from the primitive state and
however refined, intelligent, technical, it will be within the
confines of space-time.

Anonymity is humility; it does not lie in the change of name,
cloth or with the identification with that which may be anonymous,
anideal, aheroic act, country and so on. Anonymity is an act of the
brain, the conscious anonymity; there's an anonymity which comes
with the awareness of the complete. The complete is never within
the field of the brain or idea.

21st Woke up about two and there was a peculiar pressure and
the pain was more acute, more in the centre of the head. It lasted
over an hour and one woke up several times with the intensity of
the pressure. Each time there was great expanding ecstasy; this joy
continued - Again, sitting in the dentist's chair, waiting, suddenly
the pressure began. The brain became very quiet; quivering, fully
alive; every sense was alert; the eyes were seeing the bee on the
window, the spider, the birds and the violet mountainsin the
distance. They were seeing but the brain was not recording them.
One could fed the quivering brain, something tremendoudly alive,
vibrant and so not merely recording. The pressure and the pain was
great and the body must have gone off into a doze.

Self-critical awarenessis essential. Imagination and illusion
distort clear observation. lllusion will always exist, so long as the
urge for the continuation of pleasure and the avoidance of pain
exist; the demand for those experiences which are pleasurable to
continue or be remembered; the avoidance of pain, suffering. Both
these breed illusion. To wipe away illusion altogether, pleasure and

sorrow must be understood, not by control or sublimation,



identification or denial.

Only when the brain is quiet can there be right observation. Can
the brain ever be quiet? It can when the brain, being highly
sensitive, without the power of distortion, is negatively aware.

All the afternoon the pressure has been on.

22nd Woke up in the middle of the night and there was the
experiencing of an incal culable expanding state of mind; the mind
itself was that state. The "feeling" of this state was stripped of all
sentiment, of all emotion, but was very factual, very real. This state
continued for some considerable time - All this morning, the
pressure and the pain has been acute.

Destruction is essential. Not of buildings and things but of all
the psychological devices and defences, gods, beliefs, dependence
on priests, experiences, knowledge and so on. Without destroying
all these there cannot be creation. It's only in freedom that creation
comes into being. Another cannot destroy these defences for you;
you have to negate through your own self-knowing awareness.

Revolution, social, economic, can only change outer states and
things, in increasing or narrowing circles, but it will always be
within the limited field of thought. For total revolution the brain
must forsake all itsinward, secret mechanism of authority, envy,
fear and so on.

The strength and the beauty of atender leaf isits vulnerability
to destruction. Like a blade of grass that comes up through the
pavement, it has the power that can withstand casual death.

23rd Creation is never in the hands of the individual. It ceases
entirely when individuality, with its capacities, gifts, techniques

and so on, becomes dominant. Creation is the movement of the



unknowabl e essence of the whole; it is never the expression of the
part.

Just as one was getting to bed, there was that fullness of ill.** It
was not only in the room but it seemed to cover the earth from
horizon to horizon. It was a benediction.

The pressure, with its peculiar pain, was there all the morning.
And it continuesin the afternoon.

Sitting in the dentist's chair, one was looking out of the window,
looking past the hedge, the TV antenna, the telegraph pole, at the
purple mountains. One was looking not with eyes only but with
one's whole head, as though from the back of the head, with one's
entire being. It was an odd experience. There was no centre from
which observation was taking place. The colours and the beauty
and lines of the mountains were intense.

Every twist of thought must be understood; for all thought is
reaction and any action from this can only increase confusion and
conflict.

24th The pressure and the pain was there all day yesterday; itis
all becoming rather difficult. The moment one's by onesdlf, it
begins. And desire for its continuance, any disappointment if it
does not continue does not exist. It is simply there whether one
wants it or not. It's beyond all reason and thought.

To do something for its own sake seems quite difficult and
amost undesirable. Socia values are based on doing something for
the sake of something else. This makes for barren existence, alife
which is never complete, full. Thisis one of the reasons of
disintegrating discontent.

To be satisfied is ugly but to be discontented breeds hatred. To



be virtuous in order to gain heaven or the approval of the
respectable, of society, makes of life abarren field which has been
ploughed over and over again but has never been sown. This
activity of doing something for the sake of something elseisin
essence an intricate series of escapes, escapes from oneself, from
what is.

Without experiencing the essence there is no beauty. Beauty is
not merely in the outward things or in inward thoughts, feelings
and ideas; there is beauty beyond this thought and feeling. It's this
essence that is beauty. But this beauty has no opposite.

The pressure continues and the strain is at the base of the head
and it's painful.

25th Woke up in the middle of the night and found the body
perfectly still, stretched out on its back, motionless; this position
must have been maintained for some time. The pressure and the
pain were there. The brain and the mind were intensely still. There
was no division between them. There was a strange quiet intensity,
like two great dynamos working at great speed; there was a
peculiar tension in which there was no strain. There was a sense of
vastness about the whole thing and a power without direction and
cause and so no brutality and ruthlessness. And it continued during
the morning.

During the past year or so, one would wake up, to experience, in
wakened state, what had been going on while asleep, certain states
of being. It is as though one woke up merely for the brain to
register what was going on. But curiously, the particular
experience would fade away quite soon. The brain was not putting

it away in its scrolls of memory.



Thereisonly destruction and no change. For all changeisa
modified continuity of what has been. All social, economic
revolutions are reactions, a modified continuation of that which has
been. This change does not in any way destroy the roots of
egocentric activities.

Destruction, in the sense we are using the word, has no motive;
it has no purpose which implies action for the sake of result.
Destruction of envy istotal and complete; it implies the freedom
from suppression, control, and without any motive whatsoever.

Thistotal destruction is possible; it liesin seeing the total
structure of envy. This seeing is not in space-time but immediate.

26th The pressure and the strain of it was there, very strongly,
yesterday afternoon and this morning. Only there was a certain
change; the pressure and the strain were from the back of the head,
through the palate to the top of the head. A strange intensity
continues. One has to be quiet only for it to begin.

Control in any form is harmful to total understanding. A
disciplined existenceis alife of conformity; in conformity thereis
no freedom from fear. Habit destroys freedom; habit of thought,
habit of drinking and so on makes for a superficial and dull life.
Organized religion with its beliefs, dogmas and rituals denies the
open entry into the vastness of mind. It isthis entry that cleanses
the brain of space-time. Being cleansed, the brain can then deal
with time-space.

27th That presence which was at il |. was there, waiting
patiently, benignly, with great tenderness. It was like the lightning
on adark night but it was there, penetrating, blissful.

Something strange is happening to the physical organism. One



can't exactly put one'sfinger on it but there's an "odd: insistency,
drive; it'sin no way self-created, bred out of imagination. It is
pal pable when one's quiet, alone, under atree or in aroom; it is
there most urgently as one's about to go off to sleep. It'sthere as
thisis being written, the pressure and the strain, with its familiar
ache.

Formulation and words about all this seem so futile; words
however accurate, however clear the description, do not convey the
real thing.

There's agreat and unutterable beauty in al this. Thereisonly
one movement in life, the outer and the inner; this movement is
indivisible, though it is divided. Being divided, most follow the
outer movement of knowledge, ideas, beliefs, authority, security,
prosperity and so on. In reaction to this, one follows the so-called
inner life, with its visions, hopes, aspirations, secrecies, conflicts,
despairs. Asthis movement isareaction, it isin conflict with the
outer. So there is contradiction, with its aches, anxieties and
escapes.

Thereis only one movement, which is the outer and the inner.
With the understanding of the outer, then the inner movement
begins, not in opposition or in contradiction. As conflict is
eliminated, the brain, though highly sensitive and alert, becomes
quiet. Then only the inner movement has validity and significance.

Out of this movement there is a generosity and compassion
which is not the outcome of reason and purposeful self-denial.

The flower is strong in its beauty asit can be forgotten, set aside
or destroyed.

The ambitious do not know beauty. The feeling of essenceis



beauty.

28th Woke up in the middle of the night shouting and groaning;
the pressure and the strain, with its peculiar pain, was intense. It
must have been going on for some time and it went on for some
time after waking up. The shouting and groaning take place quite
often. These do not take place from indigestion. Sitting in the
dentist's chair, while waiting, the whole thing began again and is
going on, in the afternoon, as thisis being written. It is more
noticeable when one is alone or in some beautiful place or evenin
adirty, noisy street.

That which is sacred has no attributes. A stonein atemple, an
image in achurch, asymbol is not sacred. Man calls them sacred,
something holy to be worshipped out of complicated urges, fears
and longings. This "sacredness' is still within the field of thought;
it is built up by thought and in thought there's nothing new or holy.
Thought can put together the intricacies of systems, dogmas,
beliefs, and the images, symbols, its projects are no more holy than
the blueprints of a house or the design of anew aeroplane. All this
iswithin the frontiers of thought and there is nothing sacred or
mystical about al this. Thought is matter and it can be made into
anything, ugly - beautiful.

But there's a sacredness which is not of thought, nor of afeeling
resuscitated by thought. It is not recognizable by thought nor can it
be utilized by thought. Thought cannot formulate it. But there'sa
sacredness, untouched by any symbol or word. It is not
communicable. It isafact.

A fact isto be seen and the seeing is not through the word.

When afact isinterpreted, it ceases to be afact; it becomes



something entirely different. The seeing is of the highest
importance. This seeing is out of time-space; it'simmediate,
instantaneous. And what's seen is never the same again. There's no
again or in the meantime.

This sacredness has no worshipper, the observer who meditates
upon it. It's not in the market to be bought or sold. Like beauty, it
cannot be seen through its opposite for it has no opposite.

That presence is here, filling the room, spilling over the hills,
beyond the waters, covering the earth.

Last night, asit has happened once or twice before, the body
was just the organism and nothing else, functioning, empty and
still.

29th The pressure and the strain of deep ache isthere; it'sas
though, deep within, an operation was going on. It's not brought on
through one's own volition, however subtle it might be. One has
deliberately and for some time gone into it, deeply. One hastried to
induce it; tried to bring about various outward conditions, being
alone and so on. Then nothing happens. All thisisn't something
recent.

Love's not attachment. Love does not yield sorrow. Love has no
despair or hope. Love cannot be made respectable, part of the
social scheme. When it is not there, every form of travail begins.

To possess and to be possessed is considered aform of love.
This urge to possess, a person or a piece of property, is not merely
the demands of society and circumstances but springs from afar
deeper source. It comes from the depths of loneliness. Each one
triesto fill thislonelinessin different ways, drink, organized

religion, belief, some form of activity and so on. All these are



escapes but it's still there.

To commit oneself to some organization, to some belief or
action is to be possessed by them, negatively; and positively isto
possess. The negative and positive possessiveness is doing good,
changing the world and the so-called love. To control another, to
shape another in the name of love is the urge to possess; the urge to
find security, safety in another and the comfort. Self-forgetfulness
through another, through some activity makes for attachment.
From this attachment, there's sorrow and despair and from this
there is the reaction, to be detached. And from this contradiction of
attachment and detachment arises conflict and frustration.

There's no escape from loneliness: it is afact and escape from
facts breeds confusion and sorrow.

But not to possess anything is an extraordinary state, not even to
possess an idea, et alone a person or athing. When idea, thought,
takes root, it has already become a possession and then the war to
be free begins. And this freedom is not freedom at all; it'sonly a
reaction. Reactions take root and our lifeisthe ground in which
roots have grown. To cut al the roots, one by one, isa
psychological absurdity. It cannot be done. Only the fact,
loneliness, must be seen and then all other things fade away.

30th Y esterday afternoon it was pretty bad, almost unbearable;
it went on for several hours. Walking, surrounded by these violet,
bare, rocky mountains, suddenly there was solitude. Complete
solitude. Everywhere, there was solitude; it had grest,
unfathomabl e richness; it had that beauty which is beyond thought
and feeling. It was not still; it was living, moving, filling every

nook and corner. The high rocky mountain top was aglow with the



setting sun and that very light and colour filled the heavens with
solitude.

It was uniquely alone, not isolated but alone, like adrop of rain
which holds all the waters of the earth. It was neither joyous nor
sad but alone. It had no quality, shape or colour; these would make
it something recognizable, measurable. It came like a flash and
took seed. It did not germinate but it was there in its entirety. There
was no time to mature; time has roots in the past. Thiswas a
rootless, causeless state. So it istotally "new", a state that has not
been and never will be, for itisliving.

Isolation is known and so is loneliness; they are recognizable
for they have often been experienced, actually or in imagination.
The very familiarity of these breeds certain self-righteous contempt
and fear from which arises cynicism and gods. But self-isolation
and loneliness do not |ead to aloneness; they must be finished with,
not in order to gain something, but they must die as naturally asthe
withering away of a gentle flower. Resistance breeds fear but also
acceptance. The brain must wash itself clean of all these cunning
devices.

Unrelated to all these twists and turns of self-contaminated
consciousness, wholly different is thisimmense solitude. Init all
creation takes place. Creation destroys and so it is ever the
unknown.

All the evening of yesterday, this solitude was and is there, and
on waking in the middle of the night it sustained itself.

The pressure and the strain continue, increasing and decreasing
in continuous waves. It's pretty bad today, during the afternoon.

July 1st It's as though everything stood still. There's no



movement, no stirring, complete emptiness of al thought, of all
seeing. There's no interpreter to trandlate, to observe, to censor. An
immeasurable vastness that is utterly still and silent. Thereisno
gpace, nor time to cover that space. The beginning and the ending
are here, of all things. Thereisreally nothing that can be said about
it.

The pressure and the strain have been going on quietly all day;
only now they have increased.

2nd The thing which happened yesterday, that immeasurable
still vastness, went on all the evening, even though there were
people and general talk. It went on all night; it wastherein the
morning. Though there was rather exaggerated, emotionally
agitated talk, suddenly in the middie of it, it was there. And it's
here, there's a beauty and a glory and there's a sense of wordless
ecstasy.

The pressure and the strain began rather early.

3rd Been out all day. All the same, in a crowded town in the
afternoon, for two or three hours the pressure and the strain of it
was on.

