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Introduction

The reader will be interested to know by what stages Krishnamurti attained the state from which he speaks with such absolute assurance. The best will be to refer him to Krishnamurti's own words, written as early as 1928, in his book Life in Freedom, where with unusual simplicity and directness he tells the story of his search for Truth: "I would show you how I have found the Beloved .... I have long been in revolt from all things, from the authority of others, from the instructions of others, from the knowledge of others; I would not accept anything as Truth until I found the Truth myself. I never opposed the ideas of others but I would not accept their authority, their theory of life. Until I was in that state of revolt, until I became dissatisfied with everything, with every creed, with every dogma and belief, I was not able to find the Truth. 
"For long have I searched for that goal and during my search I have watched people trapped in their desires, as a fly is caught in the web of a spider. Ever since I was able to think I watched people absorbed in their own thoughts, suffocated by the futility of life. Wherever I went I saw people who believed that their happiness consists in the multitude of possessions. I saw people who had all the comforts of this world and yet their lives were in confusion because they were enslaved by these things.

I saw people who loved greatly and yet were bound by their love because they had not found the way to give love and yet be free. I saw people who were wise in knowledge, and yet they were bound by their very learning. I saw people who were steeped in religion and yet they were bound by their traditions and their fear of the unknown. 

"Watching people thus I have seen that they build for themselves walls of prejudice, walls of belief, walls of credulous thought, walls of great fear against which they fight, trying to escape from the very walls they themselves have built. Watching all people, I have seen how useless is their struggle if they are not free from the very gods they worship, from the interpreters who would guide them..... 

"Ever since I was a boy I have been.... in revolt. Nothing satisfied me. I listened, I observed; I wanted something beyond mere phrases, the Maya of words ... I did not want to rely on any one. 

"When I went to Europe for the first time I lived among people who were wealthy and well educated, who held positions of social authority; but... they could not satisfy me. 

I attended labor meetings, communist meetings, and listened to what their leaders had to say. They were generally protesting against something. I was interested but they did not give me satisfaction.  
"By observation of one type or another I gathered experience vicariously.... I passed from one pleasure to another, from one amusement to another, in search of happiness and found it not. I watched the amusements of the young people, their dances, their dresses, their extravagances, and I saw that they were not happy with the happiness which I was seeking. I watched people who had very little in life, who wanted to tear down those things which others had built up. They thought that they were solving life by destroying and building differently and yet they were unhappy. 
"I saw people who desired to serve going into those quarters where the poor and the degraded live. They desired to help but were themselves helpless.

"Then I came to India and I saw that people there deluded themselves equally, carrying on the same old traditions, treating women cruelly. At the same time they called themselves very religious and painted their faces with ashes. In India they may have the most sacred books in the world, they may have the greatest philosophies, they may have constructed wonderful temples in the past, but none of these were able to give me what I wanted. Neither in Europe nor in India could I find happiness.

"Still I wandered in search of this happiness I knew must exist. This was not merely an intellectual or emotional "conviction. It was like the hidden perfection which cannot be described, but of whose existence you are certain.......

"Still lacking a fixed purpose from which comes the delight of living, I went to California. Circumstances forced me there because my brother was ill. And among the hills we lived in a small house in complete retirement, doing everything for ourselves

"There I was naturally driven within myself and I learned that as long as I had no definite goal or purpose in life, I was, like the rest of mankind, tossed about as a ship on a stormy sea. With that in mind, after rejecting all lesser things, I established for myself my goal. I wanted to enter into eternal happiness... I wanted to drink from the source of life. I wanted to unite the beginning and the end... I wanted to destroy the separation that exists between man and his goal.... So I set about destroying all the barriers that I had previously erected. I began to reject, to renounce, to set aside what I had gathered, and little by little I approached my goal.

"So I have . . . struggled towards that light which is my goal, which is the goal of all humanity because it is humanity itself.  ...I suffered but I set about to free myself from everything that bound me, till in the end I became united with the Beloved, I entered into the sea of liberation and established that liberation within me...

"Because I am united eternally, inseparably, with my Beloved — who is the Beloved of all, who is yourself — I would show you the way because you are in pain, in sorrow, in doubt. But I can be only a signpost to you. You must have the strength of your own desire to attain.... You must strive for yourself. Your desire must come from your very soul. It must be the result of your own experience, for by that alone will you attain...
 "Till I was able to unite with the eternal, I could not pass on the Truth to others, till I was certain of having found the lasting goal, I did not want to say that I was the Teacher...

"I set out to find for myself the purpose of life and I have found it without the authority of another. I have entered that sea of liberation and happiness in which there is no limitation or negation, because it is the fulfillment of life.

"Because after my long journey towards attainment and perfection I have attained that perfection and established it in my heart and because my mind is tranquil and eternally liberated as the flame, I would give of that understanding to all".

*     *     *     *     * 

What is unusual about Krishnamurti's attainment is that, contrary to all mystical traditions, his way of discovery was not through belief and surrender, but through doubt and revolt. This makes him so significant to the modern man, who is essentially a man betrayed — betrayed by the innumerable political, economic, religious and technological experts each highly specialised, each entrenched in his limited field and refusing to see the whole beyond the part. Over the heads of these experts, Krishnamurti appeals to man's own understanding. His knowledge of the whole of human life is deep, his language is simple; he builds no wall of words between himself and the passer-by when he talks to him about his sorrow.

Krishnamurti shows a way out which the modern man can take immediately, because he is not asked for what he no longer can give — acceptance of authority. Krishnamurti puts to good use man's distrust of others. "Distrust," he says, "but distrust everything, including yourself. Go with your distrust to the very end, and you will find that all that could be doubted was false and only what can stand the fire of the fiercest doubt is true. Because what remains is life, of which doubt is the self-cleansing process." In practice, doubt takes the shape of integral awareness, in which the mind follows its own working from thought to thought.

The reader will do well to treat this book as only an introduction to Krishnamurti's teaching, which can be best studied from his own writings. 
   The Translator (Maurice Frydman)
Chapter 1

It is a hard and adventurous task to speak of Krishnamurti, whom I believe to be one of the most remarkable men of all times. My presentation of Krishnamurti falls into two parts: one relates briefly the story of his life; in the other I shall speak about his teaching. I shall take up the biographical part first. The information it contains is drawn, sometimes textually, from The Star Bulletin and from Ludovic Rehault's book, Krishnamurti, the World Teacher. 
Krishnamurti was born in 1895 at Madanapalle, South India, of Brahmin parents. His family name is Jiddu, but in accordance with Indian usage he is addressed by his own name, Krishnamurti, the meaning of which is "the image of Krishna" — like Krishna, he was the eighth child in his family.

His mother, a woman of great tenderness, died early. His father, a functionary in the British administration, lost his post and lived in poverty with his nine children. Life had made him rather harsh and it seems his children used to get more cuffs than food. Krishnamurti was a shy and dreamy child, unused to the hardships of home and school. When his father moved the family to Adyar, Krishnamurti, with his younger brother Nityananda, used to roam the beaches where the Adyar river joins the Bay of Bengal, near Madras.

It was here that the Librarian of the General Headquarters of the Theosophical Society had noticed the two children and had the idea of showing them to the Society's President. The Theosophical Society was founded in 1875, by Mme. H. P. Blavatsky, with the object of spreading in the world a body of doctrines, which, in spite of the many criticisms leveled against it, may be considered as a kind of synthesis of Hindu religious thought. At the time of our story, the President of the Theosophical Society was Dr. Annie Besant, one of the founders of the British Labour Party and a woman of international renown. One of her co-workers was Mr. C. W. Leadbeater, who was considered a remarkable clairvoyant. When Krishnamurti and his brother were brought to the President's office at the Headquarters of the Theosophical Society, Leadbeater, who was present, after examining the two boys, declared that there was something very great about Krishnamurti. With their father's consent, the two children were adopted by Dr. Annie Besant. She was believed to be in telepathic communication with certain men of mystery who were endowed with high spiritual powers and referred to as "Masters". The messages received from them spoke of the imminent coming of a Teacher who, like the Buddha and the Christ, would show the way out of the world's confusion. 
To prepare for the coming of the World Teacher, Dr. Annie Besant started in 1911 the Order of the Star in the East, of which Krishnamurti was made the Head. His father chose this moment to demand the return of his two sons on the grounds that the education they were receiving was against the rules of their caste. Dr. Annie Besant had to struggle hard but finally managed to keep the children. There was some danger of their being kidnapped and they were secretly sent away to France. 
Krishnamurti was educated privately in England. He later studied French and Sanskrit at the Sorbonne in Paris, where he was nicknamed "the Little Prince". Dr. Annie Besant not only made him the Head of the Order of the Star in the East, but also allotted him the role of the chosen vehicle through which the World Teacher was to manifest himself. A child was made to carry the crushing burden of an extraordinary prophecy.

Chapter 2

In 1922, Krishnamurti goes to California, hoping that the climate there may restore his brother's failing health. In 1925, Nityananda dies. Krishnamurti's suffering is great. He writes: "My brother has died. I have wept in loneliness. Wherever I went I would hear his voice and his happy laughter. I would seek his face among the passers-by and ask them whether they had seen my brother. But none could give me comfort. I have prayed, I have worshipped, but the gods have remained silent."

These simple and touching words reveal the deep sensitivity of Krishnamurti. The death of his brother was to lead to his complete transformation. He tells us: "I have suffered, but I began to free myself from all by which I was bound, till I was united with the Beloved, till I entered the ocean of liberation and established it within myself."

Krishnamurti suddenly changes beyond all recognition. He is full of burning enthusiasm, for an immense inner experience had taken place. One might think that he has become one of the traditional religious mystics, for invisible presences seem to move around him and the 'Beloved' of whom he speaks resembles the 'Sweet Jesus' of the Christian visionaries. Yet these illuminations, these raptures, do not satisfy him. He says: "As long as I see them (the great Teachers of the past) as an image in front of me, as something separate from myself, I am away from the centre."

His great capacity for doubt begins to assert itself and he speaks of it in his characteristic way: "We must doubt everything so that out of the agony of doubt certitude is born. Do not doubt only when you are tired or unhappy— anybody can do that. Invite doubt in the moment of ecstasy, for then in what remains you will discover the true and the false."