4th Been busy, but in spite of it, the pressure and the strain of it
was there in the afternoon.

Whatever actions one hasto do in daily life, the shocks and the
various incidents should not leave their scars. These scars become
the ego, the self, and as one lives, it becomes strong and its walls
almost become impenetrable.

5th Been too busy but whenever there's some quiet, the pressure
and the strain was on.

6th Last night woke up with that sense of complete stillness and



silence; the brain was fully alert and intensely alive; the body was
very quiet. This state lasted for about half an hour. Thisin spite of
an exhausting day.

The height of intensity and sengitivity is the experiencing of
essence. It'sthisthat is beauty beyond word and feeling. Proportion
and depth, light and shade are limited to time-space, caught in
beauty-ugliness. But that which is beyond line and shape, beyond
learning and knowledge, is the beauty of essence.

7th Woke up several times shouting. Again there was that
intense stillness of the brain and afeeling of vastness. There has
been pressure and strain.

Success is brutality. Successin every form, political and
religious, art and business. To be successful implies ruthlessness.

8th Before going to sleep or just going off to sleep, severd
times there were groans and shouts. The body is too disturbed on
account of travelling, as one leaves tonight for London [viaLos
Angeles|. Thereis acertain amount of pressure and strain.

9th As one sat in the aeroplane amidst all the noise, smoking
and loud talking, most unexpectedly, the sense of immensity and
that extraordinary benediction which wasfelt at il L., that
imminent feeling of sacredness, began to take place. The body was
nervously tense because of the crowd, noise, etc. but in spite of al
this, it was there. The pressure and the strain were intense and there
was acute pain at the back of the head. There was only this state
and there was no observer. The whole body was wholly in it and
the feeling of sacredness was so intense that a groan escaped from
the body and passengers were sitting in the next seats. It went on

for several hours, late into the night. It was as though one was



looking, not with eyes only but with athousand centuries; it was
altogether a strange occurrence. The brain was completely empty,
all reaction had stopped; during all those hours, one was not aware
of this emptiness but only in writing it is the thing known, but this
knowledge is only descriptive and not real. That the brain could
empty itself isan odd phenomenon. As the eyes were closed, the
body, the brain seemed to plunge into unfathomable depths, into
states of incredible sensitivity and beauty. The passenger in the
next seat began to ask something and having replied, thisintensity
was there; there was no continuity but only being. And dawn was
coming leisurely and the clear sky wasfilling with light - Asthisis
being written late in the day, with sleepless fatigue, that sacredness

isthere. The pressure and the strain too.

* The Ojai Valley, some eighty miles north of Los Angeles.

** A house above Florence where he had stayed in April.



KRISHNAMURTI'SNOTEBOOK PART 2
LONDON 10TH JULY TO 12TH JULY 1961

Little sleep but wake up to be aware that there is a great sense of
driving energy which isfocused in the head. The body was
groaning and yet it was very still, stretched out flat and very
peaceful. The room seemed to be full and it was very late and the
front door of the next house was shut with abang - There was not
an idea, not afeeling and yet the brain was alert and sensitive. The
pressure and the straln were there causing pain. An odd thing
about this pain isthat it does not in any way exhaust the body.
There seems to be so much happening within the brain but yet it is
impossible to put into words what exactly istaking place. There
was a sense of measureless expansion.

11th The pressure and strain have been rather heavy and thereis
pain. The odd part of all thisisthat the body in no way protests or
puts up resistance in any way. There is an unknown energy
involved in al this. Too busy to write much.

12th It was bad last night, shouting and groaning. The head was
painful. Though little sleep, woke up twice and each time there was
a sense of expanding intensity and intense inward attention and the
brain had emptied itself of all feeling and thought.

Destruction, the complete emptying of the brain, the reaction
and memory must without any effort wither away; withering away
implies time but it is time that ceases and not the ending of
memory.

Thistimeless expanding that was taking place and the quality

and degree of intensity are wholly different from passion and



feeling. It was thisintensity totally unrelated to any desire, wish or
experience, as remembrance, that was rushing through the brain.
The brain was only an instrument and it's the mind that is this
timeless expanding, exploding intensity of creation. And creation is
destruction.

In the aeroplane it's going on.*

* Flying to Geneva from where he drove to a friend's chalet at
Gstaad.



KRISHNAMURTI'SNOTEBOOK PART 3
GSTAAD, SWITZERLAND 13TH JULY TO 3RD
SEPTEMBER 1961

| think it's the quietness of the place, of the green slopes of the
mountains, the beauty of the trees and the cleanliness, that and
other things, has made the pressure and the strain far greater; the
head has been bad all day; it becomes worse when oneis by
oneself. All last night it seems to have been going on and woke up
several times shouting and groaning; even during rest, in the
afternoon, it was bad, accompanied by shouting. The body is
completely relaxed and at rest here. Last night, after the long and
lovely drive through mountai nous country, on entering the room,
that strange sacred blessing was there. The other also felt it.* The
other also felt the quiet, that penetrating aimosphere. Thereisa
feeling of great beauty and love and of mature fullness.

Power is derived from asceticism, from action, from position,
from virtue, from domination and so on. All such forms of power
are evil. It corrupts and perverts. The use of money, talent,
cleverness to gain power or deriving power from any use of these
isevil.

But thereis a power which isin no way related to that power
whichisevil. This power is not to be bought through sacrifice,
virtue, good works and beliefs, nor isit to be bought through
worship, prayers and self-denying or self-destructive meditations.
All effort to become or to be must wholly, naturally, cease. Only
then that power which is not evil, can be.

14th The whole process has been going on al day - the



pressure, the strain and the pain at the back of the head; woke up
shouting several times, and even during the day there was
involuntary groaning and shouting. Last night that sacred feeling
filled the room and the other felt it also.

How easy it isto decelve oneself about amost everything,
especially about deeper and more subtle demands and wishes. To
be utterly free of all such urges and demands is arduous. But yet it
is essential to be free from them or else the brain breeds every form
of illusion. The urge for the repetition of an experience however
pleasant, beautiful, fruitful, isthe soil in which sorrow grows. The
passion of sorrow is as limiting as the passion of power. The brain
must cease to make its own ways and be utterly passive.

15th The whole process was bad last night; it has left one rather
tired and sleepless.

Woke up in the middle of the night, with a sense of immense
and measurel ess strength. It was not the strength that will or desire
has put together but the strength that istherein ariver, ina
mountain, in atree. It isin man when every form of desire and will
have completely ceased. It has no value, has no profit to a human
being, but without it the human being is not, nor the tree. The
action of man is choice and will and in such action thereis
contradiction and conflict and so sorrow. All such action has a
cause, amotive and hence it is reaction. Action of this strength has
no cause, no motive and therefore isimmeasurable and the essence.

16th The whole process went on most of the night; it was rather
intense. How much can the body stand! The whole body was
guivering and, this morning, woke up with the head shaking.

There was, this morning that peculiar sacredness, filling the



room. It had great penetrating power, entering into every corner of
one's being, filling, cleansing, making everything of itself. The
other felt it too. It's the thing that every human being craves for and
because they cravefor it, it eludes them. The monk, the priest, the
sannyas torture their bodies and their character in their longing for
this but it evades them. For it cannot be bought; neither sacrifice,
virtue nor prayer can bring thislove. Thislife, thislove cannot be
if death isthe means. All seeking, all asking must wholly cease.

Truth cannot be exact. What can be measured is not truth. That
which is not living can be measured and its height be found.

17th We were going up the path of a steep wooded side of a
mountain and presently sat on a bench. Suddenly, most
unexpectedly that sacred benediction came upon us, the other felt it
too, without our saying anything. Asit several timesfilled aroom,
thistime it seemed to cover the mountainside across the wide,
extending valley and beyond the mountains. It was everywhere. All
space seemed to disappear; what was far, the wide gap, the distant
snowcovered peaks and the person sitting on the bench faded
away. There was not one or two or many but only thisimmensity.
The brain had lost all its responses; it was only an instrument of
observation, it was seeing, not as the brain belonging to a particular
person, but as a brain which is not conditioned by time-space, as
the essence of all brains.

It was a quiet night and the whole process was not so intense.
On waking this morning, there was an experiencing whose duration
was perhaps a minute, an hour or timeless. An experiencing that is
informed with time ceases to be experiencing; what has continuity

ceases to be the experiencing. On waking there was in the very



depths, in the measurel ess depth of the total mind, an intense flame
alive and burning furioudly, of attention, of awareness, of creation.
The word G not the thing; the symbol G not thereal. The fires that
burn on the surface of life pass, die away, leaving sorrow and ashes
and remembrance. These fires are called life but it's not life. It's
decay. Thefire of creation that is destruction islife. Init thereis no
beginning, no ending, neither tomorrow or yesterday. It's there and
no surface activity will ever uncover it. The brain must die for this
life to be.

18th The process has been very acute, preventing sleep; evenin
the morning and in the afternoon shouting and groaning. The pain
has been rather bad.

Woke up this morning with agreat deal of pain but at the same
time there was a flash of a seeing that was revealing. Our eyes and
brain register the outward things, trees, mountains, swift running
streams, accumulate knowledge, technigue and so on. With that
same eyes and brain, trained to observe, to choose, to condemn and
justify, we turn inward, look inward, recognize objects, build up
ideas, which are organized into reason. Thisinward look does not
go very far, for it's still within the limitation of its own observation
and reason. Thisinward gaze is still the outward look and so there's
not much difference between the two. What may appear to be
different may be similar.

But there's an inward observation which is not the outward
observation turned inward. The brain and the eye which observe
only partialy do not comprehend the total seeing. They must be
alive completely but still; they must cease to choose and judge but

be passively aware. Then the inward seeing is without the border of



time-space. In this flash a new perception is born.

19th It had been rather bad all the afternoon of yesterday and it
seems more painful. Towards the evening that sacredness came and
filled the room and the other felt it too. All night it was fairly quiet,
though the pressure and strain were there, like the sun behind the
clouds; early this morning the process began again.

It appears one's awakened merely to register a certain
experience; this has happened quite often, for the past year. One
was awakened this morning with aliving feeling of joy; it was
taking place as one woke up; it wasn't athing in the past. It was
actually taking place. It was coming, this ecstasy, from "outside",
not self-induced; it was being pushed through the system, flowing
through the organism, with great energy and volume. The brain
was not taking part in it but only registering it, not asa
remembrance but as an actual fact which was taking place. There
was, it seemed, immense strength and vitality behind this ecstasy;
it wasn't sentimental nor afeeling, an emotion but as solid and real
as that stream crashing down the mountain-side or that solitary
pine on the green mountain slope. All feeling and emotion are
related to the brain and as loveis not, so was this ecstasy. It iswith
the greatest difficulty, the brain can recall it.

Early this morning there was a benediction that seemed to cover
the earth and fill the room. With it comes an all consuming
guietness, a stillness that seems to have within it all movement.

20th The process was particularly intense yesterday afternoon.
In the car, waiting, one was almost oblivious of what was going on
around one. Theintensity increased and it was almost unbearable

so that one was forced to lie down. Fortunately there was someone



in the room.

The room became full with that benediction. Now what
followed is almost impossible to put down in words; words are
such dead things, with definite set meaning and what took place
was beyond all words and description. It was the centre of all
creation; it was a purifying seriousness that cleansed the brain of
every thought and feeling; its seriousness was as lightning which
destroys and burns up; the profundity of it was not measurable, it
was there immovable, impenetrable, a solidity that was as light as
the heavens. It wasin the eyes, in the breath. It was in the eyes and
the eyes could see. The eyes that saw, that looked were wholly
different from the eyes of the organ and yet they were the same
eyes. There was only seeing, the eyes that saw beyond time-space.
There was impenetrable dignity and a peace that was the essence of
all movement, action. No virtue touched it for it was beyond all
virtue and sanctions of man. There was love that was utterly
perishable and so it had the delicacy of all new things, vulnerable,
destructible and yet it was beyond all this. It was there
imperishable, unnameable, the unknowing. No thought could ever
penetrate it; no action could ever touch it. It was "pure", untouched
and so ever dyingly beautiful.

All this seemed to affect the brain; it was not as it was before.
(Thought is such atrivial thing, necessary but trivial.) Because of
it, relationship seems to have changed. As aterrific storm, a
destructive earthquake gives a new course to the rivers, changes
the landscape, digs deep into the earth, so it has levelled the
contours of thought, changed the shape of the heart.

21st The whole process is going on as usual, in spite of cold and



feverish state. It has become more acute and more insistent. One
wonders how long the body can carry on.

Y esterday, as we were walking up abeautiful narrow valley, its
steep sides dark with pines and green fields full of wild flowers,
suddenly, most unexpectedly, for we were talking of other things, a
benediction descended upon us, like gentle rain. We became the
centre of it. It was gentle, pressing, infinitely tender and peaceful,
enfolding usin a power that was beyond all fault and reason.

Early this morning, on waking, changing, changeless purifying
seriousness and an ecstasy that had no cause. It ssmply was there.
And during the day, whatever one did it was there in the
background and it came directly and immediately to the fore when
onewas quiet. Thereisan urgency and beauty in it.

No imagination or desire could ever formulate such profound
Seriousness.

22nd Waiting in the doctor's dark, airless office, that
benediction, which no desire can construct, came and filled the
small room. It was theretill we left. If it was felt by the doctor it's
impossible to say.

Why isit that there is deterioration? Inwardly aswell as
outwardly. Why? Time brings destruction to all mechanical
organizations; it wears out by use and disease every form of
organism. Why should there be deterioration inwardly,
psychologically? Beyond all explanations which agood brain can
give, why do we choose the worse and not the better, why hate
rather than love, why greed and not generosity, why self-centred
activity and not open total action? Why be mean when there are

soaring mountains and flashing streams? Why jealousy and not



love? Why? Seeing the fact leads to one thing, and opinions,
explanations, to another. Seeing the fact that we decline,
deteriorate is all important and not the why and wherefore of it.
Explanation has very little significance in face of afact, but to be
satisfied with explanations, with words is one of the major factors
of deterioration. Why war and not peace? The fact iswe are
violent; conflict, inside and outside the skin, is part of our daily life
- ambition and success. Seeing this fact and not the cunning
explanation and the subtle word, puts an end to deterioration.
Choice, one of the major causes of decline, must wholly cease if
it'sto come to an end. The desire to fulfil and the satisfaction and
sorrow that exist in its shadow, is aso one of the factors of
deterioration.

Woke up early this morning, to experience that benediction.
One was "forced" to sit up to bein that clarity and beauty. Later in
the morning sitting on a roadside bench under atree one felt the
immensity of it. It gave shelter, protection like the tree overhead
whose |eaves gave shelter against the strong mountain sun and yet
allowed light to come through. All relationship is such protection
in which there's freedom, and because there's freedom, thereis
shelter. 23rd Woke up early this morning with an enormous sense
of power, beauty and incorruptibility. It was not something that had
happened, an experience that was past and one woke up to
remember it asin a dream, but something that was actually taking
place. One was aware of something utterly incorruptible, in which
nothing could possibly exist that could become corrupt, deteriorate.
It was too immense for the brain to grasp, to remember; it could
only register, mechanicaly, that there is such a"state" of



incorruption. Experiencing such a state is vastly important; it was
there, limitless, untouchable, impenetrable.

Because of itsincorruptibility, there was in it beauty. Not the
beauty that fades nor something put together by the hand of man,
nor the evil with its beauty. One felt that in its presence all essence
exists and so it was sacred. It was alife in which nothing could
perish. Death isincorruptible but man makes of it a corruption as,
for him, lifeis.

With it all, there was that sense of power, strength as solid as
that mountain which nothing could shatter, which no sacrifice,
prayer, virtue could ever touch.

It was there, immense, which no wave of thought could corrupt,
athing remembered. It was there and the eyes, the breath were of
it.

Time, laziness, corrupts. It must have gone on for a certain
period. Dawn was just coming and there was dew on the car
outside and on the grass. The sun wasn't up yet but the sharp snow
peak was clear in the grey-blue sky; it was an enchanting morning,
with not acloud. But it wouldn't last, it wastoo lovely.

Why should all this happen to us? No explanation is good
enough, though one can invent a dozen. But certain things are
fairly clear. 1. One must be wholly "indifferent” to it coming and
going. 2. There must be no desire to continue the experience or to
storeit away in memory. 3. There must be a certain physical
sensitivity, a certain indifference to comfort. 4. There must be self-
critical humourous approach. But even if one had all these, by
chance, not through deliberate cultivation and humility, even then,

they are not enough. Something totally different is necessary or



nothing is necessary. It must come and you can never go after it, do
what you will. You can also add loveto the list but it is beyond
love. Onething is certain, the brain can never comprehend it nor
can it contain it. Blessed is he to whom it is given. And you can
add also a still, quiet brain.

24th The process has not been so intense, as the body for some
days has not been well, but though it is weak, now and then one
can feel theintensity of it. It's strange how this process adjusts
itself to circumstance.

Y esterday, driving through the narrow valley, a mountain
stream noisily making its way beside the wet road, there was this
benediction. It was very strong and everything was bathed in it.
The noise of the stream was part of it and the high waterfall which
became the stream werein it. It was like the gentle rain that was
coming down and one became utterly vulnerable; the body seemed
to have become light as a leaf, exposed and trembling. This went
on through the long, cool drive; talk became monosyllabic; the
beauty of it seemed incredible. All the evening it remained and
though there was laughter, the solid, the impenetrable seriousness
remained.

On waking this morning, early when the sun was still below the
horizon, there was the ecstasy of this seriousness. It filled the heart
and the brain and there was a sense of immovability.

To look isimportant. We look to immediate things and out of
immediate necessities to the future, coloured by the past. Our
seeing is very limited and our eyes are accustomed to near things.
Our look is as bound by time-space as our brain. We never |00k,

we never see beyond this limitation; we do not know how to look



through and beyond these fragmentary frontiers. But the eyes have
to see beyond them, penetrating deeply and widely, without
choosing, without shelter; they have to wander beyond man-made
frontiers of ideas and values and to feel beyond love.

Then there is a benediction which no god can give.

25th In spite of a meeting,** the process is going on, rather
gently but going on.

Woke up this morning, rather early, with a sense of a mind that
had penetrated into unknown depths. It was as though the mind
itself was going into itself, deeply and widely and the journey
seemed to have been without movement. And there was this
experience of immensity in abundance and a richness that was
incorruptible.

It's strange that though every experience, state, is utterly
different, it is still the same movement; though it seems to change,
it isstill the changeless.

26th All yesterday afternoon the process was on and it was
pretty bad. Walking in the deep shadow of a mountain, Beside a
chattering stream, in the intensity of the process, one felt utterly
vulnerable, naked and very open; one hardly seemed to exist. And
the beauty of the snowcovered mountain, held in the cup of two
dark pine slopes of curving hills, was greatly moving.

Early in the morning when the sun was not yet up and the dew
on the grass, still in bed, lying quietly, without any thought or
movement, there was a seeing, not the superficial seeing with the
eyes but seeing through the eyes from behind the head. The eyes
and from behind the head were only the instrument through which

the immeasurable past was seeing into the immeasurabl e space that



had no time. And later, still in bed, there was a seeing in which all
life seemed to be contained.

How easy it is to decelve oneself, to project desirable states
which are actually experienced, especially when they are pleasure.
There's no illusion, no deception, when there's no desire, conscious
or unconscious, for any experience of any kind, when one's wholly
indifferent to the coming and going of all experience, when one's
not asking for anything.

27th It was a beautiful drive through two different valleys, up to
a pass; the sweeping mountainous rocks, fantastic shapes and
curves, their solitude and grandeur, and far away the green, sloping
mountain, made an impression on the brain that was still. Aswe
were driving, the strange intensity and the beauty of these many
days came more and more pressing upon one. And the other felt it
too.

Woke up very early in the morning; that which is a benediction
and that which is strength were there and the brain was aware of
them asit isaware of aperfume but it was not a sensation, an
emotion; they were simply there. Do what one will, they will
aways be there; there was nothing one could do about it.

There was atalk this morning and during the talk, the brain
which reacts, thinks, constructs was absent. The brain was not
working, except, probably, for the memory of words.

28th Y esterday we were walking along the favourite road beside
the noisy stream, in the narrow valley of dark pine trees, fields with
flowers and in the distance the massive snowcovered mountain and
awaterfall. It was enchanting, peaceful and cool. There, walking,

that sacred blessing came, athing that one could almost touch, and



deep within one there were movements of change. It was an
evening of enchantment and of beauty that was not of this world.
The immeasurable was there and then there was stillness.

This morning woke up early to register that the process was
intense, and through the back of the head, rushing forward as an
arrow with that peculiar sound as it flies through the air, was a
force, a movement that came from nowhere and was going
nowhere. And there was a sense of vast stability and a "dignity"
that could not be approached. And an austerity that no thought
could formulate but with it a purity of infinite gentleness. All these
are merely words and so they can never represent the real; the
symbol is never the real and the symbol iswithout value.

All the morning the process was on and a cup that had no height
and no depth seemed to be full to the overflowing.

29th Had been seeing people and after they left, one felt as
though one was suspended between two worlds. And presently the
world of the process and that unquenchable intensity came back.
Why this separation? The people one saw were not serious, at |east
they thought they were serious but they were serious only in a
superficial way. One could not give oneself completely and hence
thisfeeling of not being at home again, but all the same, it was an
odd experience.

We were talking and alittle bit of the stream between the trees
was pointed out. It was an ordinary sight, an everyday incident, but
as one looked, several things took place, not any outward incidents
but clear perception. It's absolutely necessary for maturity that
there should be - 1. Complete simplicity which goes with humility,

not in things or possessions but in the quality of being. 2. Passion



with that intensity which is not merely physical. 3. Beauty; not
only the sensitivity to outward reality but being sensitive to that
beauty which is beyond and above thought and feeling. 4. Love;
the totality of it, not the thing that knows jealousy, attachment,
dependence; not that as divided into carnal and divine. The whole
immensity of it. 5. And the mind that can pursue, that can penetrate
without motive, without purpose, into its own immeasurable
depths; that has no barrier, that is free to wander without time-
Space.

Suddenly one was aware of all thisand all the implications
involved in it; just the mere sight of a stream between decaying
branches and leaves on arainy, dismal day.

Aswe were talking, for no reason, for what we were talking
about was not too serious, out of some unapproachable depths
suddenly one felt thisimmense flame of power, destructivein its
creation. It was the power that existed before all things came into
being; it was unapproachable and by its very strength one could not
come near it. Nothing exists but that one thing. Immensity and
awe.

Part of this experience must have "continued" while asleep for
on waking early this morning it was there and the intensity of the
process had awakened one. It is beyond all thought and words to
describe what's going on, the strangeness of it and the love, the
beauty of it. No imagination could ever build all thisup nor isit an
illusion; the strength and the purity of it is not for amake-believe
mind-brain. It's beyond and above all faculties of man.

30th It was a cloudy day, heavy with dark clouds; it had rained

in the morning and it had turned cold. After awalk we were talking



but more looking at the beauty of the earth, the houses and the dark
trees.

Unexpectedly, there was aflash of that unapproachable power
and strength that was physically shattering. The body became
frozen into immobility and one had to shut one's eyes not to go off
into afaint. It was completely shattering and everything that was
didn't seem to exist. And the immobility of that strength and the
destructive energy that came with it, burned out the limitations of
sight and sound. It was something indescribably great whose height
and depth are unknowable.

Early this morning, just as dawn was breaking, with not a cloud
in the sky and the snowcovered mountains just visible, woke up
with that feeling of impenetrable strength in one's eyes and throat;
it seemed to be a pal pable state, something that could never not be
there. For nearly an hour it was there and the brain remained
empty. It was not a thing to be caught by thought and stored up in
memory to be recalled. It was there and all thought was dead.
Thought is functional, is only useful in that realm; thought could
not think about it for thought is time and it was beyond all time and
measure. Thought, desire could not seek for its continuation or for
its repetition, for thought, desire, was totally absent. Then what is it
that remembers to write this down? Merely a mechanical record
but the record, the word is not the thing.

The process goes on, more gently, probably because of the talks
and thereis also alimit beyond which the body will crack. But it's
there, persistent and insistent.

31st Walking along the path that followed the fast-running

stream, cool and pleasant, with many people about, there was that



benediction, as gentle as the leaves and there was in it a dancing
joy. But there was beyond and through it that immense, solid
strength and power that was unapproachable. One felt that there
was immeasurable depth behind it, unfathomable. It was there,
with every step, with an urgency and yet with infinite
"indifference”. Asabig, high dam holds back the river, forming a
vast lake of many miles, so was thisimmensity.

But every moment there was destruction; not the destruction to
bring about a new change - change is never new - but total
destruction of what has been so that it can never be. There was no
violence in this destruction; there is violence in change, in
revolution, in submission, in discipline, in control and domination
but here all violence, in any form with a different name, hastotally
ceased. It isthis destruction that is creation.

But creation is not peace. Peace and conflict belong to the world
of change and time, to the outward and inward movement of
existence, but this was not of time or of any movement in space. It
is pure and absol ute destruction and only then can the "new" be.

This morning on awaking this essence was there; it must have
been there all night, and on waking it seemed to fill the whole head
and body. And the process is going on gently. One has to he alone
and quiet, then it isthere.

As one writes that benediction isthere, as the soft breeze along
the leaves.

August 1st It was abeautiful day and driving in the beautiful
valley there was that which was not to be denied; it was there as
the air, the sky and those mountains.

Woke up early, shouting, for the process was intense but during



the day, in spite of the talk,*** it has been going on with mildness.
2nd Woke up early this morning; unwashed one was forced to
sit up and one has generally sat up in bed for some time before
getting out of bed, But this morning it was beyond the usual
procedure, it was an urgent and imperative necessity. As one sat
up, in alittle while there came that immense benediction and
presently one felt that this whole power, this whole impenetrable,
stern strength was in one, about one and in the head, and in the
very middle of al thisimmensity, there was complete stillness. It
was a stillness which no mind can imagine, formulate; no violence
can produce this stillness; it had no cause; it was not aresult; it was
the stillness in the very centre of atremendous hurricane. It was the
stillness of all motion, the essence of all action; it was the
explosion of creation and it's only in such stillness that creation can
take place.

Again the brain could not captureit; it could not record it in its
memories, in the past, for thisthing is out of time; it had no future,
it had no past or present. If it was of time, the brain could capture it
and shape it according to its conditioning. Asthis stillnessis the
totality of all motion, the essence of al action, aliving that was
without shadow, the thing of shadow could not, by any means,
measureit. It istoo immense for time to hold it and no space could
contain it.

All this may have lasted a minute or an hour.

Before sleegping the process was acute and it has continued in a
mild way all day long.

3rd woke up early with that strong feeling of otherness, of

another world that is beyond all thought; it was very intense and as



clear and pure as the early morning, cloudless sky. Imagination and
illusion are purged from the mind for there is no continuance.
Everything is and it has never been before. Where thereisa
possibility of continuance, thereis delusion.

It was a clear morning though soon clouds would be gathering.
As one looked out of the window, the trees, the fields were very
clear. A curious thing is happening; there is a heightening of
sengitivity. Sensitivity, not only to beauty but also to all other
things. The blade of grass was astonishingly green; that one blade
of grass contained the whole spectrum of colour; it was intense,
dazzling and such a small thing, so easy to destroy. Those trees
were al of life, their height and their depth; the lines of those
sweeping hills and the solitary trees were the expression of all time
and space; and the mountains against the pale sky were beyond all
the gods of man. It was incredible to see, fed, al thisby just
looking out of the window. One's eyes were cleansed.

It is strange how during one or two interviews that strength, that
power filled the room. It seemed to be in one's eyes and breath. It
comes into being, suddenly and most unexpectedly, with aforce
and intensity that is quite overpowering and at other timesit's
there, quietly and serenely. But it's there, whether one wantsiit or
not. Thereisno possibility of getting used to it for it has never
been nor will it ever be. But it's there.