           Without this climax of doubt, Krishnamurti would have been only one mystic among many, a man dazed by his vision, prostrated before an external though invisible divinity. But because of the very violence of his doubt he pierces all the images and tears down all the veils; he goes beyond his own dreams. The invisible presences fade away and Krishnamurti remains alone, or rather, unexpectedly and inexpressibly, he himself disappears from his own view. We shall examine this unbelievable conclusion soon. Now we must pick up the thread of Krishnamurti's life where we have left it.  
So far, Krishnamurti has been speaking about himself in vague, general terms. Now he states clearly that he is the Teacher. To the question 'which Teacher' Dr. Besant replies that he is the Christ reborn. These news releases a flood of enthusiasm and Krishnamurti receives such homage as would turn the most sober head and corrupt the purest heart. At Trichinopoly the floor of his railway compartment is thickly carpeted with jasmines and roses. In Holland he is offered a castle, with a five thousand acre estate. Yet he does not appear to be swept away by all this homage, and remains lucid and disconcertingly simple.

But soon difficulties crop up. The Theosophical leaders have not only announced the coming of a World Teacher, but they have also laid down in advance all the details connected with his appearance. Will Krishnamurti put on the robes of office prepared for him? Will he take charge of the institutions organised for his service? These are the Co-Masonry and the Liberal Catholic Church: one a reformed Masonic order for men and women, the other a reformed Catholic Church, whose liturgy has been carefully purged of every hint of hatred and anger. Will he agree to take the place made ready for him? These questions make his worshippers anxious; his very simplicity, his complete silence about everything that pertains to these institutions, does nothing to dispel the worst forebodings. Pressure is applied to him — first discreetly, then more and more openly. Finally, the expected storm bursts: Krishnamurti summarily rejects both organisations, with all their ceremonies and rituals. 
In the course of history, many have been faced with the choice which now confronts Krishnamurti: either to keep his message pure and lose the majority of his followers, or to step down his teaching, adapt it to the level of mediocrity, and thereby increase the number of his devotees. Without hesitation he chooses the hard way and, in a remarkable announcement, dissolves the Order of the Star in the East. The conflict is over, the discussion closed. This takes place in Ommen, in 1929. A few quotations will show the intensity and greatness of his decision: "I maintain that Truth is a pathless land and you cannot approach it by any path whatsoever, by any religion, by any sect. That is my point of view and I adhere to that absolutely and unconditionally. If there are only five people who will listen, who will live, who have their faces turned towards eternity, it will be sufficient. Of what use is it to have thousands who do not understand, who are fully embalmed in prejudice, who do not want the new, but would rather translate the new to suit their own sterile stagnant selves.
"Because I am the whole Truth. I desire those who seek to understand me to be free; not to follow me, not to make out of me a cage which will become a religion, a sect. Rather should they be free from all fears—from the fear of religion, from the fear of salvation, from the fear of spirituality, from the fear of love, from the fear of death, from the fear of life itself. As an artist paints a picture, because he takes delight in the painting, because it is his self-expression, his glory, his whole being, so I do this and not because I want anything from any one.

"You are accustomed to authority or to the atmosphere of authority 

"Why have false, hypocritical people following me, the embodiment of Truth?. . .

"My purpose is to make men unconditionally free... I want therefore to set men free, rejoicing as the bird in the clear sky, unburdened, independent, ecstatic in that freedom. . ."

Krishnamurti, shattered by the suffering which he has endured through his brother's death, has become ruthless. He tells us that this is only an appearance which may deceive many. He says: "When you go to a surgeon, is it not sheer kindness for him to operate on you, even though he hurts you? Similarly, when I am talking to you plainly, it is not because of lack of love - on the contrary..."
Chapter 3 
Krishnamurti has destroyed the last illusion. The Theosophical Society is torn by a deep internal crisis. Many members of the Order of the Star in the East abandon Krishnamurti. They will look for the coming of a new and more accommodating Messiah. The properties of the Order dwindle, as well as its finances. Yet an organised nucleus continues, bereft of all missionary or mystical glamour. It publishes Krishnamurti's talks and organises gatherings, which he attends not as a leader but as a man speaking to men. We now come to the present. Krishnamurti is only a man on his journey across the world, speaking to all who care to listen. So far, we were portraying Krishnamurti in his official capacity, so to say. How does he appear to those who meet him face to face? Rehault writes: "His face is the expression of a rare soul, perfectly pure and harmonious. Sometimes his eyes open into an abyss of suffering; sometimes they are heavy with the burden of deep compassion; and sometimes he lifts his head with aquiline majesty. Suddenly, his snow-white teeth shine and his face is illumined by a smile, clear and fresh, full of the simple gaiety of a child."  
This is a sufficiently accurate picture. I have myself seen Krishnamurti laugh like a schoolboy; yet, when he talked of the war in Spain, his face became so furrowed with sorrow, growing suddenly so old and tired, that it gave me a shock. He looked frighteningly and inexpressibly aged. 
As far as I can make out, his usual attitude is simple to the point of complete self-effacement I have not felt about him any of the atmosphere of authority that usually surrounds powerful personalities. It is clear that he has no desire to impress or win over his listeners. As at the time of the dissolution of the Order of the Star in the East, so now, he is not anxious to have a following. Once he said at Ommen: "I hope next time you will be less numerous." 
To satisfy a perfectly natural curiosity, I am describing the outer appearance of Krishnamurti. I would say that he is both simple and mysterious, near, yet aloof and that he manifests a synthesis that is both astonishing and inexpressible. Rightly has Bragdon called him a living paradox.

This in broad outline is Krishnamurti's life story. How has his message developed? 
First we see the adolescent boy speak vague generalisations, as he himself later admits. Then comes a period of waiting, of search — comes a period of waiting, of search — a period of suspense for the members of the Order of the Star in the East, who wonder how a man so undecided can carry out the unusual mission with which he is charged. Then his brother Nityananda dies and suddenly Krishnamurti awakens. He begins to speak with astonishing assurance, and his words are dazzlingly clear and positive. As Carlo Suarès rightly points out, his message is a simple and direct call to all to share in a life set free: the voice of love calling for love. It is the song of one whose chains are broken, about life that is impersonal and infinite. 
But these poetical outpourings seem to put his audience to sleep making it torpid with a quiet, lazy adoration. Krishnamurti does not intend to remain an idol, and so his language hardens. He speaks of the evil of authority, even of the authority vested in himself. Once his own authority is renounced, he cannot keep his message in the positive and emotionally persuasive form it had in the beginning. He must sever himself from his own message and make it quite impersonal. Investigation takes the place of affirmation and teaching emerges in its present shape. Is this development merely a matter of technique or has the message intrinsically changed since his first song of liberation? Personally, I feel that, even after Krishnamurti has gone, as he says, beyond all images and all mystical states, his message has remained essentially the same. The later refinements, however important for the listener, are not, according to me, fundamental, but merely a matter of presentation. 
In any case, one should not forget that Krishnamurti's teaching, even when expressed in what appears to be scientific or philosophical language, is not that of a scientist or a scholar. It is the teaching of a man who, by his own efforts and suffering, has come to a state of mind and life unknown to his fellow-beings, and who, I must stress, while living always in that extraordinary state, examines and analyses our own conditions with an insight of which we are incapable. What is of primary importance to us is this examination, because Krishnamurti's inner life, however fascinating, is for the moment entirely beyond our reach.

*     *     *     *     *  
In presenting Krishnamurti's teaching, of which we have already had a few glimpses, I can see three ways of proceeding further: I can make Krishnamurti speak for himself through a selection of quotations; or produce some of his writings, accompanied by more or less extensive commentaries; or, again, I can put before you the understanding I have gained through a long acquaintance. I have chosen the last, because the others seemed to me artificial and incapable of expressing the unity of a living mind. The method adopted is, by its very nature, personal, but the others would have been, in a veiled way, personal too. I would rather be personal openly, warning you and asking you to be on your guard against me. Presenting the thoughts of another is a convenient but dangerous procedure, for nobody truly knows the mind of another. Many writings of Krishnamurti have been published, but my purpose is to interest you in his teaching. If I succeed, you will yourself turn to the original texts, of which I hope to convey merely the general trend.
Chapter 4 
An enormous incandescent globe cools and shrinks in the throes of physical and chemical convulsions. A crust is formed and the oceans collect in the cavities of its uneven face. An explosion of vegetation, gigantic both in size and abundance, covers the land. Animal life appears, marine and timid in the beginning, later acquiring monstrous shapes and invading the continents and even the air. With time, the exuberant size of plants and animals subsides. Refinement in structure compensates for loss in bulk. This is especially marked in the case of a little animal which holds itself erect, and which alone has its thumb in opposition to its fingers. This animal possesses the unusual ability to invent, which leads to the development of tools, to their growing complexity and efficiency, and to the discovery of an articulate language. Because of this strange power of intelligence, this animal, in spite of its diminutive size, gradually comes to conquer and possess all the surface of the globe. Ages pass, with their endeavours, discoveries, battles, the rising and falling of empires, cruelties, horrors, and innumerable births and deaths. The human animal multiplies tirelessly and, after a chain of generations, the beginning of which is lost in the dawn of time, its descendants have become my readers, who now give me their attention. They do so because there is in them something familiar and yet mysterious, which is consciousness. This is man: a body which is biologically related to the beginnings of the planet, to the universe itself, and containing a conscious mind; not merely conscious, but, stranger still, self-conscious for among the various images contained in man's consciousness, there is the image of himself. He sees himself, he can look at himself as if from a distance. Paradoxically, he has within himself a point external to himself. He is both conscious and aware of being conscious. 
Each one of us carries his own image and looking at this image, he can say: "This I am. I am this. I am myself." What is this image? It is the picture of a conscious organism, the direct perception, the inner image of a body, with all its peculiarities, and also the vivid or, at least, verbal representation of a consciousness with all its impressions, desires, thoughts and memories; with its addiction to knowledge, material possessions and powers; with the character it attributes to itself because of the acts it accomplishes, of the functions it assumes or of the attitudes it represents in its material or social environment.

Due to language, this contemplation and affirmation of oneself expresses itself in statements such as: "I am big. My eyes are blue. I am sad." Then other statements come, clearly of a social origin: "I am a worker, a merchant, a Christian, a Communist." Grammatically, all these statements refer to a logical subject, who represents a conscious, psychological entity. 
Each statement is affirmative, because it attributes to the subject some determined quality or peculiarity, but it is, at the same time, limiting, because the very assertion it makes is exclusive of a contrary assertion, or of one of the same kind but different in degree. 
The statements in which the subject expresses to himself his consciousness of himself, being each separate are limited in their aggregate, when compared with the totality of possibilities. 
These statements about oneself, taken together, make up the "bundle of qualities" of which Krishnamurti speaks, and circumscribe, in the universe of things and beings, an enclosed and limited domain of which they are the contents. In other words, this set of limited assertions is the very material from which the "I" is made. It delivers us to ourselves, identifies us with a certain realm within the immensity of the universe, enclosing us up and imprisoning us within its walls. By self-definition we seem to acquire a world of our own, and as Krishnamurti puts it, "all self-consciousness is of acquisition".  
But with acquisition there comes inevitably its counterpart, which is loneliness. Self-consciousness is the consciousness of boundary, of isolation, of separation; it is the consciousness of being something apart, different, unassimilable something quite unique. The moment an attribute becomes "mine", it becomes inexplicably personal and intransmissible. Others may be like us but they can never be ourselves. 
We are doomed to be ourselves. We are imprisoned in ourselves. We are barred from all living intimacy with another. We can know only an illusory closeness, a make-believe nearness, built up, reasoned out, verbal which is never elemental, intuitive. We are in the inmost secret of our being inaccessible to another. Our deepest consciousness escapes all direct observation. Even when approached through other than sensory channels, it remains uncertain, mediated, interpreted. No tyrant holds power here. Such a one may smother our outer expression, may even force us to wear a mask, but he has no grip on the intimate content of our mind. As long as self-consciousness exists, there will always remain a kind of glass wall between ourselves and others, however transparent the glass may seem to be.

Self-affirmation implies not merely "I am", but also "I am myself and not another". The "I" is not just simple self-identification. It is also a state of separation from everything else, and also in many ways a state of opposition.

All the qualities which we attribute to ourselves and which are at the very root of our idea of ourselves have no objective existence. They come in pairs of opposites and "exist" as long as they are set against each other: since the opposites cannot be without each other. 
The result is that our idea of ourselves is based on opposition, although we may not feel or perceive it clearly. This consciousness of ours is not only separative, but also antagonistic. It not only divides us from the world, it sets us against the world. 
As long as our consciousness is based on self-identifying statements ("I am Mr. X, father of Y, manager of Z"), the total picture of ourselves, which we create in ourselves about ourselves, will remain, whatever shape it takes, discriminative, separative and antagonistic. 
Thus, self-limitation and isolation are implied in self-definition for to define means to separate from the whole, to set apart, to stress the contradictory.

Krishnamurti restates, in a few words, the long evolution of man: "The whole destiny and function of nature is to create the individual, who is self-conscious, who knows the pairs of opposites, who knows that he is an entity in himself, conscious and separate." 
Chapter 5 
We have seen that self-consciousness is the capacity to perceive, identified with an exclusive and limited accumulation of physical and psychological factors. Self-consciousness becomes the very thing it thinks itself to be, in the sense that the properties and attributes of things become its very substance, the foundation of its sense of continuity. When it wants to describe itself, it describes the things with which it has identified itself. Conversely, whatever endangers the structure of these self-identifying qualities seems to endanger consciousness itself, putting its very subject in peril.

Now, this exclusive basis, which is the foundation of the "I", is altogether limited, fragile, uncertain. One is reminded of an insect's dazed adventure in crossing an asphalt road and risking sudden and complete annihilation under the wheels of a passing vehicle. In our relation to the universe are we anything more than such an insect, or a blade of grass which can be trampled without being noticed. Against the mass of a mountain, or even in a crowd, our bodies are hardly discernible. Think of the difficulty of finding somebody in a crowded street. 
Compared with the sum of human knowledge, our individual store of information is ridiculously small and even in its totality, such knowledge, however impressive its reach, however astonishing its practical results, is but childish prattle on the threshold of the great unknown, which recedes and grows with our efforts to penetrate it. The duration of our conscious life is as nothing compared with the geological and astronomical periods within our ken. 
The more I assert myself, which means the more I retreat within my diminutive boundaries, the more I find myself a minute fragment in the midst of innumerable dangers. 
One may say that self-assertion is not necessarily self-enclosure. But in self-assertion there is identification with one's content, clinging to what we think we are. Self-assertion may seem to further my expansion, at the expense of what lies outside me, but this is mere illusion. The more I expand myself, the more I enclose myself and cling harder to a definition of myself. This self-definition makes me happy, provided I forget all that contradicts it. I can think of myself as being an absolute, something completely self-contained, but a moment comes when I perceive my own relativity, when dangerous comparisons invade my mind. There can be a time when I enjoy taking stock of my possessions, concentrating on them and seeing nothing beyond. Suddenly, I wake up from my pleasant dreams. All that I had thought my own reveals itself as a tiny island in a flood of beings and events. The more I cling to this island in a spasm of self-identification, the more I feel myself imprisoned and engulfed by the terrifying immensity around me. In other words, the more I cling to my accumulations, the more I fight for them, isolate them and give them absolute value, the more I feel imprisoned in them when I see them in the world's infinite perspective.

There is the story of the rich Athenian, proud of his possessions, who was asked by a philosopher to mark them out on the map of the world. His humiliation was the measure of his vanity. This example shows the double aspect of our consciousness, the alternation of the rich man's and the philosopher's points of view, the consciousness of one's limited content and of the limit itself. And the more fascinated we are with the content, the more painfully we realise its limits. Thus, in the very beginning of our enquiry, we observe a rhythm, a kind of pulsation, in our consciousness, a succession of expansions and contractions in the feeling one has of oneself.

The expansion of self-consciousness is pleasant, the contraction — painful. We can call this emotional instability "normal", to distinguish it from morbid mental states. These vacillations, these oscillations in consciousness, are characteristic of the "I". They correspond to a change from a point of view naively personal to a more impersonal attitude: to seeing oneself through another's eye, or in the perspective of the unlimited whole. These ups and downs in self-consciousness, by creating and shaping attitudes and ideas, overflow the limits of intimate moods and affect the fields of action.  
We have traced the basic movement which controls our outer activities, mental and physical. We have seen how self-consciousness shifts periodically from one perspective to another, identifying itself with one thing at one moment of time and with its opposite at another. Each time it upsets the psychological stability of the mechanism of the "I" and thus both conditions and explains its functioning. 
The consciousness of myself is inseparable from the assertive, possessive and acquisitive attitude towards objects and ideas, which give consciousness its specifically personal content. But the more vigorous this attitude becomes, the greater is the set-back and the stronger is the feeling of sinking deeper and deeper between the walls of those very limitations on which self-consciousness has built its superstructure of the "I". The more I assert myself, the more I bind myself to myself, the more I am terrified by all that is beyond, all that is not me, the more I isolate myself, the more frightened I become. This secret fear inseparable from self-consciousness, follows me like a shadow. Krishnamurti calls it the fundamental fear.
Chapter 6 
It is a secret, sealed fear. It is the part of our psyche which we find most difficult to perceive, because we suppress it most desperately. We shall discover later that all our activities, individual and social, take place in order to appease and cover up this fear. Rare are the moments when we feel its pain as sharp and disturbing; then it can mangle and break us. We come across this fundamental fear directly only in sudden accidents, when in danger of imminent death, or when emerging from a nightmare. We also experience this shudder in those terrible aerial bombardments, when no point in space is free from danger. 
Some may say: "You are wrong; we are not afraid." If they mean that they do not experience fear, that they are not consciously afraid, they may be right. And yet, as long as one is limited in any essential aspects, it is not difficult to visualise conditions which would cause actual and deep fear. Even if one's fear is not always active, conscious, yet it is potentially and permanently there. As long as the individual sees himself limited, and he cannot see himself in any other way, fear is there, whether he is conscious of it or not. Its roots are there and at the first opportunity it will wake up. Were man not to feel himself limited in time, space and capacity, if he knew himself to be all-powerful, all-pervading, indestructible and eternal, of what would he be afraid? There is no doubt that fear is the fatal shadow of all self-conscious limitation. The two are inseparable. 
One could go still further and maintain that self-consciousness is always shadowed by a vague anxiety hovering at the very fringe of consciousness, like a dark and subtle foreboding. There is a mute awareness that at any moment something or somebody may threaten our security or ambition. Even when we assert at the top of our voice that we are afraid of nothing, we do so only in order to drown the restless whispers in the depths of our hearts. The satisfaction we feel when we discover something familiar is due to a secret and ever-present anxiety that this monstrous universe around us may change. If we watch our life carefully, we shall see that we live, all the time, in the shadow of a vague and ever-present fear, which silently corrupts all our undertakings and imparts to our most decisive movements a trembling which we ourselves find difficult to perceive; we can discern the almost invisible circle of fright round all our thoughts and deeds.

This fear is the other face of a being which wants and feels itself to be separate. Desire for separate existence is identical with the desire to possess onself wholly, to hold on and claim the self as one's own. But to claim oneself exclusively for oneself and to tear oneself away from the whole are the two aspects of the same movement. 
To exist separately implies a breaking away from the world by disowning it, establishing it as a thing apart, to the point of having nothing in common with it and opposing oneself completely to it. At once the whole becomes utterly confusing, strange and frightening. 
This basic, fundamental fear is the cause of our ceaseless obsession with security. The individual consciousness, identified with the small and brittle "I", become anxious about its fate. Whatever it does, it has only one end in view — to find the means of protecting its diminutive and precarious structure.

We have now reached the third link in the chain of cause and effect. We began with an affirmation which is the characteristic expression of the "I". We have seen how this limited affirmation creates a basic fear, which in its turn prompts us to seek personal security. Let us remember this sequence, as we proceed with our investigation.

How is the individual to achieve his own security? His reaction will be, most naturally, if not most wisely, to get hold of his surroundings and circumstances; to bring under control the very things he is afraid of by moving them from the threatening side, over to the threatened.  
Thus we come to a paradox: the basic fear, inherent in self-consciousness, becomes its opposite, and takes on the shape of acquisitive affirmation, of the will to conquer and possess. It puts on all the appearances of courage for frantic self-affirmation is the inverted reflection of a hidden fear.

Both attitudes, apparently contradictory and incompatible, are in reality the same although the mind may deceive itself. Fear and aggression may appear to be opposite, both objectively and subjectively but they are not, and their contradiction is mere illusion. Krishnamurti speaks often about the "illusion of the opposites". This illusion, to which we shall revert later, is one of the primary factors in the perpetuation of the "I-process".

Excessive assertion need not be the opposite of a hidden fear. It may also, and perhaps primarily, be a cover. To the extent to which the "I" gets absorbed in its resistances against its surroundings, fostering its cunning, puny schemes and being excited with the vagaries of its battles for self-expansion, it loses the feeling of deep fear, which was the drive behind its efforts to invade and conquer the world. It is this fear which whips up a frenzy of activity in which it can lose itself.