The process has been mild, these talks and seeing people
probably make it so.

4th Woke up very early in the morning; it was still dark but
dawn would soon come; towards the east there was in the distance
apale light. The sky was very clear and the shape of the mountains



and the hillswere just visible. It was very quiet.

Out of this vast silence suddenly, as one sat up in bed, when
thought was quiet and far away, when there wasn't even a whisper
of afeeling, there came that which was now the solid,
inexhaustible being. It was solid, without weight, without measure;
it was there and besides it, there existed nothing. It was there
without another. The words solid, immovable, imperishable do not
in any way convey that quality of timeless stability. None of these
or any other word could communicate that which was there. It was
totally itself and nothing else; it was the totality of all things, the
essence,

The purity of it remained, leaving one without thought, without
action. It's not possible to be one with it; it is not possible to be one
with a swiftly flowing river. Y ou can never be one with that which
has no form, no measure, no quality. It is; that isall.

How deeply mature and tender everything has become and
strangely all lifeisinit; like anew leaf, utterly defenceless. 5th
There was, as one woke up this morning early, aflash of "seeing”,
"looking", that seems to be going on and on for ever. It started
nowhere and went nowhere but in that seeing all sight was
included and all things. It was a sight that went beyond the streams,
the hills, the mountains, past the earth and the horizon and the
people. In this seeing, there was penetrating light and incredible
swiftness. The brain could not follow it nor could the mind contain
it. It was pure light and a swiftness that knew no resistance.

On the walk yesterday, the beauty of light among the trees and
on the grass was so intense, that it left one actually breathless and
the body frail.



Later this morning, as one was just going to have breakfast, like
aknife thrust into a soft earth, there was that benediction, with its
power and strength. It came as does lightning and was gone as
quickly.

The process was rather intense yesterday afternoon and
somewhat less this morning. There's afrailty about the body.

6th Though one had slept, not too well, on waking one was
aware that all night the process was going but, much more, that
there was a blossoming of that benediction. One felt as though it
was operating upon one.

On waking, there was an outgoing, outpouring of this power
and strength. It was as a stream rushing out of the rocks, out of the
earth. There was a strange and unimaginable blissin this, an
ecstasy that had nothing to do with thought and feeling.

There is an aspen tree and its leaves are trembling in the breeze
and without that dance lifeis not.

7th One was done up after the talk**** and seeing people and
towards the evening we went for a short walk. After a brilliant day,
clouds were gathering and it would rain during the night. Clouds
were closing in on the mountains and the stream was making a
great deal of noise. The road was dusty with cars and across the
stream was a harrow, wooden bridge. We crossed it and went up a
grassy path and the green slope was full of flowers of so many
colours.

The path went up gently past a cow shed but it was empty; the
cattle had been taken to pastures much higher up. It was quiet up
there, without people but with the noise of the rushing stream.

Quietly, it came, so gently that one was not aware of it, so closeto



the earth, among the flowers. It was spreading, covering the earth
and onewasin it, not as an observer but of it. There was no
thought or feeling, the brain utterly quiet. Suddenly, there was
innocence so simple, so clear and delicate. It was a meadow of
innocence past all pleasure and ache, beyond all torture of hope
and despair. It was there and it made the mind, one's whole being
Innocent; one was of it, past measure, past word, the mind
transparent and the brain young without time.

It went on for some time and it was late and we had to return.

This morning, on waking it took alittle time for that immensity
to come but it was there and thought and feeling were made still.
As one was cleaning one's teeth, the intensity of it was sharp and
clear. It comes as suddenly as it goes, nothing can restrain it and
nothing can call it.

The process has been rather acute and the pain has been sharp.

8th On waking, everything was quiet as the previous day had
been tiring. It was surprisingly quiet and one sat up to carry on
with the usual meditation. Unexpectedly, as one hears a distant
sound, it began, quietly, gently, and all of a sudden, it was therein
full force. It must have lasted for some minutes. It was gone but it
left its perfume deep in one's consciousness and the seeing of it in
one's eyes.

During the talk this morning that immensity with its benediction
was there.***** Each one must have interpreted it in his way and
thereby destroying itsindescribable nature. All interpretation
distorts.

The process has been acute and the body has become rather
frail. But beyond all this, thereisthe purity of incredible beauty,



the beauty not of things, which thought or feeling has put together,
or the gift of some craftsman, but as ariver that wanders,
nourishing and indifferent, polluted and made use of; it's there,
complete and rich in itself. And a strength that has no valuein
man's social structure and behaviour. But it is there, unconcerned,
immense, untouchable. Because of this, all things are.

9th Again this morning, on waking one felt it was an empty
night; it had been too much, for the body, with the talk [the day
before] and seeing people, wastired. Sitting up in bed as usudl, it
was quiet; the country was asleep, there was no sound and the
morning was heavy with clouds. Wherever it hasits being, it came
suddenly and fully, this benediction with its strength and power. It
remained filling the room and beyond, and presently it went,
leaving behind afeeling of vastness, whose height was beyond the
word.

Y esterday, walking amidst hills, meadows and streams, among
pleasant quietness and beauty one was again aware of that strange
and deeply moving innocence. It was quietly, without any
resistance, penetrating, entering into every corner and twist of one's
mind, cleansing it of all thought and feeling. It left one empty and
complete. Suddenly all time had stopped. Each one was aware of
its passage.** * * * *

The process is going on but more gently and deeply.

10th It had rained sharply and very heavily, washing off the
white dust on the big round leaves by the unpaved road that went
deep into the mountains. The air was soft and gentle and at that
atitude not heavy; the air was clean and pleasant and there was the

smell of rain-washed earth. Walking up the road, one was aware of



the beauty of the earth and the delicate line of the steep hills
against the evening sky; of the massive, rocky mountain with its
glacier and wide field of snow; of the many flowersin the
meadows. It was an evening of great beauty and quietness. The
stream so boisterous, was made muddy by the recent, heavy rain; it
had lost that peculiar bright clarity of mountain water but in afew
hours it would again become clear.

As one looked at the massive rocks, with their curves and
shapes and the sparkling snow, half-dreamily with no thought in
mind, suddenly there was an immense, massive dignity of strength
and benediction. It filled the valley on the instant and the mind had
no measurement; it was deep beyond the word. Again there was
innocence.

On waking early this morning, it was there and meditation was
alittle thing and all thought died and all feeling had ceased; the
brain was utterly quiet. Itsrecord is not the real. It was there,
untouchable and unknowable. It would never be what has been: it
is of never ending beauty.

It was an extraordinary morning. This has been going on for
four solid months, whatever the environment, whatever the
condition of the body. It's never the same and yet the same; it is
destruction and never ending creation. Its power and strength are
beyond all comparison and word. And it's never continuous; it is
death and life.

The process has been rather acute and it all seems rather
unimportant.

August 11th, 1961******* Gitting in the car, beside a

boisterous mountain stream and in the middle of green, rich



meadows and a darkening sky, that incorruptible innocence was
there, whose austerity was beauty. The brain was utterly quiet and
it was touched by it.

The brain is nourished by reaction and experience; it lives on
experience. But experience is aways limiting and conditioning;
memory is the machinery of action. Without experience,
knowledge and memory, action is not possible but such actionis
fragmentary, limited. Reason, organized thought, is always
incomplete; idea, response of thought, is barren and belief isthe
refuge of thought. All experience only strengthens thought
negatively or positively.

Experiencing is conditioned by experience, the past. Freedom is
the emptying of the mind of experience. When the brain ceasesto
nourish itself through experience, memory and thought, when it
dies to experiencing, then its activity is not self-centred. It then has
its nourishment from elsewhere. It is this nourishment that makes
the mind religious.

On waking this morning, beyond all meditation and thought and
the delusions that feelings create, there was an intense bright light
at the very centre of the brain and beyond the brain at the very
centre of consciousness, of one's being. It was alight that had no
shadow nor was it set in any dimension. It was there without
movement. With that light there was present that incalculable
strength and beauty beyond thought and feeling.

The process was rather acute in the afternoon.

12th Y esterday, walking up the valley, the mountains covered
with clouds and the stream seemingly more noisy than ever, there

was a sense of astonishing beauty, not that the meadows and hills



and the dark pines had changed. Only the light was different, more
soft, with a clarity that seemed to penetrate everything, leaving no
shadow. As the road climbed, we were able to look down on a
farm, with green pasture land around it. It was a green meadow, a
rich green that is seen nowhere, but that little farmhouse and that
green pasture contained all the earth and all mankind. There was an
absolute finality about it; it was the finality of beauty that is not
tortured by thought and feeling. The beauty of a picture, asong, a
building is put together by man, to be compared, to be criticized, to
be added up but this beauty was not the handwork of man. All the
handwork of man must be denied with afinality before this beauty
can be. For it needs total innocence, total austerity; not the
innocence that thought had contrived nor the austerity of sacrifice.
Only when the brain is free of time, and its responses; utterly still,
IS there that austere innocency.

Woke up long before dawn when the air is very still and the
earth waiting for the sun. Woke up with a clarity that was peculiar
and an urgency that demanded full attention. The body was
completely motionless, an immobility that was without strain,
without tension. And inside the head a peculiar phenomenon was
going on. A great wide river was flowing with the pressure of
immense weight of water, flowing between high, polished granite
rock. On each side of this great wide river was polished, sparkling
granite, on which nothing grew, not even a blade of grass; there
was nothing but sheer polished rock, soaring up beyond
measurable eyesight. The river was making its way, silently,
without a whisper, indifferent, majestic. It was actually taking

place, it wasn't adream, avision nor a symbol to be interpreted. It



was there taking place, beyond any doubt; it was not athing of
imagination. No thought could possibly invent it; it was too
immense and real for thought to formulate it.

The immobility of the body and this great flowing river between
the polished granite walls of the brain, went on for an hour and a
half by the watch. Through the open window the eyes could see the
coming dawn. There was no mistaking the reality of what was
taking place. For an hour and a half the whole being was attentive,
without effort, without wandering off. And all of a sudden it
stopped and the day began.

This morning, that benediction filled the room. It was raining
hard but there would be blue sky later.

The process, with its pressure and ache, continues gently.

13th Asthe path that goes up the mountain can never contain all
of the mountain, so thisimmensity is not the word. And yet
walking up the side of the mountain, with the small stream running
at the foot of the slope, this incredible, unnameable immensity was
there; the mind and heart was filled with it and every drop of water
on the leaf and on the grass was sparkling with it.

It had been raining all night and all the morning and it had been
heavy with clouds, and now the sun was coming out over the high
hills and there were shadows on the green, spotless meadows that
were rich with flowers. The grass was very wet and the sun was on
the mountains. Up that path there was enchantment and talking
now and then seemed in no way to [word left out] the beauty of
that light nor the simple peace that lay in the field. The benediction
of that immensity was there and there was joy.

On waking this morning, there was again that impenetrable



strength whose power is the benediction. One was awakened to it
and the brain was aware of it without any of its responses. It made
the clear sky and the Pleiades incredibly beautiful. And the early
sun on the mountain, with its snow, was the light of the world.

During the talk******** jt was there, untouchable and pure,
and in the afternoon in the room it came with a speed of lightning
and was gone. But it's always here in some measure, with its
strange innocency whose eyes have never been touched.

The process was rather acute last night and as thisis being
written.

14th Though the body was done up this morning after the talk
[of yesterday] and seeing people, sitting in the car under a
spreading tree there was a deep strange activity going on. It was
not an activity which the brain, with its customary responses, could
comprehend and formulate; it was beyond its scope. But there was
an activity, deep within, which was wearing out all obstruction.
But the nature of that activity isimpossible to tell. Like deep
subterranean waters making their way to the surface, so there was
an activity far deeper than beyond all consciousness.

Oneis aware of the increase of sensitivity of the brain; colour,
shape, line, the total form of things have become more intense and
extraordinarily alive. Shadows seem to have alife of their own, of
greater depth and purity. It was a beautiful, quiet evening; there
was a breeze among the leaves and the aspen leaves were
trembling and dancing. A tall straight stem of a plant, with acrown
of white flowers, touched by faint pink, stood as awatcher by the
mountain stream. The stream was golden in the setting sun and the

woods were deep in silence; even the passing cars didn't seem to



disturb them. The snowcovered mountains were deep in dark,
heavy clouds and the meadows knew innocence.

The whole mind was far beyond al experience. And the
meditator was silent.

15th Walking beside the stream and with the mountainsin
clouds, there were moments of intense silence, like the brilliant
patches of blue sky among the parting clouds. It was a cold, sharp
evening, with a breeze that was coming from the north. Creation is
not for the talented, for the gifted; they only know creativeness but
never creation. Creation is beyond thought and image, beyond the
word and expression. It is not to be communicated for it cannot be
formulated, it cannot be wrapped up in words. It can befelt in
complete awareness. It cannot be used and put on the market, to be
haggled and sold.

It cannot be understood by the brain, with its complicated
varieties of responses. The brain has no means to get into touch
with it; it's utterly incapable. Knowledge is an impediment and
without self-knowing, creation cannot be. Intellect, the sharp
instrument of the brain, can in no way approach it. The total brain,
with its hidden secret demands and pursuits and the many varieties
of cunning virtues, must be utterly quiet, speechless but yet alert
and still. Creation is not baking bread or writing a poem. All
activity of the brain must cease, voluntarily and easily, without
conflict and pain. There must be no shadow of conflict and
imitation.

Then there is the astonishing movement called creation. It can
only be in total negation; it cannot be in the passage of time, nor

can space cover it. There must be complete death, total destruction,



for it to be.

On waking this morning, there was compl ete silence outwardly
and inwardly. The body and the measuring and weighing brain
were still, in a state of immobility, though both were alive and
highly sensitive. And quietly, as the dawn comes, it came from
somewhere deep within, that strength with its energy and purity. It
seemed to have no roots, no cause but yet it was there, intense and
solid, with a depth and a height that are not measurable. It
remained for some time by the watch and went away, as the cloud
goes behind a mountain.

Every time there is something "new" in this benediction, a
"new" quality, a"new" perfume but yet it is changeless. It is utterly
unknowable. The process was acute for awhile but it'stherein a
gentle manner. It isall very strange and unpredictable.

16th There was a patch of blue sky between two vast, endless
clouds; it was a clear, startling blue, so soft and penetrating. It
would be swallowed up in afew minutes and it would disappear
for ever. No sky of that blue would ever be seen again. It had been
raining most of the night and the morning and there was fresh snow
on the mountains and on the higher hills. And the meadows were
greener and richer than ever but that little patch of limpid blue sky
would never be seen again. In that little patch was the light of all
heaven and the blue of al the skies. As one watched it, its form
began to change and the clouds were rushing to cover it lest too
much of it be seen. It was gone never to appear again. But it had
been seen and the wonder of it remains.

At that moment, resting on the sofa, as the clouds were

conquering the blue, there came, quite unexpectedly, that



benediction, with its purity and innocence. It came in abundance
and filled the room till the room and the heart could hold no more;
its intensity was peculiarly overpowering and penetrating and its
beauty was on the land. The sun was shining on a patch of brilliant
green and the dark pines were quiet and indifferent.

Thismorning, it was very early, the dawn wouldn't come for a
couple of hours, on waking, with eyes that have lost their sleep,
one was aware of an unfathomable cheerfulness; there was no
cause to it, no sentimentality or that emotional extravagance,
enthusiasm, behind it; it was clear, simple cheer, uncontaminated
and rich, untouched and pure. There was no thought or reason
behind it and neither could one ever understand it for there was no
causeto it. This cheerfulness was pouring out of one's whole being
and the being was utterly empty. As a stream of water gushes out
from the side of a mountain, naturally and under pressure, this
cheer was pouring out in great abundance, coming from nowhere
and going nowhere, but the heart and mind would never be the
same again.

One was not aware of the quality of this cheer asit was bursting
forth; it was taking place and its nature would show itself,
probably, to time and time would have no measure for it. Timeis
petty and it cannot weigh abundance.

The body has been rather frail and empty but last night and this
morning the process has been acute, not lasting for long.

17th It had been a cloudy, rainy day with north-west wind, hard
and cold. Up the road that |ed to the waterfall which became the
noisy stream, we were walking; there were few on the roads and

few cars went by and the stream rushed on, faster than ever. We



walked up the road with the wind behind us and the narrow valley
widened and there were patches of sun on the sparkling, green
pasture. They were widening the road and as we passed they
greeted us, with friendly smiles and afew wordsin Italian. They
had been labouring all day digging and carrying rocks so that it
seemed incredible that they should smile at al. But they did and up
further on under alarge shed, modern machinery was cutting
wood, drilling holes and cutting patterns on heavy lumber. And the
valley opened more and more and there was a village further on
and still further on was the waterfall from the glacier high up in the
rocky mountain.

One felt more than one saw the beauty of the land and the weary
people, the fast running stream and the quiet meadows. On the way
back, near the chalet, all the sky was covered with heavy clouds
and suddenly the setting sun was on some rocks, high up in the
mountain. That patch of sunlight on the face of those rocks
revealed a depth of beauty and feeling that no graven image can
hold. It was as though they were alight from within, alight of their
own, serene and never fading. It was the end of the day.

Only on waking early next morning, one was aware of the
previous evening's splendour and the love that went by.
Consciousness cannot contain the immensity of innocence; it can
recelveit, it cannot pursue it nor cultivate it. The entire
consciousness must be still, not wanting, not seeking and never
pursuing. The totality of consciousness must be still and only then,
that which has no beginning and no end can come into being.
Meditation is the emptying of consciousness, not to receive, but to

be empty of all endeavour. There must be space for stillness, not



the space created by thought and its activities but that space that
comes through denial and destruction, when there is nothing left of
thought and its projection. In emptiness aone can there be creation.

On waking early this morning the beauty of that strength, with
its innocency, was there, deep within and coming to the surface of
the mind. It had the quality of infinite flexibility but nothing could
shape it; it could not be made to adjust, to conform to the mould of
man. It could not be caught in symbols or words. But it was there,
immense and untouchable. All meditation seemed trivial and
foolish. It only stayed and the mind was still.

Several times during the day, at odd moments, that benediction
would come and pass away. Desiring and asking have no
significance whatsoever.

The process goes on mildly.

18th It had been raining most of the night and it had turned
guite cold; there was quite alot of fresh snow on the higher hills
and mountains. And there was a sharp wind too. The green
meadows were extraordinarily bright and the green was startling.
And it had been raining most of the day too and only towards the
|ate afternoon it began to clear up and sun was among the
mountains. We were walking along a path that went from one
village to another, a path that wound around farmhouses, among
rich green meadows. The pylons that carried heavy electric cables,
stood startlingly against the evening skies; looking up at these
towering steel structures against scudding clouds, there was beauty
and power. Crossing over awooden bridge, the stream was full,
swollen by all thisrain; it was running fast, with an energy and

force that only mountain streams have. Looking up and down the



stream, held in by tightly packed banks of rocks and trees, one was
aware of the movement of time, the past, the present and future; the
bridge was the present and all life moved and lived through the
present.

But beyond al this, there was along that rain-washed and slushy
lane, an otherness, a world which could never be touched by
human thought, its activities and its unending sorrows. Thisworld
was not the product of hope nor of belief. One was not fully aware
of it at that moment, there were too many things to observe, fedl
and smell; the clouds, the ale blue sky beyond the mountains and
the sun among them and the evening light on the sparkling
meadows; the smell of cow-sheds and red flowers around the
farmhouses. This otherness was there covering all this, never a
little thing being missed, and as one lay awake in bed, it came
pouring in, filling the mind and the heart. Then one was aware of
its subtle beauty, its passion and love. It's not the love that is
enshrined in images, evoked by symbols, pictures and words, nor
that which is cloaked in envy and jealousy, but that which isthere
freed from thought and feeling, a curving movement, everlasting.
Its beauty is there with the self-abandonment of passion. There's no
passion of that beauty if there is no austerity. Austerity isnot a
thing of the mind, carefully gathered through sacrifice, suppression
and discipline. All these must cease, naturally, for they have no
meaning for that otherness. It came pouring in with its measurel ess
abundance. This love had no centre nor peri- phery and it was so
complete, so invulnerable that there was no shadow in it and so
ever destructible.

We always look from outside within; from knowledge we



proceed to further knowledge, always adding and the very taking
away is another addition. And our consciousness is made up of a
thousand remembrances and recognitions, conscious of the
trembling leaf, of the flower, of that man passing by, that child
running across the field; conscious of the rock, the stream, the
bright red flower and the bad smell of a pig-sty. From this
remembering and recognizing, from the outward responses, we try
to become conscious of the inner recesses, of the deeper motives
and urges; we probe deeper and deeper into the vast depths of the
mind. Thiswhole process of challenges and responses, of the
movement of experiencing and recognizing the hidden and the
open activities, thiswhole is consciousness bound to time.

The cup is not only the shape, the colour, the design but also
that emptiness inside the cup. The cup is the emptiness held within
aform; without that emptiness there would be no cup nor form. We
know consciousness by outer signs, by its limitations of height and
depth, of thought and feeling. But all thisisthe outer form of
consciousness; from the outer we try to find the inner. Isthis
possible? Theories and speculations are not significant; they
actually prevent all discovery. From the outer we try to find the
inner, from the known we probe hoping to find the unknown. Isit
possible to probe from the inner to the outer? The instrument that
probes from the outer, we know but is there such an instrument that
probes from the unknown to the known? |s there? And how can
there be? There cannot be. If thereis one, it's recognizable and if
it's recognizable, it's within the area of the known.

That strange benediction comes when it will, but with each

visitation, deep within, there is atransformation; it is never the



same.

The process goes on, sometimes mild and sometimes acute.
19th It was a beautiful day, a cloudless day, a day of shadows and
light; after the heavy rains the sun shonein aclear, limpid blue
sky. The mountains, with their snow, were very close, one could
almost touch them; they stood out sharply against the sky. The
bright brilliant meadows were sparkling in the sun, every blade of
grass did a dance of its own and the leaves were heavier in their
movement. The valley was radiant and there was laughter; it was a
magnificent day and there were a thousand shadows.

Shadows are more alive than the reality; shadows are longer,
deeper, richer; they seem to have alife of their own, independent
and protecting; thereis a peculiar satisfaction in their invitation.
The symbol becomes more important than reality. The symbol
gives ashelter; it is easy to take comfort in its shelter. Y ou can do
what you will with it, it will never contradict, it will never change;
it can be covered with garlands or ashes. There's an extraordinary
satisfaction in a dead thing, in a picture, in aconclusion, in aword.
They are dead, past all recalling and there is pleasure in the many
smells of yesterday. The brain is aways the yesterday, and today is
the shadow of yesterday, and tomorrow is the continuation of that
shadow, somewhat changed but it still smells of yesterday. So the
brain lives and hasits being in shadows; it is safer, more
comforting.

Consciousness is aways receiving, accumulating, and from
what it has gathered, interpreting; receiving through all its pores,
storing up, experiencing from what it has gathered, judging,
compiling, modifying. It looks, not only through the eyes, through



the brain but through this background. Consciousness goes out to
receive and in receiving, it exists. Inits hidden depths, it has stored
what it has received through centuries, the instincts, the memories,
the safeguard, adding, adding, only to take away to add further.
When this consciousness looks out, it isto weigh, to balance and to
receive. And when it looks within, itslook is still the outer look, to
weigh, to balance and to receive; the inward stripping is another
form of adding. This time-binding process goes on and on with an
ache, with fleeting joy and sorrow.

But to look, to see, to listen, without this consciousness - an
outgoing in which there is no recelving, is the total movement of
freedom. This outgoing has no centre, a point, small or extensive,
from which it moves; thus it movesin all directions, without the
barrier of time-space. Itslistening istotal, itslook istotal. This
outgoing is the essence of attention. In attention, all distractions
are, for there are no distractions. Only concentration knows the
conflict of distraction. All consciousness is thought, expressed or
unexpressed, verbal or seeking the word; thought as feeling,
feeling as thought. Thought is never still; reaction expressing itself
is thought and thought further increases responses. Beauty isthe
feeling which thought expresses. Love is still within the field of
thought. Is there love and beauty within the enclosure of thought?
|s there beauty when thought is? The beauty, the love that thought
knows is the opposite of ugliness and hate. Beauty has no opposite
nor has love.

Seeing without thought, without the word, without the response
of memory iswholly different from seeing with thought and
feeling. What you see with thought is superficial; then seeing is



only partial; thisisnot seeing at all. Seeing without thought is total
seeing. Seeing a cloud over a mountain, without thought and its
responses, is the miracle of the new; it's not "beautiful”, it's
explosive in itsimmensity; it is something that has never been and
never will be. To see, to listen, consciousnessin its entirety must
be still for the destructive creation to be. It is the totality of life and
not the fragment of all thought. There is no beauty but only a cloud
over the mountain; it is creation.

The setting sun touched the mountain tops, brilliant and
breathtaking and the land was still. There was only colour and not
different colours; there was only listening and not the many
sounds. This morning, waking late, when the sun was pressing the
hills, like abrilliant light that Benediction was there; it seemsto
have a strength and power of its own. Like a distant murmur of
waters, there is an activity going on, not of the brain with its
volitions and deceptions, but an activity of intensity.

The process goes on with varying intensity; sometimesit is
fairly acute.

20th It was a perfect day; the sky was intensely blue and
everything was sparkling in the morning sun. There were afew
clouds floating about, leisurely, with nowhere to go. The sun on the
fluttering leaves of aspen were brilliant jewels against the green
sloping hills. The meadows overnight had changed, more intense,
more soft, a green that is utterly unimaginable. There were three
cows far up the hill, lazily grazing and their bells could be heard in
the clear early morning air; they moved in aline steadily chewing
their way from one side of the meadow to the other. And the ski-
lift passed over them and they never even bothered to look up or be



disturbed. It was a beautiful morning and the snow mountains were
sharp against the sky, so clear that one could see the many small
waterfalls. It was a morning of long shadows and infinite beauty.
Strange, how love has its being in this beauty, there was such
gentleness that al things seemed to stand still, lest any movement
should awaken a hidden shadow. And there were afew more
clouds.

It was a beautiful drive, in acar that seemed to enjoy what it
was built for; it took every curve, however sharp, easily and
willingly and up the long incline it went never grumbling and there
was plenty of power to go up wherever the road went. It was like
an animal that knew its own strength. The road curved in and out,
through a dark sunlit wood, and every patch of light was alive,
dancing with the leaves; every curve of the road showed more
light, more dances, more delight. Every tree, every leaf stood
aone, intense and silent. Y ou saw, through a small opening of the
trees, a patch of startling green of a meadow that was open to the
sun. It was so startling that one forgot that one was on a dangerous
mountain road. But the road became gentle and lazily wound
around to adifferent valley. The clouds were gathering in now and
it was pleasant not to have a strong sun. The road became almost
flat, if amountain road can be flat; it went on past a dark pine-
covered hill and there in front were the enormous, overpowering
mountains, rocks and snow, green fields and waterfalls, small
wooden huts and the sweeping, curving lines of the mountain. One
could hardly believe what the eyes saw, the overpowering dignity
of those shaped rocks, the treeless mountain covered with snow,

and crag after crag of endless rock, and right up to them were the



green meadows, all held together in a vast embrace of a mountain.
It was really quite incredible; there was beauty, love, destruction
and the immensity of creation, not those rocks, not those fields, not
those tiny huts; it wasn't in them or part of them. It was far beyond
and above them. It was there with the majesty, with aroar that no
eyes or ears could see or hear; it was there with such totality and
stillness that the brain with its thoughts became as nothing as those
dead leavesin the woods. It was there with such abundance, such
strength that the world, the trees and the earth came to an end. It
was love, creation and destruction. And there was nothing el se.
There was the essence of depth. The essence of thought is that
state when thought is not. However deeply and widely thought is
pursued, thought will always remain shallow, superficial. The
ending of thought is the beginning of that essence. The ending of
thought is negation and what is negative has no positive way; there
IS no method, no system to end thought. The method, the systemis
a positive approach to negation and thus thought can never find the
essence of itsalf. It must cease for the essence to be. The essence of
being is non-being, and to "see" the depth of non-being, there must
be freedom from becoming. Thereis no freedom if thereis
continuity and that which has continuity is time-bound. Every
experience is binding thought to time and a mind that's in a state of
non-experiencing is aware of all essence. This state in which all
experiencing has come to an end is not the paralysis of the mind;
on the contrary, it's the additive mind, the mind that's
accumulating, that is withering away. For accumulation is
mechanical, arepetition; the denial to acquire and mere acquisition
are both repetitive and imitative. The mind that destroys totally this



accumul ative and defensive mechanism is free and so experiencing
has lost its significance.