"I am myself; nobody else is me", sums up the consciousness of separation and limitation which has released a process of fear, of self-expansion of desire, of greed.
Chapter 7

Almost every human effort is an effort of acquisition. We shall now follow the "I" in its attempts to appropriate, to possess.

Let us see how this effort manifests itself in time and space, and what are its results. We shall first take up the expansion of the "I" in space. It has two aspects: the positive self-expansion, on the one hand, and the neutralizing or reducing of opposing and competing expansions of other individuals, on the other. Let us examine them in turn.

The positive expansion expresses itself in the acquisition of things, which may include living beings, for sexual or other purposes. It also includes emotional supports, friendships, loves, personal favours. Intellectually, it takes the shape of erudition, of thirst for knowledge. This self-expansion is not merely quantitative, but also qualitative. One meets men who have amassed vast possessions and who then try to acquire so-called spiritual riches and prestige.

Because direct expansion reaches its limits the individual sets in motion a very efficient system of indirect expansion, in which he builds up an intellectual empire based on authority. Authority is used in order to get hold of another man's will and, thereby, his powers and possessions.

By dominating another's mind, one can control all that he owns as if it belonged to oneself: the woman for whom her lover gives his life is nothing compared with a dictator, who has the power of life and death over vast multitudes. There is also the idealized authority, which is free, more or less, from external compulsion. Such is the authority of the family, caste, class and nation. As someone has said: "The 'I' inflates itself till it becomes the 'We'." The average patriot parades naively in the halo of his country's glory. If he is French, he thinks himself, to some extent, Pasteur or Napoleon. As Suarès points out, he exalts himself by proxy.

So much for direct expansion. We shall now consider the neutralization or reduction of competing forces. Under this head is included all that paralyses or undermines the effort or power of another, all that secures an armistice and permits the preparation of future offensives. Conventional morals come under this head. There is a wise saying of Krishnamurti, that one always makes morals for another.

Then there is obscurantism, under its many aspects. Obscurantism is the obverse and the shadow of authority. We may also mention tolerance, through which we arrange that our petty ideas shall be respected on a reciprocal basis. Such tolerance, which does not really care for the truth of the matter, is also what I call an armistice. It is allied to the laws dealing with property. They secure our possessions, but they restrict our greed for the possession of another.

The same expansion, when it is turned inwards, becomes the search for a sense of intensity, of inner energy. The subdual of contrary expansions becomes here a denial of doubt, a flight from all states of depression. Having considered self-expansion in space, let us now take it up in time. This takes the shape of a desire for continuity, expressed in three ways: direct, personal continuity; indirect, ideological continuity; and continuity through resistance to change. The desire for direct continuity asserts itself through the accumulation of goods which will endure, like buildings, furniture, money, etc.; in conformity to accepted standards, as a protection from the menace of society.

It also operates through our conformity to accepted standards or in the establishment of moral principles, both of which serve as a protection against the onslaughts of society and pursue the same purpose of spatial extension. The desire for personal continuity is also manifested in self-identification with collective entities or abstract notions, which are supposedly indestructible. Barres, in his book The Reason for Nationalism, has clearly shown the working of this urge. If one thinks of oneself in isolation, he writes, one's existence seems to be a mere flash. But by clinging to my nation and identifying myself with its relative permanence, I get the feeling of expansion, of continuity. What Barres says about the nation can also be said about the family, party, caste, race and religion, even about tradition itself. Here God deserves special mention; he is the "Me" of all the "I's" — infinite in space and time. By finding their abode in God, the faithful achieve by proxy the summit of security and expansion.

Let us now take up the problem of self-expansion by resistance to change. To assert oneself is to think of oneself as being something different. Self-consciousness is always of the particular, says Krishnamurti. But the particular is always transient. It is always subject to becoming something else. It is born, it grows and flowers and then decays and dies. Man has come to associate change with death and destruction. He imagines that his own being follows the same laws. Always he meets all change with a deep foreboding. For the Greeks, eternity and changelessness were practically synonymous. The stars were divine and immortal, because their constellations were unchanging.

Obsessed by the inevitability of death, man goes out in search of a static continuity, of a formula which nothing can upset, which will take for him the place of the absolute. And he will identify himself with that absolute formula, by attributing to himself its qualities of fulfillment and immortality.

To achieve it he will submit himself to violent compulsions and accept a terrible hardening of all life-arteries. He will strangle and smother in himself all spontaneity, all freshness, and will gradually become completely petrified. His heart will show down, his mind will become rigid and he will become the slave of anyone who will promise him that infinite duration for which he yearns so desperately. This desire to continue is the main reason why authority is so willingly endured.

In spite of all his efforts to achieve a condition of immutability, the individual is still full of anxiety. "For whom do I desire immortality?" he may ask himself. "For my day-to-day consciousness which fluctuates constantly, however rigidly controlled?" Sleep and swoon show him clearly how easily this consciousness can be suspended. So he begins to look for something immutable, beyond his mind's constant fluctuations. He imagines, or others imagine for him, that there is an abstract but permanent centre, which he calls a soul, which expresses itself intermittently as ordinary consciousness. With the immortal soul, God becomes necessary and also infallible mediators between man and God, with their dogmas and their exploiting religions, all supported by our desire for personal immortality. Thus faith is born, and fear of doubt, which would reveal the "I" as a mere agglomerate, ill-assorted, incoherent and precarious. The individual, patterned and mechanised, can now dream about the eternal continuity of a static survival.
Chapter 8

We have explored the main avenues of self-expansion in time and space. Let us now look at the results. Some of these we have already seen; others force themselves daily upon our minds, with distressing insistence.

As Krishnamurti points out the search for personal security through acquisitions causes general insecurity and suffering. It is not difficult to see the truth of this. I remain indifferent when my neighbor is in trouble, since it does not affect my personal security. I may even add to his misery, if I can gain by it. Nor is his attitude to me in any way different. This acquisitive attitude creates a condition of universal and mutual slavery. "You have become the slaves of all you have conquered," says Krishnamurti. It is also the main cause of enmity between people and of exploitation of the weak by the strong.

Physical exploitation creates two poles, with accumulation of riches at one end and poverty, with all its miseries, at the other. Greed leads to destruction individual and collective, collective murder being the very means of enlargement and survival for nationalisms and imperialisms.

Then comes emotional exploitation, with the torments, tyranny and violence of possessive love, of insane jealousies, of exclusive friendships. Then comes intellectual and spiritual exploitation, expressed in the abuses of authority, in obscurantism, in the standardization both of the individual and of the masses, in religious, cultural and political struggles for power over the minds of people, in suppression of talent and genius by those in key positions, and so on.

All this started long ago and history is but a sequel of violence, stupidity, and horrors. From century to century the cries and prayers of downtrodden humanity have risen to heaven and man, frightened by his own misdeeds, by the monstrous fruits of his acquisitive values has tried to develop a complete system of counter-values. New patterns of morality supposedly altruistic, have appeared from time to time. Ideas of renunciation and sacrifice have been formulated in opposition to the natural expansiveness of the "I". It is perhaps worthwhile to examine a few of these in order to discover if they are genuine.

Let us first consider the enthusiasm of the patriot who risks his life for his country. If we look closely, we can see that he merely pays for the scope and subtlety of his self-affirmations. The loyalty he gives to his nation goes often side by side with an attitude of smug cruelty towards the rest of humanity.

The same applies without much difference to the family, the primary unit of exploitation. 
What of the apparent generosity of the philanthropist? After having impudently amassed a fortune the rich man fears for his spiritual welfare or craves a special place in the estimation of others — possessions of another kind. He then spends his money on the accumulation of merit.

"It is a great illusion to get rich in order to do good," says Krishnamurti. The damage done in the course of acquiring riches cannot be undone by any charity. Money is merely a form of power and to help with money is usually a way of exercising power.

How highly praised is the self-giving and the generosity of religious orders. These saintly people (whose sincerity and compassion I do not question) flatter the rich in order to obtain the means for allaying the suffering, and stemming the revolt, of the very victims of the generous donors. Without being aware of it, these good souls help to maintain an inhuman social system and involuntarily become accomplices of those who are at the root of all the material and moral distress which they try to relieve. They are like the priest of whom Krishnamurti spoke in Auckland. He kept his church beautiful in order that the unemployed might find in its atmosphere of incense and music, the peace, that was so cruelly absent in their daily lives. After having attended the church service they were expected to return home calmed down. "Surely is that not the greatest form of exploitation?" says Krishnamurti. That is, this particular priest was trying to pacify them in their conflict, trying to subdue their rebellion, in other words, drug lest they should try to discover the real cause of unemployment.

To Krishnamurti it is evident that all this benevolence is a form of exploitation, but it is not so clear to the majority of people. It is often difficult to point it out because it looks as though, we are insulting the goodwill, generosity and selfless efforts of others. Nevertheless, what Krishnamurti says is true: "The churches, supposedly spiritual, encourage the rich, and they also encourage the poor to remain poor."

One could also say, with Krishnamurti, that love, in which one would like to see a total self-giving, a fiery generosity, is often mere exploitation, either one-sided, as in the case of the mother who appropriates her child entirely and makes it a mere extension of herself, or reciprocal, as in passionate love, when mutual possession becomes a struggle to hold and prolong a system of exchange of gratification which by habit has become a kind of obligation. How significant are the words of the jealous killer before the court: "I killed her because I loved her too much." 
Self-conscious kindness is subtle pride (of not being proud). And international altruism by the very consciousness of its intentions, lifts itself above others, separates itself from others, being only a subtly deceptive form of self-seeking. As Krishnamurti puts it: "He who says he loves does not love." Instead of being lost in the intensity of self-forgetfulness, man is curious as to his own reactions, secretly flattered and subtly proud of himself.

We have already noted the self-protective value of morality. In order to halt the murderous strife of man against man, the well-intentioned preach ideals of unity. But, as I wrote to one of them: the problem is not a question of feeling a sense of union with others, but of knowing oneself truly. As long as you feel yourself as yourself, others will appear to you as others. This is inevitable, and your feeling of unity will remain a mere cloak to cover, in a cloud of false emotions, the secret and tenacious conviction of being separate.

There is no true renunciation of the "I" in the majority of cases, but merely a transference, a passage from one form of acquisitiveness and security-seeking to another, more subtle. On the chess-board of possessive values, man moves from square to square and thinks he has made much progress. In reality he has remained essentially in the same condition. As the desire for security causes the expansion of the "I", which in its turn creates social insecurity, so we have developed a morality apparently opposed to self-expansion, yet intrinsically remaining another means to security and a more subtle form of personal assertiveness. According to this morality man has to eradicate from himself certain attitudes considered selfish and to acquire their opposites reputedly virtuous.

Whatever may be the intrinsic value of these virtues when they are natural and spontaneous, the moment one tries to achieve them, to adorn and flatter oneself with them, they become just another expression of self-assertion and self-limitation and therefore they are on the same level with the vices which they were meant to offset and replace. 
Actual observation will show that the newly acquired characteristics cannot become conscious unless their "opposites" survive and form the background. New virtues are thus inevitably and intimately related to old vices which they deny and try to repress, because without them virtues cannot become self-conscious.

Traditional morality encourages us to cultivate "character". But the fostering of "good" qualities is not possible without the preservation of the "bad". For instance, if I want to be good, and to know myself as good, there must remain something bad in me or in others; for some wickedness is needed for comparison. As long as I am after my goodness, I cannot ask for universal goodness, for where there is no evil, what will happen to my goodness? 
I may praise goodness, I may crave for it; but, in fact, what I want is to differ from another, to exalt myself above him, to be the opposite of what he is. If I am, naively and sincerely, convinced of my goodness, I would be rather sorry if I found that by some miracle all the world had become manifestly good.

As long as I am simply, naturally and unconsciously good, all is well. But when I start thinking and talking about goodness, when I begin to "love" it and want it for myself, all goes wrong. The truth is that I do not want to be good, I want to feel good, to be considered good by myself and others. To prove my goodness fully I need a background of wickedness, which I project beyond myself, discovering and inventing it wherever I look. In fact, in order to feel good, I become a nuisance. The mere desire to be good does not enable me to achieve goodness, since I have to depend on the existence of evil both in me and around me in order to prove my many virtues. My goodness is false, it merely covers the essential evil in me. True virtue is never conscious of itself.

What was said about goodness is applicable to every other virtue: when it becomes a possession it is merely a cover for the further self-expansion and self-affirmation of the "I". 
Again we come across the snare of opposites which are, fundamentally, identical. All our lives are under the influence of this immense illusion which makes us see, as different and mutually exclusive, attitudes which are, in fact, inseparable.

To enable us to question, perceive and go beyond the illusion of opposites is one of the chief aims of Krishnamurti's teaching with its extraordinary power of penetration through the veils of the false. Later, we shall enlarge on this, but for the moment let me merely state that any movement from one opposite to another is not only without value, but it results in practical confusion. This can be seen, in the example of the man who has amassed money and then attempts to turn into a philanthropist. We could enumerate many more such obvious contradictions.

Now, after having examined the general results of self-expansion, let us take up for careful consideration the individual trends and consequences of this expansion.
Chapter 9 
Man's acquisitive tendencies do not project themselves equally in all directions. In practice, his desire becomes specialized and sets on some particular object. Let us assume that the particular object has been realized. The individual takes stock of his extended boundaries and finds himself again at his starting point. He is the same as before - an enclosed islet in the immensity of the universe. The size and the shape of his domain may have changed, but the state of isolation, and separateness continues and that is the important point. Besides, however great may be his individual extension, from the point of view of the whole it is literally as nothing.

In spite of his desperate efforts, man's conquests in time and space are, in the absolute sense, non-existent. Apart from the limits which nature imposes on us, we cannot even master what we already know, because of the ever-increasing volume of knowledge, which increases more quickly than our capacity to absorb it.

When we look into the process of acquisitive expansion in space and time, actual or symbolical, we see how futile, and sterile it is. The very fact that it continues shows an astonishing lack of insight and imagination, a strange incapacity to see what even mathematically is true: that a finite addition to a finite quantity in no way increases it, when compared with the infinite. The security the individual seeks through the process of indefinite expansion is never realized. 

I may feel that my continuity is assured by identifying myself with an institution or tradition of great antiquity or significance for the future. But such feeling is entirely without foundation and of no practical significance. It does not in any way extend my life. In what way shall I continue to exist simply because I participated in a movement which has outlived me? Obviously none, because I cannot be said to continue unless I remain conscious and there is nothing to assure me that after the dispersal of my body my personal consciousness will be preserved. My desire to be assured of my continuity through possessions proves an unconscious conviction that death will terminate my personal existence, otherwise, why should I try to extend my span of life by identifying myself with that of a longer duration? Yet if death is the end of me, then all my self-identifications must die with me. All search for eternal life through self-identification has no meaning and to give it meaning, my sense of self-identification would have to continue through consciousness even after death; and, if I remain conscious, all self-identification, the urge to be a part of something greater would in itself be purposeless. 

But even assuming that continuity is possible through merging into something greater, how is man to be certain of personal survival which is the necessary condition of immortality?

It is true that man continues through his offspring or his works. But personal survival is a matter of faith, and this is merely a projection of the "I", alarmed by the threat of its annihilation. It is only a fantastic assumption which all so-called "proofs of survival" have not succeeded in changing into scientific certainty.

Personal identity, as every policeman knows, is a matter of bodily marks. All my thoughts and feelings can be repeated by somebody else, even the ways of expressing them. Telepathy has been proved through a considerable amount of scientific evidence. If we admit telepathy between the living and the dead, we cannot refuse telepathy between the living. Even my memory which seems to be so intimately my own, can be shared with another. At a mediumistic séance the medium gives me details about a dead friend. I admit the evidence because it tallies with my memory. But how am I to know that the medium had not gathered the details telepathically from my unconscious mind? Need I believe that they come from an external source? Even if the medium gives me details which I could not possibly know, is it not a case of extra-sensory perception or of reading of the thoughts of the dead man inscribed on things and people connected with him, just like the voice of the deceased is inscribed on a magnetic tape and can be reproduced long after his death ? If we are prepared to admit conscious survival after death and the possibility of communication with the dead, we must admit many other things about the nature of consciousness and memory which by themselves are enough to explain mediumistic phenomena. I have no decisive proof of personal survival.

Only my body is my own and (except in the case of identical twins) defines me unequivocally. Death destroys the only decisive proof of my identity. All talk about survival is futile, because the only basis for continuity is destroyed and no other scientific verification of the permanence of subjective personality is available. Were it otherwise, death would be a mere incident in our day-to-day existence.

All hope of survival is only a naive reaction to the desire to last. We have no rational proof of personal continuity. It remains a matter of belief and is merely the shell round a kernel of doubt, unless man has completely petrified. As long as there is any life left in him, man's faith will continue to be corroded by the very uncertainty from which it pretends to deliver him. Yet there are moments when he is compelled to see all his beliefs in their true light as a flimsy tissue of ideas and speculations. Death faces him, dark, mysterious, and beyond his understanding challenging his dearest possessions, frustrating every movement of his mind. Death becomes an abyss engulfing all his thoughts, a nameless night darkening his puny lights, a silence which baffles and defeats his frightened assertions, a wall against which he smashes his fists in vain.

When, as if in a terrific stroke of lightning, man sees the real face of his beliefs, their utter emptiness, all his certainties are blasted, and he has to admit that he does not know. This admission is the beginning of wisdom. He learns that in the cup of bitter self-deception there is hidden a precious truth; that each collapse of his illusory constructions opens in some dark corner of his being a window for light to filter through; and that true certainty comes only when the structure of false certainties falls to pieces. He comes to see the subtle richness of the inner life, the revealing value of pain and the deep lessons of chaos.

The "I" is constantly and inevitably attacked and harassed by the very concepts in which it tries to imprison thought and all its efforts to expand within these concepts are doomed to failure. They are merely as a distraction, an evasion, behind which man hides his true and intimate state.

Whatever man may try, the problem remains. Starting from self-consciousness, we have seen how this gives birth to fundamental fear, which in turn creates an obsession with security, the source of greed. The mechanism of accumulation, once set in motion, releases the torrent of possessiveness. Submerged by his acquisitions, man perceives that he has not at all moved beyond his starting point. He is trapped in a vicious circle. Self-consciousness, the basic fear, search for security, greed, acquisitions, all are part of a cyclic mechanism. Krishnamurti calls it the "I - process", and says that it is self-active, which means that it has the power to generate its own energy, to perpetuate itself indefinitely.

"You see," says Krishnamurti, "something that attracts you; you want it and you get it. The process of perception, desire and acquisition has started. This process can go on for ever, for it is self-activating. The flame generates the heat which keeps the flame going, and the heat is the flame. This is exactly the way the 'I' perpetuates itself, through its desires, tendencies and ignorance."

The fact that self-consciousness in the shape of the "I" and the "mine" is the product from moment to moment of a cyclic process which feeds on itself is one of the great discoveries of Krishnamurti. Both the strangeness and the gravity of these implications are breathtaking.

It means that the consciousness of "myself-as-me", self-recreating and self-propelling, has no real foundation and is merely a whirl of trapped energy. The "I" as a distinct personality collapses into mere self-identification of consciousness with a chain reaction, a self-sustaining and self-perpetuating, though essentially mechanical and impermanent sequence of sensory and mental states.

This self-identification gives rise both to the sense of "I" and to the idea of "not-I". This division of consciousness into two categories with ever-shifting and variable content is a later development in the psychology of an individual. Young children have not got it. It emerges slowly as a result of many contacts between the child and its surroundings, probably along with the growth of the nervous system. There is no reason to think that this division is inevitable or permanent, for it can break down and dissolve at any moment. With it the sense of the "I" as a separate entity will disappear. That is why Krishnamurti can say that the "I", deprived of its trappings, is "a bubble easy to prick".

This is so important that I would like to make my meaning clearer by an example. 
Suppose I twist my leg to the point of dislocation. I begin to feel a violent pain. Also, I get cramps, caused by the pain itself. Thus a circle is established, in which pain and cramps follow each other. At first pain had an objective reason outside the pain itself; my leg got twisted because of the unevenness of the road, and the resulting dislocation was the origin, the objective cause, of pain. But once the pain has set in and became acute, a new process has started which perpetuates itself, continues to recur from its own effects. Pain becomes its own creator. It has no cause beyond itself. Even if the dislocation were put right, still the series, pain-cramp-pain, would continue. Thus, whilst the pain is real, yet it is an illusion in the sense that it has no objective basis, no real cause, independent of the pain itself. It has nothing to hang on, as it were; its continuity is not due to a permanent cause; each moment it creates its own continuity, its own extension in time. At every instant it merely perpetrates itself.

The truth of this can be seen from the fact that it is enough to stop the pain or relax the cramp, by a suitable injection, to break the vicious circle and to put an end to the entire process.