Then there's only the fact and not the experiencing of the fact;
the opinion of the fact, the evaluation of it, the beauty and non-
beauty of it is the experiencing of the fact. The experiencing of the
fact isto deny it, to escape from it. The experiencing of afact
without thought or feeling is a profound event.

On waking this morning, there was that strange immobility of
the body and of the brain; with it came a movement of entering
into unfathomable depths of intensity and of great bliss and there
was that otherness.

The process goes on mildly.

21st Again, it has been a clear, sunny day, with long shadows
and sparkling leaves; the mountains were serene, solid and close;
the sky was of an extraordinary blue, spotless and gentle. Shadows
filled the earth; it was a morning for shadows, the little ones and
the big ones, the long, lean ones and the fat satisfied ones, the squat
homely one and the joyful, spritely ones. The roof-tops of the
farms and the chalets shone like polished marble, the new and the
old. There seemed to be a great rejoicing and shouting among the
trees and meadows; they existed for each other and above them
was heaven, not the man-made, with its tortures and hopes. And
there was life, vast, splendid, throbbing and stretching in all
directions. It was life, always young and always dangerous; life
that never stayed, that wandered through the earth, indifferent,
never leaving amark, never asking or calling for anything. It was
there in abundance, shadowless and deathless; it didn't care from

where it came or where it was going. Wherever it was there was



life, beyond time and thought. It was a marvellous thing, free, light
and unfathomable. It was not to be closed in; where they closed it,
in the places of worship, in the market place, in the home, there
was decay and corruption and their perpetual reform. It was there
simple, mgestic and shattering and the beauty of it is beyond
thought and feeling. It is so vast and incomparable that it fills the
earth and heavens and the blade of grass that's destroyed so soon. It
is there with love and death.

It was cool in the wood, with a shouting stream a few feet
below; the pines shot up to the skies, without ever bending to ook
at the earth. It was splendid there with black squirrels eating tree
mushrooms and chasing each other up and down the treesin
narrow spirals; there was arobin that bobbed up and down, or what
looked like arobin. It was cool and quiet there, except for the
stream with its cold mountain waters. And there it was, love,
creation and destruction, not as a symbol, not in thought and
feeling but an actual reality. Y ou couldn't seeit, fed it, but it was
there, shatteringly immense, strong as ten thousand and with the
power of the most vulnerable. It was there and all things became
still, the brain and the body; it was a benediction and the mind was
of it.

There is no end to depth; the essence of it is without time and
gpace. It's not to be experienced; experience is such atawdry thing,
so easily got and so easily gone; thought cannot put it together nor
can feeling make itsway to it. These are silly and immature things.
Maturity is not of time, a matter of age, nor does it come through
influence and environment. It's not to be bought, neither the books

nor the teachers and saviours, the one or the many, can ever create



the right climate for this maturity. Maturity is not an end in Itself; it
comes into being without thought cultivating it, darkly, without
meditation, unknowingly. There must be maturity, that ripening in
life; not the ripeness that is bred out of disease and turmoil, sorrow
and hope. Despair and labour cannot bring this total maturity but it
must be there, unsought.

For in this total maturity there is austerity. Not the austerity of
ashes and sackcloth but that casual and unpremeditated
indifference to the things of the world, its virtues, its gods, its
respectability, its hopes and values. These must be totally denied
for that austerity which comes with aloneness. No influence of
society or of culture can ever touch this aloneness. But it must be
there, not conjured up by the brain, which is the child of time and
influence. It must come thunderingly out of nowhere. And without
it, there's no total maturity. Loneliness - the essence of self-pity
and self-defence and life in isolation, in myth, in knowledge and
idea - isfar away from aloneness; in them thereis everlasting
attempt to integrate and ever breaking apart. Alonenessisalifein
which all influence has come to an end. It'sthis alonenessthat is
the essence of austerity.

But this austerity comes when the brain remains clear,
undamaged by any psychological wounds that are caused through
fear; conflict in any form destroys the sensitivity of the brain;
ambition with its ruthlessness, with its ceasel ess effort to become,
wears down the subtle capacities of the brain; greed and envy make
the brain heavy with content and weary with discontent. There
must be alertness, without choice, an awarenessin which all

receiving and adjustment have ceased. Overeating and indulgence



in any form makes the body dull and stupefies the brain.

Thereis aflower by the wayside, a clear, bright thing open to
the skies; the sun, the rains, the darkness of the night, the winds
and thunder and the soil have gone into make that flower. But the
flower is none of these things. It isthe essence of all flowers. The
freedom from authority, from envy, fear, from loneliness will not
bring about that aloneness, with its extraordinary austerity. It
comes when the brain is not looking for it; it comes when your
back is turned upon it. Then nothing can be added to it or taken
away from it. Then it has alife of its own, amovement which is
the essence of all life, without time and space.

That benediction was there with great peace. The process goes
on mildly.

22nd The moon was in the clouds but the mountains and the
dark hills were clear and there was a great stillness about them.
There was alarge star just hanging over awooded hill and the only
noise that came out of the valley was the mountaln stream as it
rushed over rocks. Everything was asleep save the distant village
but its sound didn't come as high up asthis. The noise of the stream
soon faded; it was there but it didn't fill the valley. There was no
breeze and the trees were motionless; there was the light of the pale
moon on the scattered roofs and everything was still, even the pale
shadows.

In the air there was that feeling of unbearable immensity,
intense and insistent. It was not a fanciful imagination; imagination
ceases when there's reality; imagination is dangerous; it has no
validity, only fact has. Fancy and imagination are pleasurable and
deceptive and they must be wholly banished. Every form of myth,



fancy and imagination must be understood and this very
understanding deprives them of their significance. It was there, and
what was started as meditation, ended. Of what significanceis
meditation when reality isthere! It was not meditation that brought
reality into being, nothing can bring it into being; it wastherein
spite of meditation but what was necessary was a very sensitive,
aert brain which had stopped entirely, willingly and easily, its
chatter of reason and non-reason. It had become very quiet, seeing
and listening without interpreting, without classifying; it was quiet
and there was no entity or necessity to make it quiet. The brain was
very still and very aive. That immensity filled the night and there
was bliss,

It had no relationship with anything; it was not trying to shape,
to change, to assert; it had no influence and therefore was
implacable. It was not doing good, not reforming; it was not
becoming respectable and so highly destructive. But it was love,
not the love which society cultivates, atortured thing. It was the
essence of the movement of life. It was there, implacable,
destructive, with a tenderness that the new aone knows, as the new
leaf of spring, and it will tell you. And there was strength beyond
measure and there was power that only creation has. And all things
were quiet. That one star that was going over the hill was now high
up and it was bright in its solitude.

In the morning, walking in the woods above the stream, with the
sun on every tree, again it was there, that immensity so unexpected,
so still that one walked through it, marvelling. A single leaf was
dancing rhythmically and the rest of the abundant leaves were still.

It was there, that love that's not within the scope of man's longing



and measure. It was there and thought could blow it away and a
feeling could push it away. It was there, never to be conquered,
never to be caught.

The word to feel is misleading; it's more than emotion, than a
sentiment, than an experience, than touch or smel1. Though that
word is apt to be misleading, it must be used to communicate and
especialy so when we are talking of essence. The feel of essenceis
not through the brain nor through some fancy; it's not
experienceable as a shock; above al it's not the word. Y ou cannot
experience it; to experience there must be an experiencer, the
observer. Experiencing, without the experiencer, is quite another
matter. It isin this "'state”, in which there is no experiencer, no
observer, that thereisthat "feeling”. It is not intuition, which the
observer interprets or follows, blindly or with reason; it is not the
desire, longing, transformed into intuition or the "voice of God"
evoked by politicians and religio-social reformers. It's necessary to
get away from all this, far away to understand this feeling, this
seeing, thislistening. To "feel" demands the austerity of clarity, in
which there is no confusion and conflict. The "feeling" of essence
comes when there is simplicity to pursue to the very end, without
any deviation, sorrow, envy, fear, ambition and so on. This
simplicity is beyond the capacity of the intellect; intellect is
fragmentary. This pursuit is the highest form of simplicity, not the
mendicant's robe or one meal aday. The "feeling" of essenceisthe
negation of thought and its mechanical capacities, knowledge and
reason. Reason and knowledge are necessary in the operation of
mechanical problems, and al the problems of thought and feeling

are mechanical. It's this negation of the machinery of memory,



whose reaction is thought, that must be denied in the pursuit of the
essence. Destroy [in order to] to go to the very end; destruction is
not of the outer things but of the psychological refuges and
resistances, the gods and their secret shelters. Without this, there's
no journey into that depth whose essence is love, creation and
death.

On waking early this morning, the body and the brain lay
motionless for there was that power and strength whichisa
benediction.

The processis gentle.

23rd There were afew wandering clouds in the early morning
sky which was so pale, quiet and without time. The sun was
waiting for the excellency of the morning to finish. The dew was
on the meadows and there were no shadows and the trees were
alone, waiting for them. It was very early and even the stream was
hesitant to make its boisterous run. It was quiet and the breeze
hadn't yet awakened and the leaves were still. There was no smoke
yet from any of the farmhouses but the roofs began to glow with
the coming light. The stars were yielding reluctantly to dawn and
there was that peculiar silent expectation when the sun is about to
come; the hills were waiting and so were the trees and meadows
open in their joy. Then the sun touched the mountain tops, a gentle
soothing touch and the snow became bright with the early morning
light; the leaves began to stir from the long night and smoke was
going straight up from one of the cottages and the stream was
chattering away, without any restraint. And slowly, hesitantly and
with delicate shyness the long shadows spread across the land; the

mountains cast their shadows on the hills and the hills on the



meadows and the trees were waiting for their shadows but soon
they were there, the light ones and the degp ones, the feathery and
the heavy. And the aspens were dancing, the day had begun.

Meditation is this attention in which there is an awareness,
without choice, of the movement of all things, the cawing of the
crows, the electric saw ripping through the wood, the trembling of
leaves, the noisy stream, a boy calling, the feelings, the motives,
the thoughts chasing each other and going deeper, the awareness of
total consciousness. And in this attention, time as yesterday
pursuing into the space of tomorrow and the twisting and turning
of consciousness has become quiet and still. In this stillness there is
an immeasurable, not comparable movement; a movement that has
no being, that's the essence of bliss and death and life. A movement
that cannot be followed for it leaves no path and because it is still,
motionless; it is the essence of all motion.

The road went west, curling through rain-soaked meadows, past
small villages on the slope of hills, crossing the mountain streams
of clear snow waters, past churches with copper steeples; it went
on and on into dark, cavernous clouds and rain, with mountains
closing in. It began to drizzle, and looking back casually through
the back window of the slow-moving car, from where we had
come, there were the sunlit clouds, blue sky and the bright, clear
mountains. Without saying aword, instinctively, the car stopped,
backed and turned and we went on towards light and mountains. It
was impossibly beautiful and as the road turned into an open
valley, the heart stood still; it was still and as open as the
expanding valley, it was completely shattering. We had been
through that valley several times; the shape of the hillswere fairly



familiar; the meadows and the cottages were recognizable and the
familiar noise of the stream was there. Everything was there except
the brain, though it was driving the car. Everything had become so
intense, there was death. Not because the brain was quiet, not
because of the beauty of the land, or of the light on the clouds or
the immovable dignity of the mountains; it was none of these
things, though all these things may have added something towards
it. It was literally death; everything suddenly coming to an end;
there was no continuity, the brain was directing the body in driving
the car and that was all. Literally that was all. The car went on for
some time and stopped. There was life and death, so closely,
intimately, inseparably together and neither was important.
Something shattering had taken place.

There was no deception or imagination; it was much too serious
for that kind of silly aberration; it was not something to play aboui.
Death is not a casual affair and it would not go; there'sno
argument with it. Y ou can have alifelong discussion with life but it
is not possible with death. It's so final and absolute. It wasn't the
death of the body; that would be afairly ssimple and decisive event.
Living with death was quite another matter. There was life and
there was death; they were there inexorably united. It wasn't a
psychological death; it wasn't a shock that drove out all thought, all
feeling; it wasn't a sudden aberration of the brain nor a mental
ilIness. It was none of these things nor a curious decision of abrain
that was tired or in despair. It wasn't an unconscious wish for
death. It was none of these things; these would be immature and so
easily connived at. It was something in adifferent dimension; it
was something that defied time-space description.



It was there, the very essence of death. The essence of self is
death but this death was the very essence of life aswell. In fact
they were not separate, life and death. This was not something
conjured up by the brain for its comfort and ideational security.
The very living was the dying and dying was living. In that car,
with al that beauty and colour, with that "feeling" of ecstasy, death
was part of love, part of everything. Death wasn't a symbol, an
idea, athing that one knew. It wasthere, in redlity, in fact, as
intense and demanding as the honk of a car that wanted to pass. As
life would never leave nor can be set aside, so death now would
never leave or be put aside. It was there with an extraordinary
intensity and with afinality.

All night one lived with it; it seemed to have taken possession
of the brain and the usual activities; not too many of the brain's
movements went on but there was a casual indifference about
them. There was indifference previously but now it was past and
beyond all formulation. Everything had become much more
intense, both life and death.