In the same way, the peculiar state of consciousness marked by a distinctive and separative sense of the "I" is both real and an illusion. It stands by itself, without any support; and is a kind of floating mirage, in which real situations may reflect themselves, but which in fact is not there — need not be there. Its persistence is not due to any substantiality; it is merely an agglomeration of events, which can disperse at any moment.

Taking up Krishnamurti's simile: the "I" is literally a bubble. It can go on expanding in time and space by its own centrifugal force, but it is merely its emptiness that expands. Any moment it can be pricked and no trace of it will remain.

It may be argued that all individual and social activities prove the existence of an "I". Krishnamurti replies, paradoxically and yet quite judiciously that an illusion may appear to be a solid fact. Man has the power to endow with life the phantoms of his own creation. He can vitalize with his energies and express in action the most absurd ideas. He becomes what he thinks himself to be and shares his reality with his own mental fictions. In this power all the mystery of the incarnation of the "I" is contained. This is also the secret of the fascination man finds in myths, a fascination which often eclipses his interest in living beings.

We have thus discovered the existence of a cyclic mechanism which keeps on repeating endlessly the same round of events. The driving energy of this cyclic process travels from one link to the next, each link becoming in turn the effect and the cause, the moved and the mover. Let us consider any two links, separated by a full turn of the cycle. Each link is the indirect result of its counterpart in the previous cycle, because the movement, having completed the cycle, comes back upon itself. Such is the property of all closed causal rings. It is different from what may be called rectilinear causality,  which postulates a primary cause, unique, simple and permanent in itself, "giving rise to a series of effects in an order of increasing particularity and limitation. This is a logically attractive approach, not much different from the Cartesian tenets, with which we are quite familiar. It expresses the mind's tendency to search for a single and specific cause for each event, a tendency which calls in a multitude of specialists and experts.

In a cyclic process, on the contrary, there is no such thing as a single cause. What exists is a self-activating movement, which contains all its causes within itself. This point should not be lost from view if one truly wishes to understand Krishnamurti's approach. Otherwise it may appear full of contradictions.

For instance, when we speak of the essentials of Krishnamurti's analysis of experience, we mention fear or desire in a general way. This is convenient for showing the chain of causation, but in discussing actual events it is the particular desire and the particular fear that one must take into consideration. Otherwise one may commit gross errors. There is nothing wrong in stating that a particular desire causes a particular fear, which in turn causes a new desire. When generalizing, one would say that desire is both the cause and the effect of fear. Verbally this looks like a contradiction, but we have seen that it is not so.  
An objection may be made by many, that I seem to make desire flow from basic fear, while to all appearances desire, the vital urge, is the primordial reality and precedes basic fear. Am I not, by taking the cause for the effect, inverting the sequence? This objection is baseless. I have never said that self-consciousness, which is the cause of the basic fear, is by itself something primordial. It is the result of a historical and biological evolution, of which the origins are untraceable. And if there is some vital urge at the root of all this process, it will be found subtly enmeshed in the very mechanism of self-consciousness.

Krishnamurti can say, with equal accuracy, that greed is the cause of fear and also that fear is the cause of greed. Understanding these as part of a cycle, in which there is neither before nor after (without a point of reference in time, one cannot say whether the watch is 10 minutes slow or 23 hours 50 minutes fast), the two statements are both true and do not create any contradiction, whatever orthodox logic may say. He also says that it is the conflict between opposites that creates in us the idea of an individual separate existence and, inversely, self-consciousness becomes the creator of opposites.

We have here, clearly, a new kind of mind, which is so subtle as to see beyond appearances. We must also note, however summarily, the difference between a process and a general law. The cessation of a general law (like the laws governing mathematical relations) is not conceivable, while a process can be brought to an end.

For instance, the vegetable kingdom is a vast, cyclic process, in which there is a constant rotation from seed to plant and from plant to seed. If all seeds were destroyed as and when formed, in a short time the entire world of vegetation would be extinct.

All organic life is cyclic. If the cycle is interrupted, the individual and the race are irrevocably destroyed. The cemetery of species is full of corpses. It is, however unthinkable that the relation between the circumference and the diameter of a circle should change, as long as our system of geometry continues. It is impossible to imagine the disappearance of gravitation or of the fundamental physical laws, so long as matter, as we conceive it, remains. 
We can see that there is a vast difference between the permanence of a law and the permanence of a process. Each of these belongs to a different order of reality.

However, the distinction is not always clear, either mentally or factually. A very ancient process may appear as an immutable and indestructible law. And for the majority of people, an individual without a sense of "I", or a society without compulsion, are as unimaginable as a stone without weight. And yet, since the process of the "I" is similar to the process of vegetation, we can at least imagine, if not realize, its extinction.

I may also mention that, when we speak of a process the beginnings of which cannot be located, the order in which it is described is necessarily arbitrary. We may enter the process by any link, for each element of the process will involve all others, will contain the essence of the entire cycle. A cyclic process is flexible; no rigid pattern can be imposed on it. Its starting point, as well as the elements of the causal chain, is arbitrary. The sequence: self-consciousness — basic fear — desire for security — greed — acquisitions, is not at all compulsory. New links could be judiciously selected and introduced, or some links quite deliberately omitted. The elements of the modified chain would still be true in actual, psychological practice. All kinds of combinations are possible: enlarged and contracted cycles, permutations and substitutions.

No particular element of a cycle nor any special causal relationship between the elements is essential. It is the process itself that is significant: a process in which every link is merely a stage and a transformer of the cyclic impulse.

Throughout all the transformations of this impulse, what continues is not this term or that, but the very cyclicity of it. The concept of a cyclic process explains a multitude of things and is extraordinarily creative. It is a most useful tool for the understanding of many psychological complexities and subtleties.

If you are prepared to give thought and care to self-observation, you will notice that all our conscious states are parts of an immense process, composed of innumerable cycles, with minor cycles intermingling with major ones, each minor cycle having its own periodicity, not necessarily similar to or in harmony with the major cycle. All these cycles intermingle with each other incessantly and, because of this mutual interpenetration, none can be said to exist entirely by itself or be known in isolation.

Therefore, an empirical cyclic process is never simple, but always a resultant of so many lesser cycles. In this process, the complexity of which defies description, a minor cycle can become a term in a major cycle. It is only direct insight into this living embroidery, with all its elaborate interconnections, that can give a clear idea of its complexity. All description of it must be a simplification and can merely indicate the general trend, without fixing the details or the ever-shifting pattern.

Seen in this light, man's psychological life becomes dynamic. There is no element that is static; behind each operates a cyclic impulse. Krishnamurti has made a discovery in the field of consciousness, comparable with the discoveries of modern physics in the field of matter. 
Chapter 10

One of the results of our investigation is the light it throws on the nature of egotism, which is more than what it is usually considered, a mere moral problem. It is a psychological state, definitely and unequivocally identified by self-consciousness. If by selflessness one understands a state really free from egoism, one can see how great is the illusion of those who strive to cultivate a selfless "I"." A selfless self is contradictory and therefore impossible. 
Egotism comes into being with self-consciousness, with the 'I'-sense, says Krishnamurti. Suarès puts it strikingly: "To say 'I am' is already exploitation." All attempts at self-improvement must be an illusion, and all the moral systems aiming at the perfection of the self are obviously sterile. A solution of moral problem can be found only in a psychological change of state, perceivable by direct intuition as a fundamental transformation and not as a culminating achievement on a scale of values, varying from place to place and from time to time. We are now in full light. No more arguments, Byzantine quarrels, or quotations from authorities. The solution of the moral problem is clearly seen as beyond all external compulsion, for we alone can know whether self-consciousness has ceased within us.

To resume: one can define egoism as a way of behavior associated with self-consciousness. Some may ask: is not an animal selfish too? Surely, it is not consciously selfish and, what is more important, its selfishness does not operate in the same way. The egoism of an animal expresses itself in the totality of reflexes which are relevant to its physiological needs. Such reflexes or instincts can be completely satisfied, just as simple hunger in man can be fully met, after which all preoccupation with food ceases until the rhythm of the bodily process brings the need back. The animal is perfect in Its way. Its needs are limited and with their satisfaction the problem dissolves for the time being.

With man it is quite different. A need, passing through self-consciousness changes its character and becomes desire. It is then capable of indefinite expansion in space and time. That is why Krishnamurti says: "The I is insatiable; there is no satisfying it. It is as a broken vessel, a bottomless pit which can never be filled."

This is an important point and it is essential to see clearly that there is no basis whatsoever for the obstinate hope that an ego-centered person can discover an object that will give him full and final satisfaction. The problem of self-satisfaction is contradictory and insoluble, when expressed in terms of acquisition and possession. But before we can go further, we must pause for a closer analysis of the essential nature of self-consciousness. 
Complete satisfaction implies complete absence of desire, since desire is an expression of dissatisfaction. But with the extinction of desire separative self-consciousness comes to an end. It is only in antagonism and opposition, that I become self-conscious. I set myself against another person or object only when they escape my grasp or when they prevent me from getting hold of some other person or object. In any case, I cannot be fully conscious of the "I" unless I desire something. It is clear that perfect satisfaction (which means freedom from desire) and "I"-consciousness are incompatible. But we want to remain as separate entities and yet be fully satisfied. We would like to possess a perfect happiness entirely on our own. This is absurd; a happy "I" is incapable of fullness of happiness. That is why Krishnamurti can say that a man truly happy or in love is devoid of self. In the ecstasy of love all distinction between the lover and the beloved disappears.

To put it briefly : The "I"-consciousness implies desire and desire is bound up with dissatisfaction. Self-consciousness and suffering go together. One is both the victim and the cause of a disease. 
Let us try to express a little differently why it is fundamentally impossible to realize perfect and lasting happiness whilst retaining the "I"-consciousness. The "I" cannot become self-conscious except through self-definition and identification. It cannot, grasp itself unless it knows something about itself. An unidentified "I" is unthinkable. The "I" is psychologically created by its definition and identification, of which it itself is the creator. By assuming certain attributes, the "I" becomes at once their subject and thus acquires a pseudo-real existence. It could say : "I am describable, therefore I exist." But each attribute presupposes the existence of other attributes, different from or opposite to that with which the "I" has identified itself.

A thing cannot be called blue unless there are things red, green, yellow, etc. If all the things of the world were white, the idea of whiteness would be meaningless. One cannot say, "This thing is white," when it applies to everything. There can be no idea of matter without the idea of mind, and between the two all the properties of things are divided. We return thus to the opposites, which we have mentioned earlier.