Death was there on waking, without sorrow, but with life. It was
amarvellous morning. There was that benediction which was the
delight of the mountains and of the trees.

24th It was awarm day and there were plenty of shadows; the
rocks shone with a solid brilliance. The dark pines never seemed to
move, unlike those aspens which were ready to tremble at the
glightest whisper. There was a strong breeze from the west,
sweeping through the valley. The rocks were so alive that they
seemed to run after the clouds and the clouds clung to them, taking
the shape and the curve of the rocks; they flowed around them and



it was difficult to separate the rocks from the clouds. And the trees
were walking with the clouds. The whole valley seemed to be
moving and the small, narrow paths that went up to the woods and
beyond, seemed to yield and come alive. And the sparkling
meadows were the haunt of shy flowers. But this morning rocks
ruled the valley; they were of so many colours that there was only
colour; these rocks were gentle this morning and they were of so
many shapes and sizes. And they were so indifferent to everything,
to the wind, rains and to the explosions for the needs of man. They
had been there and they were going to be past al time.

It was a splendid morning and the sun was everywhere and
every leaf was stirring; it was a good morning for the drive, not
long but enough to see the beauty of the land. It was a morning that
was made new by death, not the death of decay, disease or accident
but the death that destroys for creation to be. Thereisno creation if
death does not sweep away all the things that the brain has put
together to safeguard the self-centred existence. Death, previoudly,
was a new form of continuity; death was associated with
continuity. With death came a new existence, a new experience, a
new breath and a new life. The old ceased and the new was born
and the new then gave place to yet another new. Death was the
means to the new state, new invention, to anew way of life, to a
new thought. It was a frightening change but that very change
brought a fresh hope.

But now death did not bring anything new, a new horizon, a
new breath. It is death, absolute and final. And then there's nothing,
neither past nor future. Nothing. There's no giving birth to
anything. But there's no despair, no seeking; complete death



without time; looking out of great depths which are not there.
Death is there without the old or the new. It is death without smile
and tear. It isnot amask covering up, hiding somereality. The
reality is death and there's no need for cover. Death has wiped
away everything and left nothing. This nothing is the dance of the
leaf, it isthe call of that child. It is nothing and there must be
nothing. What continues is decay, the machine, the habit, the
ambition. Thereis corruption but not in death. Death is total
nothingness. It must be there for out of that, lifeis, loveis. Forin
this nothingness creation is. Without absolute death, there's no
creation.

We were reading something, casually and remarking about the
state of the world when suddenly and unexpectedly the room
became full with that benediction, which has come so often now.
The door was open in the little room and we were just going to eat
when through the open door it came. One could literally, physically
fedl it, like awave flowing into the room. It became "more" and
"more" intense, the more is not comparatively used; it was
something that was incredibly strong and immovable, with
shattering power. Words are not the thing and the actual thing can
never be put into words; it must be seen, heard and lived; then it
has quite a different significance.

The process has been acute the last few days; and one need not
write about it every day ****x****

25th It was very early in the morning; there wouldn't be dawn
for another couple of hours or more. Orion was just coming up
over the top of that peak that is beyond the curving and wooded

hills. There was not a cloud in the sky but from the feel of the air,



there would probably be fog. It was an hour of quietness and even
the stream was sleeping; there was a fading moonlight and the hills
were dark, clear in their shape, against the pale sky. There was no
breeze and the trees were still and the stars were bright.

Meditation is not a search; it's not a seeking, aprobing, an
exploration. It is an explosion and discovery. It's not the taming of
the brain to conform nor isit a self-introspective analysis; it is
certainly not the training in concentration which includes, chooses
and denies. It's something that comes naturally, when all positive
and negative assertions and accomplishments have been
understood and drop away easily. It is the total emptiness of the
brain. It's the emptiness that is essential not what's in the
emptiness; there is seeing only from emptiness; all virtue, not
social morality and respectability, springs fromit. It's out of this
emptiness love comes, otherwise it's not love. Foundation of
righteousness is in this emptiness. It's the end and beginning of all
things.

L ooking out of the window, as Orion was climbing higher and
higher, the brain was intensely alive and sensitive and meditation
became something entirely different, something which the brain
could not cope with and so fell back upon itself and became silent.
The hourstill dawn and after seemed to have had no beginning and
as the sun came up the mountains and the clouds caught its first
rays and there was astonishment in splendour. And day began.
Strangely meditation went on.

26th It had been a beautiful morning, full of sunshine and
shadows; the garden in the nearby hotel was full of colours, all

colours and they were so bright and the grass so green that they



hurt the eye and the heart. And the mountains beyond were
glistening with a freshness and a sharpness, washed by the morning
dew. It was an enchanting morning and there was beauty
everywhere; over the narrow bridge, across the stream, up a path
into the wood, where the sunshine was playing with the leaves;
they were trembling and their shadows moved; they were common
plants but they outdid in their greenness and freshness all the trees
that soared up to the blue skies. You could only wonder at al this
delight, at the extravagance, at the trembling; you could not but be
amazed at the quiet dignity of every tree and plant and at the
endless joy of those black squirrels, with long, bushy tails. The
waters of the stream were clear and sparkling in the sun that came
through the leaves. It was damp in the wood and pleasant. Standing
there watching the leaves dancing away suddenly there was the
otherness, a timeless occurrence and there was stillness. It was a
stillness in which everything moved, danced and shouted; it wasn't
a stillness which comes when a machine stops working;
mechanical stillnessis one thing and the stiliness in emptinessis
another. The one s repetitive, habitual, corrupting which the
conflicting and weary brain seeks as arefuge; the other is
exploding, never the same, it cannot be searched out, is never
repetitive, and so it does not offer any shelter. Such a stillness
came and stayed as we wandered along, and the beauty of the
wood intensified and the colours exploded to be caught on the
leaves and flowers.

It was not avery old church, about the beginning of the
seventeenth century, at least it said so over the arch; it had been

renovated and the wood was light-coloured pine and the steel nails



looked bright and polished, which was impossible, of course; one
was almost sure that those who had gathered there to listen to some
music never looked at those nails al over the ceiling. It was not an
orthodox church, there was no smell of incense, candles or images.
It was there and the sun came in through the windows. There were
many children, told not to talk or play which didn't prevent them
from being restless, looking terribly solemn and their eyes ready to
laugh. One wanted to play, came close but was too shy to come
any nearer. They were rehearsing for the concert that evening and
everyone was dutifully solemn and there was interest. Outside the
grass was bright, the sky clear blue and shadows were numberless.
Why this everlasting struggle to be perfect, to achieve
perfection, as the machines are? The idea, the example, the symbol
of perfection is something marvellous, ennobling, but isit? Of
course there's the attempt to imitate the perfect, the perfect
example. Isimitation perfection? Is there perfection or isit merely
an idea, given to man by the preacher to keep him respectable? In
the idea of perfection there's agreat deal of comfort and security
and alwaysiit is profitable both to the priest and to the one who's
trying to become perfect. A mechanical habit, repeated over and
over again can eventually be perfected; only habit can be perfected.
Thinking, believing the same thing over and over again, without
deviation, becomes a mechanical habit and perhaps thisis the kind
of perfection everyone wants. This cultivates a perfect wall of
resistance, which will prevent any disturbance, any discomfort.
Besides, perfection isaglorified form of success, and ambitionis
blessed by respectability and the representatives and heroes of

success. There's no perfection, it's an ugly thing, except in a



machine. The attempt to be perfect is, really, to break the record, as
in golf; competition is saintly. To compete with your neighbour

and with God for perfection is called brotherhood and love. But
each attempt at perfection leads only to greater confusion and
sorrow which only gives greater impetus to be more perfect.

It's curious, we always want to be perfect in or with something;
this gives the means for achievement, and the pleasure of
achievement, of course, isvanity. Pridein any formis brutal and
leads to disaster. The desire for perfection outwardly or inwardly
denies love and without love, do what you will, there's always
frustration and sorrow. Love is neither perfect nor imperfect; it's
only when there's no love that perfection and imperfection arise.
Love never strives after something; it does not make itself perfect.
It's the flame without the smoke; in striving to be perfect, there's
only greater volume of smoke; perfection, then, liesonly in
striving, which is mechanical, more and more perfect in habit, in
imitation, in engendering more fear. Each one is educated to
compete, to become successful; then the end becomes all
important. Love for the thing itself disappears. Then the instrument
is used not for the love of the sound but for what the instrument
will bring, fame, money, prestige and so on.

Being isinfinitely more significant than becoming. Being is not
the opposite of becoming; if it's the opposite or in opposition, then
there is no being. When becoming dies completely, then there's
being. But this being is not static; it's not acceptance nor isit mere
denial; becoming involves time and space. All striving must cease;
then only thereis being. Being is not within the field of social

virtue and morality. It shatters the social formula of life. This being



islife, not the pattern of life. Where life is there's no perfection;
perfection is an idea, aword; life, the being, is beyond any formula
of thought. It is there when the word, the example, and the pattern
are destroyed.

It has been there, this benediction, for hours and in flashes. On
waking this morning, many hours before sunrise, when there was
the eclipse of the moon, it was there with such strength and power,
that sleep for a couple of hours was not possible. Thereis a strange
purity and innocency init.

27th The stream, joined by other little streams, meandered
through the valley, noisily and the chatter was never the same. It
had its own moods but never unpleasant, never adark mood, The
little ones had a sharper note, there were more boulders and rocks;
they had quiet pools in the shade, shallow with dancing shadows
and at night they had quite a different tone, soft, gentle and
hesitant. They came down through different valleys from different
sources, one much further away than the other; one from a glacier
and from awinding waterfall and the other must come from a
source too far away to walk to. They both joined the bigger stream
which had a deep quiet tone, more dignified, wider and swifter. All
the three of them were tree-lined and the long curving line of trees
showed where these streams came from and where they went, they
were the occupants of the valleys and everyone else was a stranger,
including the trees. One could watch them by the hour and listen to
their endless chatter; they were very gay and full of fun, even the
bigger one, though it had to maintain certain dignity. They were of
the mountains, from dizzy heights nearer the heavens and so purer

and nobler; they were not snobs but they maintained their way and



they were rather distant and chilly. In the dark of the night they had
asong of their own, when few were listening. It was a song of
many songs.

Crossing the bridge, up in the sun-speckled wood, meditation
was quite a different thing. Without any wish and search, without
any complaint of the brain, there was unenforced silence; thelittle
birds were chirping away, the squirrels were chasing up the trees,
the breeze was playing with the leaves and there was silence. The
little stream, the one coming from along distance, was more
cheerful than ever and yet there was silence, not outside but deep,
far within. It was total stillness within the totality of the mind,
which had no frontiers. It was not the silence within an enclosure,
within an area, within the limits of thought and so recognized as
stillness. There were no frontiers, no measurements and so the
silence was not held within experience, to be recognized and stored
away. It may never occur again and if it did, it would be entirely
different. Silence cannot repeat itself; only the brain through
memory and recollection can repeat what had been, but what had
been is not the actual. Meditation was this total absence of
consciousness put together through time and space. Thought, the
essence of consciousness, cannot, do what it will, bring about this
stillness; the brain with all its subtle and complicated activities
must quiet down of its own accord, without the promise of any
reward or of security. Only then it can be sensitive, alive and quiet.
The brain understanding its own activities, hidden and open, is part
of meditation; it's the foundation in meditation, without it
meditation is only self-deception, self-hypnosis, which has no

significance whatsoever. There must be silence for the explosion of



creation.

Maturity is not of time and age. Thereis no interval between
now and maturity; thereis never "in the meantime'. Maturity is
that state when all choice has ceased; it's only the immature that
choose and know the conflict of choice. In maturity there's no
direction but there's a direction which is not a direction of choice.
Conflict at any level, at any depth, indicates immaturity. There's no
such thing as becoming mature, except organically, the mechanical
inevitability of certain things to ripen. The understanding, whichis
the transcending of conflict, in all its complex varieties, is
maturity. However complex it is and however subtle, the depth of
conflict, within and without, can be understood. Conflict,
frustration, fulfilment is one single movement, within and without.
The tide that goes out must come in and for that movement itself,
called the tide, there's no out and in. Conflict in al its forms must
be understood, not intellectually, but actually, actually coming
emotionally into contact with conflict. The emotional contact, the
shock, is not possibleif it isintellectually, verbally, accepted as
necessary or denied sentimentally. Acceptance or denial does not
ater afact nor will reason bring about a necessary impact. What
doesis"seeing" thefact. There'sno "seeing" if thereis
condemnation or justification or identification with the fact.
"Seeing" is only possible when the brain is not actively
participating, but observing, abstaining from classification,
judgment and evaluation. There must be conflict when thereisthe
urge to fulfil, with itsinevitable frustrations; there is conflict when
there is ambition, with its subtle and ruthless competition; envy is

part of this ceaseless conflict, to become, to achieve, to succeed.



There's no understanding in time. Understanding does not come
tomorrow; it will never come tomorrow; it isnow or never; there's
only now and there's no never. The "seeing" isimmediate; when
from the brain the significance of "seeing", understanding,
eventually iswiped away, then seeing isimmediate." Seeing"” is
explosive, not reasoned, calculated. It isfear that often prevents
"seeing", understanding. Fear, with its defences and its courage, is
the origin of conflict. The seeing is not only with the brain but also
beyond it. Seeing the fact brings its own action, entirely different
from the action of idea, thought; action from idea, thought, breeds
conflict; action then is an approximation, comparison with the
formula, with the idea, and this brings conflict. There's no end to
conflict, small or great, in the field of thought; the essence of
conflict is non-conflict which is maturity.

On waking very early in the morning, that strange benediction
was meditation and meditation was that benediction. It was there
with great intensity, walking in a peaceful wood.