I may think myself to exist absolutely, but this is mere imagination. I cannot be "myself" except in the presence of something else, the not self or the "other". When the "other" disappears there is no "me", for both are interdependent. As long as the "I" is there, it will create the "other", the "not me", which cannot be eliminated without eliminating the "I" too. In a pair of opposites, the two opposed terms both include and exclude each other. They are like the poles of a magnet, separate and yet inseparable. The "me" wants to absorb and assimilate the "not-me" yet remain intact. This is obviously a contradiction and an impossibility. As Suarès puts it, the "I"-consciousness is a blind alley. If, by some miracle, the "me" could absorb everything of the "not-me", the not-ego, it would be completely satisfied, but it would also lose all self-consciousness. To remain myself, as a subject, I must be faced by an object and be related to it by desire or fear. The "I" cannot live except in separation, in opposition, in duality. It is this essential contradiction of the "I" which, projecting itself into all human activities creates a double sequence of essentially identical opposites. Ignorance of the fundamental identity of opposites is at the root of all man's furious struggles, paid for in blood and sanity.

When we are afraid, says Krishnamurti, we cultivate courage, which we call virtue, but in reality we merely escape from fear. We try to cover up fear with the idea of courage and we succeed for a time, but fear continues and reappears in another shape. If, however, we try to understand the fundamental causes of fear, then the mind is no longer caught in the conflict of opposites.

He adds, not without humor, that self-consciousness having created duality, individual consciousness and cosmic consciousness then come into being, both false concepts born from the limitation of the "I". The result is a permanent and false conflict between parts of the same whole. The personal part asks the universal why it has created all this misery, injustice and pain. This gives rise to endless speculation as to the how and the why, the cause and the purpose, to which no answer is ever possible, because the starting point is false.

In the light of Krishnamurti's remarks about the opposites, we can see the mistake of Pascal's famous saying: "The I is hateful." The determination to destroy the "I" will, in actual practice, only harden it. The will to negate contains implicitly the affirmation of the very thing one denies. Anything rejected is endowed with reality by the very act of rejection. One thinks most of what one would least like to think. When the "I" itself is rejected, it is merely perpetuated on another level. It is the "good me" which battles against the "abominable I". But there is no "good me".

After this digression into opposites and self-consciousness, let us return to the general mechanism of the "me". We have discussed the case of the individual who has attained the desired object. Just before taking possession, he feels inwardly exalted and speeds towards his goal. But as soon as he has taken hold of the object of his desire, the exaltation evaporates and gives place to disillusionment. 
As long as the individual is chasing the object of his desire, it fills his mind entirely and acquires a kind of subjective infinity. But as soon as the desire is satisfied, his attention shrinks and the object covers merely a part of his conscious field. Its limits, not apparent at the moment just preceding fulfillment, now reappear. Hence an obvious or hidden disenchantment.

To this disenchantment, caused by a psychological collapse of the object of desire the moment it is secured, is added the realization, however sub-conscious, that the fulfillment of a desire which is born of fear in no way reduces the fear. What is basically a fear of the infinite, cannot be allayed by acquisitions. Besides, each acquisition generates its particular fear. Possession implies dread of loss, either through escape of the desired object, or through its coming to an end, changing beyond recognition, or because the mind will itself turn away from its fascination. "Whatever has been conquered once," says Krishnamurti, "must be conquered again and again." One can see it in the lives of men as well as nations. No victory is final. The conquests of history have been built on shifting sands. Our efforts at expansion carry no guarantee of its permanence. Thus, possession merely veils the fear, but in no way affects it. It remains enclosed in its antidote, because, obviously, all expansion, being the opposite of fear, contains in itself the very thing from which it is supposed to free us. Both self-expansion, which does not free us from the infinite "not-I", and possession, which does not free us from fear, leave us within the vicious circle of self-consciousness.

With the precious disappointment which follows satisfaction man comes to some degree of awareness of the illusory nature of the "I"-process. But this awareness is neither clear nor full. Therefore, after each conquest he will search again elsewhere, and at each new attempt he will pass again through the same cyclic alternation of elation and depression. That is how he will experience for himself the working of the psychological pendulum, the essential parts of which we have been trying to isolate, but after each experience, self-consciousness is reborn. It secretly poisons the most exalted moments of life and its shadows are lost to our-selves entirely. Inexorably it will appear, after the greatest self-abandon, and the deepest self-forgetfulness. It will haunt the shadows of the convent and mix its bitterness with the prayers, its acridity with the incense. Whenever it appears and shows its ancient face, the beloved, whether God, man or woman, becomes again the unattainable, the unknowable, the other.

In time, the successful man, the man who gets what he wants, will recognize that his is the work of Sisyphus, rolling eternally uphill his rock of sorrow. In spite of his success, he will feel a secret lassitude and an unconfessed longing. He will suffer, even though he dares not admit his suffering.

On the other hand, if the object of his desire is difficult to acquire, the individual will be mortified by the low return for his efforts. His mind will be divided between attachment to the task undertaken and the tiredness caused by his ceaseless exertions. He will begin to think about diverting his efforts into some other channel hesitating between the two. This is what Krishnamurti calls the conflict of choice, in which ignorance and contradiction are involved.

Let us examine more closely the problem of choice, which holds an important place in Krishnamurti's teachings. Many see in the idea of choice a forecast of freedom, and it appears that Krishnamurti, in his early days, used to speak of something of that kind. Yet from the totality of his writings it emerges clearly that he regards choice as a sign of blindness and a cause of enslavement. Here we speak of a choice made by will, with effort, pain and sacrifice; not of the integral, free and irresistible action which an outsider may consider as one of many possible alternatives, but which for us is the only course, to be followed without deliberation or hesitation. The observer may conclude that we have chosen, but for us there is no choice. 
The truth is that choice implies, on the contrary, a painful renunciation of possibilities which we have carefully examined and which, in spite of our choice, still continue to haunt us. Thus to choose is to divide ourselves; to create and give effect to a contradiction in our being; to suppress, without dissolving, certain aspects of our nature while giving free play to others. The alternatives, between which we choose, become "opposites", in the sense that one inevitably contains the other. Therefore, choice becomes an illusion; in reality there can be no real choice; whatever is chosen, the alternative is there too — suppressed.

Thus, in choosing, we willingly go blind; we forego a clear insight into ourselves. We lose the opportunity of direct insight into ourselves and destroy our own integrity.

When we yield to the impulse of choice, we are rejecting intelligence which, in the midst of chaos and distress, helps us to perceive a new and creative line of action, going beyond the duality of opposites in which we were caught, and giving an integrated and harmonious expression to all the aspects of our nature? When we consider the age-long and stubborn ignorance of humanity, choice, however painful, would appear to be the easiest solution to our problems. But, in reality, it is part of the 'I'-process and of the self-enclosing vicious circle of opposition and strife. It is also a decisive factor in its perpetuation. It implies a continuous abandoning of condemned possibilities, while their fascination continues to haunt us. It is easy to foresee that, when we come to possess a desired object fully, our desire for it will be quenched through satisfaction and our consciousness then becomes engrossed in those very things and possibilities which our choice has suppressed. That what, at the moment of choice, we had considered as secondary, unimportant, suddenly becomes essential. Krishnamurti stresses this constant alternation of values, this shuttling between the essential and the inessential, and shows us that desire can never rest. On the stage of consciousness one desire follows another endlessly. It may happen that at a given moment man has all his desires fulfilled (which is rather unbelievable); yet, in the course of events, in his relationship with men or things, he will come again to the necessity of choice. Also, we have seen already that nothing can fully and lastingly satisfy a man in whom self-consciousness, based on opposites, persists.

Freedom, in its direct and psychologically proven meaning is release from inner contradictions. Such freedom cannot stimulate choice nor can it be the result of choice. Choice is both the symptom and the cause of psychological disintegration. It leaves behind a vague distress, a lament of all that, in our blind confusion, we had smothered in ourselves to follow, outwardly, a road well mapped and numbered. The misery that follows choice, suppression and unconscious revolt is entirely due to our lack of wisdom in seeing the real, the true, the only way out of our conflict.

It may also happen that the "I" meets with a disaster worse than choice and all its efforts may end in crushing failure. Again, we may be hurt by another, in a way both unexpected and undeserved. Society takes revenge and throws back on the individual his own aggressiveness. But for the lack of opportunity to hurt, he would have been the aggressor.

In the world, as it is at present, the individual can function both in revolt and in submission. Both are the salt of ignorance and therefore they blindly obstruct and clash with each other. "The individual problem is the world problem," says Krishnamurti. Society is not created by a divine power in order to put a limit to individual self-expression. It is the self-expression of individuals themselves that create conflicts and limitations. 

In each case, the balance sheet of the self-process is the same: fleeting satisfactions, continued frustrations, permanent fear and suffering.

The "I" process is a process of ignorance, and the fundamental contradiction which is at its root is the cause of suffering. Yet it is suffering that can put an end to ignorance and illusion. Krishnamurti declares that suffering is the intense clarity of heart and mind which makes us see things as they are. But man does not want to face suffering and pushes it away. This is quite within the logic of self-expansion: suffering is resented because it looks like self-contradiction.

Let us take the case of poignant defeat. Suffering implies the actual perception of personal limitation, of inner poverty and outer helplessness. It brings out one's sense of utter loneliness. Man feels like an ill-treated child who wants to hide in a corner and cry. He thinks that the entire world has conspired against his happiness, that he has no future and that his life will end there. He feels himself estranged in human relationships and does not know how will he now fit into the cogs of the social machine. As he does not want to remain in this painful state, he tries to get out of it by a series of reactions which are escapes or distractions (taking distraction as something to divert attention). Such escapes may take various guises.

A man finds pleasure in counting the salvaged assets or in evoking the glories of the past. This is the escape into consolation. Again, he may fly from the painful experience and from the people who have caused it. This may even lead to the abandonment of hatred, in which case, the state of emptiness associated with suffering may change into a kind of aggressive exaltation. Such is the escape by flight into oneself.

Then there is escape through shifting the field of interest by reorienting desire; by deprecating the cause of suffering (the lover who says: "By going away she has proved that she does not deserve my love"); by rationalization ("Well, it could not be helped, considering the conditions as they were"); and through discipline ("I must pull myself up and cease to be affected by such things").

The sole purpose of all these means of escape is to enable man to avoid suffering. They all indicate a refusal to face life's problems, to accept total responsibility and to be free from all dependence on people and ideas. They are all wrong ways of evasion and they keep the "I"-process in movement, preventing at the same time pain and suffering from shooting upwards in a steep spiral. But a price has to be paid for security from crisis.