28th It had been rather a hot sunny day, hot even at this atitude;
the snow on the mountains was white and glistening. It had been
sunny and hot for several days and the streams were clear and the
sky pale blue but there was still that mountain intensity about the
blue. The flowers across the way were extraordinarily bright and
gay and the meadows were cool; the shadows were dark and there
were so many. There's alittle path through the meadows going up
across the rolling hills, wandering past farm-houses; there was no
one on the path except for an old lady carrying amilk can and a
small basket of vegetables; she must have been going up and down
that path all her life, racing up the hills when she was young and



now, all bent and crippled, she was coming up, slowly, painfully,
hardly looking up from the ground. She will die and the mountains
will go on. There were two goats higher up, white, with those
peculiar eyes; they came up to be petted, keeping a safe distance
from the e ectric fence which kept them from wandering off. There
was a white and black kitten belonging to the same farm as the
goats, it wanted to play; there was another cat higher up still, ina
meadow, perfectly still waiting to catch afield rat.

Up there in the shade, it was cool and fresh and beautiful, the
mountains and the hills, the valleys and the shadows. The land was
boggy in places and there grew reeds, short and golden coloured,
and among the gold were white flowers. But this was not all. Going
up and coming down, there was during that whole hour and a half
that strength which is abenediction. It has the quality of enormous
and impenetrable solidity; no matter could have, possibly, that
solidity. Matter is penetrable, can be broken down, dissolved,
vaporized; thought and feeling have certain weight; they can be
measured and they too can be changed, destroyed and nothing |eft
of them. But this strength, which nothing could penetrate, nor
dissolve, was not the projection of thought and certainly not matter.
This strength was not an illusion, a creation of a brain that was
secretly seeking power or that strength that power gives. No brain
could formulate such strength, with its strange intensity and
solidity. It was there and no thought could invent it or dispel it.
There comes an intensity when there is no need for anything. Food,
clothes and shelter are necessities and they are not needs. The need
is the hidden craving, which makes for attachment. The need for

sex, for drinking, for fame, for worship, with their complex causes;



the need for self-fulfilment with its ambitions and frustrations; the
need for God, for immortality. All these forms of need inevitably
breed that attachment which causes sorrow, fear and the ache of
loneliness. The need to express oneself through music, through
writing or through painting and through some other means, makes
for desperate attachment to the means. A musician who uses his
instrument to achieve fame, to become the best, ceasesto be a
musician; he does not love music but the profits of music. We use
each other in our needs and call it by sweet-sounding names; out of
this grows despair and unending sorrow. We use God as arefuge,
as a protection, like some medicine and so the church, the temple,
with its priests become very significant, when they have none. We
use everything, machines, techniques for our psychological needs
and thereis no love for the thing itself.

Thereislove only when there is no need. The essence of the
self isthis need and the constant change of needs and the
everlasting search, from one attachment to another, from one
temple to another, from one commitment to another. To commit
oneself to an idea, to aformula, to belong to something, to some
sect, to some dogma, is the drive of need, the essence of the self,
which takes the form of most altruistic activities. It'sacloak, a
mask: The freedom from need is maturity. With this freedom
comes intensity, which has no cause and no profit.

29th There is a path beyond the few scattered chalets and
farmhouses that goes through the meadows and barbed wire
fences; before it goes down, there is amagnificent view of the
mountains with their snows and glacier, of the valley and the little

town, with so many shops. From there one can see the source of



one stream and the dark, pine-covered hills; the lines of these hills
against the evening sky were magnificent and they seemed to tell
of so many things. It was alovely evening; there hadn't been a
cloud inthe sky all day long and now the purity of the sky and of
the shadows was startling and the evening light was a delight. The
sun was going down behind the hills and they were casting their
great shadows across other hills and meadows. Crossing another
grassy field, the path went down rather steeply and joined a bigger
and wider path, which went through the woods. There was no one
on that path, it was deserted, and it was very quiet in the woods
except for the stream which seemed to be noisier before it quieted
down for the night. There were tall pinesthere and a perfumein the
air. Suddenly as the path turned, through along tunnel of trees, was
a patch of green and anewly cut piece of pine wood with the
evening sun on it. It was startling in itsintensity and joy. One saw
it, and all space and time disappeared; there was only that patch of
light and nothing else. It was not that one became that light or one
identified onesalf with that light; the sharp activities of the brain
had stopped and one's whole being was there with that light. The
trees, the path, the noise of the stream had completely disappeared
and so had the five hundred yards and more between the light and
the observer. The observer had ceased and the intensity of that
patch of evening sun was the light of all the worlds. That light was
al heaven and that light was the mind.

Most deny certain superficial and easy things; there are others
who go far in their denial and there are those who deny totally. To
deny certain things is comparatively easy, church and its gods,

authority and the power of those who have it, the politician and his



ways and so on. One can go pretty far in the denia of things that
apparently do matter, relationships, the absurdities of society, the
conception of beauty as established by the critics and of those who
say they know. One can put aside all these and remain alone, alone
not in the sense of isolation and frustration but alone because one
has seen the significance of al this and has walked away from
them casually and without any sense of superiority. They are
finished, dead and there's no going back to them. But to go to the
very end of denial is quite another matter; the essence of denia is
the freedom in aloneness. But few go that far, shattering through
every refuge, every formula, every idea, every symbol and be
naked, unburnt and clear.

But how necessary it is to deny; deny without reaching out,
deny without the bitterness of experience and the hope of
knowledge. To deny and stand alone, without tomorrow, without a
future. The storm of denidl is nakedness. To stand alone, without
being committed to any course of action, to any conduct, to any
experience, is essential, for this alone frees consciousness from the
bondage of time. Every form of influence is understood and
denied, giving thought no passage in time. Denying time isthe
essence of timelessness.

To deny knowledge, experience, the known isto invite the
unknown. Denial is explosive; it is not an intellectual ideational
affair, something with which the brain can play. In the very act of
denial thereis energy, the energy of understanding and this energy
is not docile, to be tamed by fear and convenience. Denial is
destructive; it is unaware of con- sequences; it is not areaction and

SO not the opposite of assertion. To assert that there is or that there



IS not, isto continue in reaction, and reaction is not denial. Denial
has no choice and so is not the outcome of conflict. Choiceis
conflict and conflict isimmaturity. Seeing the truth as truth, the
false as false and the truth in the false is the act of denial. It's an act
and not an idea. The total denial of thought, the idea and the word
brings freedom from the known; with the total denial of feeling,
emotion and sentiment there's love. Love is beyond and above
thought and feeling.

The total denial of the known is the essence of freedom.

Waking early this morning, the sunrise many hours away,
meditation was beyond the responses of thought; it was an arrow
into the unknowable and thought could not follow it. And dawn
came to brighten the sky and as soon as the sun was touching the
highest peaks, there was that immensity whose purity is beyond the
sun and the mountains.

30th It had been a cloudless day, hot, and the earth and the trees
were gathering strength for the coming winter; autumn was already
turning the few leaves yellow; they were bright yellow against the
dark green. They were cutting the meadows and the fields of their
rich grass for the cows during the long winter; everyone was
working, grown-ups and children. It was serious work and there
wasn't much talk or laughter. Machines were taking the place of
scythes and here and there scythes were cutting the pasture. And
along the stream there's a path, through the fields; it was cool there
for the hot sun was already behind the hills. The path went past
farmhouses and a sawmill; in the newly cut fields, there were
thousands of crocuses, so delicate, with that peculiar perfume of

their own. It was a quiet, clear evening and the mountains were



closer than ever. The stream was qui€t, there were not too many
rocks and the water ran fast. Y ou would have to run to keep with it.
Therewas, inthe air, the smell of freshly cut grass, in aland that
was prosperous and contented. Every farm had electricity and there
seemed to be peace and plenty.

How few see the mountains or a cloud. They ook, make some
remarks and pass on. Words, gestures, emotions prevent seeing. A
tree, aflower is given a name, put into a category and that's that.

Y ou see alandscape through an archway or from awindow, and if
you happen to be an artist or are familiar with art, you say almost
immediately, it is like those medieval paintings or mention some
name of some recent painter. Or if you are awriter, you look in
order to describe; if you are amusician, probably you have never
seen the curve of ahill or the flowers at your feet; you are caught
up in your daily practice, or ambition has you by the throat. If you
are aprofessional of some kind, probably you never see. But to see
there must be humility whose essence isinnocence. There's that
mountain with the evening sun on it; to seeit for the first time, to
seeit, as though it had never been seen before, to see it with
innocence, to see it with eyes that have been bathed in emptiness,
that have not been hurt with knowledge - to seethen isan
extraordinary experience. The word experience is ugly, with it goes
emotion, knowledge, recognition and a continuity; it is none of
these things. It is something totally new. To see this newness there
must be humility, that humility which has never been contaminated
by pride, by vanity. With this certain happening, that morning,
there was this seeing, as with the mountain top, with the evening

sun. The totality of one's whole being was there, which was not in



a state of need, conflict and choice; the total being was passive,
whose passivity was active. There are two kinds of attention, oneis
active and the other is without movement. What was happening
was actually new, athing that had never happened before. To "see"
it happening was the wonder of humility; the brain was completely
still, without any response though it was fully awake. To "se€" that
mountain peak, so splendid with the evening sun, though one had
seen it athousand times, with eyes that had no knowledge, was to
see the birth of the new. Thisis not silly romanticism or
sentimentality with its cruelties and moods, or emotion with its
waves of enthusiasm and depression. It is something so utterly
new, that in this total attention is silence. Out of this emptiness the
new is.

Humility isnot avirtue; it is not to be cultivated; it's not within
the morality of the respectable. The saints do not know it, for they
are recognized for their saintliness; the worshipper does not know
it for he is asking, seeking; nor the devotee and the follower for he
is following. Accumulation denies humility, whether it be property,
experience or capacity. Learning is not an additive process;
knowledge is. Knowledge is mechanical; learning never is. There
can be more and more knowledge but there is never more in
learning. Where there is comparison learning ceases. Learning is
the immediate seeing which is not in time. All accumulation and
knowledge are measurable. Humility is not comparable; there's no
more or less of humility; so it cannot be cultivated. Morality and
technique can be cultivated, there can be more or less of them.
Humility is not within the capacity of the brain, nor islove.
Humility is ever the act of death.



Very early this morning, many hours before dawn, on waking
there was that piercing intensity of strength with its sternness.
There wasin this sternness, bliss. By the watch it "lasted” for forty-
five minutes with increasing intensity. The stream and the quiet
night, with their brilliant stars, were within it.

31st Meditation without a set formula, without a cause and
reason, without end and purpose is an incredible phenomenon. It is
not only a great explosion which purifies but aso it is death, that
has no tomorrow. Its purity devastates, |eaving no hidden corner
where thought can lurk in its own dark shadows. Its purity is
vulnerable; it is not a virtue brought into being through resistance.
It is pure because it has no resistance, like love. Thereis no
tomorrow in meditation, no argument with death. The death of
yesterday and of tomorrow does not |eave the petty present of time,
and time is always petty, but a destruction that is the new.
Meditation isthis, not the silly calculations of the brain in search of
security. Meditation is destruction to security and there is great
beauty in meditation, not the beauty of the things that have been
put together by man or by nature but of silence. Thissilenceis
emptiness in which and from which all things flow and have their
being. It is unknowable, neither intellect nor feeling can make their
way to it; thereis no way to it and a method to it is the invention of
agreedy brain. All the ways and means of the calculating self must
be destroyed wholly; al going forward or backward, the way of
time, must come to an end, without tomorrow. Meditation is
destruction; it's a danger to those who wish to lead a superficial life
and alife of fancy and myth.

The stars were very bright, brilliant so early in the morning.



Dawn was far away; it was surprisingly quiet, even the boisterous
stream was quiet and the hills were silent. A whole hour passed in
that state when the brain was not asleep but awake, sensitive and
only watching; during that state the totality of the mind can go
beyond itself, without directions for there is no director. Meditation
is a storm, destroying and cleansing. Then, far away, came dawn.
In the east there was spreading light, so young and pale, so quiet
and timid; it came past those distant hills and it touched the
towering mountains and the peaks. In groups and singly, the trees
stood still, the aspen began to wake up and the stream shouted with
joy. That white wall of afarm-house, facing west, became very
white. Slowly, peacefully, almost begging it came and filled the
land. Then the snow peaks began to glow, bright rose and the
noises of the early morning began. Three crows flew across the
sky, silently, all in the same direction; from far came the sound of a
bell on a cow and still there was quiet. Then a car was coming up
the hill and day began.

On that path in the wood, ayellow leaf fell; for some of the
trees autumn was here. It was a single |leaf, with not ablemish on
it, unspotted, clean. It was the yellow of autumn, it was still lovely
in its death, no disease had touched it. It was still the fullness of
spring and summer and still all the leaves of that tree were green. It
was death in glory. Death was there, not in the yellow leaf, but
actually there, not an inevitable traditionalized death but that death
which is always there. It was not a fancy but areality that could not
be covered up. It is aways there round every bend of aroad, in
every house, with every god. It was there with al its strength and
beauty.



Y ou can't avoid death; you may forget it, you may rationalize it
or believe that you will be reborn or resurrected. Do what you will,
go to any temple or book it is always there, in festival and in
health. Y ou must live with it to know it; you can't know it if you
are frightened of it; fear only darkensit. To know it you must love
it. To livewith it you must love it, The knowledge of it isn't the
ending of it. It's the end of knowledge but not of death. To loveitis
not to be familiar with it; you can't be familiar with destruction.

Y ou can't love something you don't know but you don't know
anything, not even your wife or your boss, let alone atotal
stranger. But yet you must love it, the stranger, the unknown. Y ou
only love that of which you are certain, that which gives comfort,
security. Y ou do not love the uncertain, the unknown; you may
love danger, give your life for another or kill another for your
country, but thisis not love; these have their own reward and
profit; gain and success you love though there's pain in them.
There's no profit in knowing death but strangely death and love
aways go together; they never separate. Y ou can't love without
death; you can't embrace without death being there. Where loveis
there is also death, they are inseparable. But do we know what love
1S? Y ou know sensation, emotion, desire, feeling and the
mechanism of thought but none of theseislove. You love your
husband, your children; you hate war but you practice war. Y our
love knows hate, envy, ambition, fear; the smoke of 