Let us take the example of a man who has married. His life is organized; a system of relationships has been established, based on adaptation and habit, giving a certain measure of conscious satisfaction. When his wife dies, he wants to continue the routine of his life, but this is no longer possible. The sudden disintegration of an extensive set of habits gives him a painful shock, something like the sudden braking of a train in motion, and uncovers an unbearable solitude. The man is stunned for a moment into silence. 

But very soon he looks round for relief. He wants to drown the silence of which he is afraid in familiar noises. Insidious plans begin to shape themselves, though he may yet feel ashamed to consider them and say frankly: "Well, it is all over; I must find somebody else." But little by little the temptation becomes stronger. Why suffer? There are others. Pain and solitude lessen.

The silence, born from the breakdown in the thinking process, the interval when the mind is open to the real, the unknown, is now occupied with plans and projects. His dead wife is forgotten. What he seeks now is to establish a new life on the ruins of the old. He marries again and builds up a fresh routine of daily habits, which cover up the fear of solitude and of that strange silence laid bare by the death of his former wife.

There may be other forms of escape. In each case the impact of new events on old habits, which is what may be called experience, causes suffering, and in order to escape from it a man strengthens the old habits or creates new ones. I am using the word habit in its general sense, not of a specified act, but of a variety of activities, which express a tendency. 
With the majority of men, habits grow in number and tenacity from experience to experience, from defeat to defeat, from maturity to old age. Like weeds they encroach on all the fields of life. They spread relentlessly and penetrate everywhere, killing all freshness, all creative spontaneity which springs from childhood and which is so precious. There are many people whose spiritual lethargy and death have preceded by many years their physical extinction. Reduced to a mechanical existence, often from the age of forty, they are no longer human. Less and less, at ever growing intervals, does the light of understanding and true emotion, pass before their dull and narrow vision. Such people have a horrible feeling that their death will not matter much: it will merely brake a moving mechanism, halt a kind of clock-work functioning.

There have always been such dead alive people, kept going by a succession of domestic, social and religious rites. But their number seems to have increased alarmingly in modern times. This may be due to abuse of the technique of collective suggestion (press, radio, television, cinema and so on); to politicians who, incapable of understanding the times in which they live, try to stabilise a crumbling world with their brutal injections of false propaganda and by violent administrative measures. Humanity is threatened by a standardization without precedent and it is appallingly destructive.

We have spoken about man's escape from pain, it is not only from pain that he escapes; he shuns all deep and real experience. He shirks spiritual rapture or wants to use it for mundane objectives or for his own self-satisfaction. He abuses love and computes the advantages and profits to be derived from those who love him; while the other party too may not be free from similar motives. It seems as if humanity has learned to escape from pain so well that it cannot help escaping even from gladness.

Thus experience, instead of making a man aware of the vicious circle in which he is caught, results in the formation of habits, in the mechanization of existence. But life is always on the move and the edifice of habits keeps on cracking. Man tries to rebuild it again and again, but, it continues to break down, the cracking and rebuilding going on side by side.

We must again refer to a previous point raised when we were discussing self-expansion in time — that of resistance to change. There it was a search for immortality, — here it is mere escape from trouble.

Man is in search of a perfect and permanent formula, not merely for metaphysical reasons, but also on purely practical grounds. We have just mentioned the process of breakdown and reconstruction, which is bound up with all habitual existence. It is a painful process. All habit is a self-perpetuating mechanism, endowed with energy. It is an accumulation of set responses, which cannot be dissolved or changed except by arduous and often distressing efforts. Even such habitual reactions as are condemned by the mind as altogether wrong nevertheless reassert themselves. When there is a resolve to break existing habits or to acquire new ones, the old habits will still go on manifesting themselves in a rudimentary form, even when their full expression is cut off by the resolve of the mind's determination.

The old automatism of habits was at least spontaneous and therefore a source of self-expansion and self-satisfaction. The sudden stop is painful. The replacement of one habit by another is a difficult task, necessitating a steady and arduous struggle against the previous version of oneself. On the other hand when our habits are broken up, because of some event beyond our control, our distress is sudden and sharp. One can well understand that a man starts dreaming about a state in which there would not be required these constant repairs, ever recurring and always laborious, a state which would shelter him from the unexpected. So he begins to look round for an ideal set of habits, for a formula which is perfect, final and capable of meeting every emergency. In other words, he is now in search of an absolute, an ideal pattern, which will serve as a symbol and guide for the unshakable mastery he desires to attain. The moment he thinks he has acquired such a pattern, he will try to live in full conformity with it.

Every time the structure of habits is broken up, there is a search for and a discovery of a new pattern, revised and corrected, which, for the moment, will embody the ultimate perfection. Every time man persuades himself that he has now gone quite beyond his previous trials, and this time the ideal is complete and final. And once he is well settled in the new formula, in the new attitude, which has cost him so much of trouble to find, he will not easily give it up. He will protect and defend it with ferocious energy. This defense will bring about a hardening of the will, an accumulation of energy, an anchoring to a stereotyped response, a tendency to self-repetition, which will yield only to fresh and arduous efforts, leading in their turn to a new pattern of habit, to a new formula for living. We meet here all the elements of a new cycle, which runs parallel to the process of the "I".

In the same process of habit, examined not from the individual, but from the social point of view, the breakdowns will be called class struggles and revolutions, and the building up will take the shape of new social, political and legal institutions, created by the upsurge. The experience of change strengthens the desire for continuity. Man, in his ignorance, clings to the very cause of his torments, to the fixed pattern of behavior that creates the problems which it is expected to solve.

No doubt there is, from one failure to another, a sort of movement, a kind of progressive adaptation. But this is an erratic process and under the constraint a momentary compulsion. It is not a fundamental fluid mobility, but merely the sequence of sporadic and violent corrections of a hard, rigid and stable status quo, which wants to remain as it is. It is not a harmonious curve, smoothly flexing, but a broken line, crossing merely at points and touching only by chance the ideal curve. At each point of change in direction there is what Krishnamurti calls "the conflict of choice", which we have mentioned and which is so full of complexities.

This mechanism of habit built and rebuilt explains how the individual, acting on his surroundings, has his action reflected onto himself, forcing him to repeat automatically the initial action. Thus, habit is reborn from its own ashes and the very troubles it creates help, paradoxically, to strengthen it. This would not happen, such automatism would not exist, if the individual perceived clearly the closed cycle of consciousness and action, on which the permanency of the habit-process depends. In other words, as long as the individual is incapable of understanding correctly what happens to him, as long as he does not see that it is his very desire for permanence that has caused all the miseries that he wants to cure, all the experiences he may pass through are without meaning and without purpose. They will teach him nothing. Contrary to a very common and obstinate belief, mere accumulation of experience adds nothing and explains nothing. Man ties himself blindly to the wheel of wasted efforts. He himself creates the necessity that drives him, the goad that pricks him. Appearances may change, but the slavery and the conditioning remain and merely take on different forms. The mind, blinded by its limitations, translates all its activities into terms of these limitations. Man lives for ever in a cloud and never touches earth, although he may take part in events which are perfectly real. 
Whatever happens, the soldier will always say that we must arm, the priest will always say that we must pray, and so on. It proves how the greater part of our experience teaches us nothing, does not enable us to contact reality, is completely void of objectivity. Contrary to scientific method, our experience does not offer a valid foundation for our concepts and ideas. In other words, in spite of its concrete and tangible appearance, it is not true experience and merely keeps us turning in a circle of illusion. As Krishnamurti puts it, when the mind starts from a theory and works on it, it may collect plenty of experience, but it will not experience reality.

Can a man put an end to this wheel of torture by an effort of will? Can he by a deliberate resolution, uproot from his heart every desire?

Impossible, says Krishnamurti. Behind every effort of will there is the desire for gain. This desire for satisfaction is the driving power behind all our efforts. The very will to escape from the process of the "I", to break the circle of desire, is rooted in and nourished by this same process. Therefore, the attempt to free oneself, by a positive effort, from the giant illusion in which life is caught, is essentially futile, because it is based on contradiction. This is a very important point and none has seen it more clearly than Krishnamurti.

Is there then no escape from the vicious circle of the "I"-process? 
According to him, it is not the will that liberates, but knowledge of oneself, mercilessly full, subtle and detailed. Whenever we are suffering, the very suffering itself gives a foretaste of and the opportunity for awareness. 
When man has understood deeply the ruthless mechanism in which he is caught, when he has grasped fully, with all the capacities at his disposal, the nature of this mechanism, then only will he be willing to examine the consciousness of separation, which is the origin of all his actions. With intelligence, which is both feeling and thought, he will face this central problem which no one can really evade.

Whatever effort one makes to push it away, to forget it, it returns. It is self-consciousness, the consciousness of isolation, which is both the torturer and the tortured and which stamps every moment of life. To enlarge it? To enrich it? Waste of effort. It is no use to magnify to nth degree this consciousness of the separate "me". It must suffer isolation, because it has its roots in the sense of separation. This consciousness cannot be done away with, however one may try, and as long as man clings to it, he is bound to the wheel of pain and frustration.

When man comes to realize that all his attempts to escape form the inevitable problem of himself are doomed to failure, he will then know the meaning of true solitude. Not just loneliness, but real, fundamental solitude, which Krishnamurti calls aloneness. He must pass through the agony of total nakedness and total responsibility. He must face the basic fear, which is his most secret torment and which he had hidden under numberless self-deceptions helped by the social climate in which he lives. He is now fully aware of this fear. It soaks into his marrow and chokes him in its icy grip. And yet this agony of death is but the labor of a new birth. His cries of fright suddenly become the song of final liberation. Suffering reaches its climax and suddenly dissolves. Man enters into the dazzling light of a new and indescribable state, in which all consciousness of the "I" is left behind.

Let us try to understand this flowering, both natural and full of mystery.

In his own case, Krishnamurti noticed that when, as he puts it, he had gone beyond the images of all Teachers, his self-consciousness had disappeared. This disappearance of self-consciousness is the natural result of the stopping of the "I"-process, which is based on a fundamental contradiction, the very cause of self-consciousness. When man thinks he is self-conscious, he is merely conscious of a bundle of habits which prevent his true fulfillment. This bundle bursts in the final crisis. Its disappearance re-establishes his contact with reality. This is the beginning of true experiencing. His energies previously wasted in endless contradictions, now become supremely concentrated. The inner being enters into an immeasurable fullness, into a serene intensity which makes it proof against exploitation and also takes away all desire to exploit others. Thought and feeling, formerly split by the process of the "I", are now united in intelligence which is beyond time. There is complete integration of all his powers, and love is born, "which is its own eternity". Such love neither chooses nor enslaves. It is like the sun which shines on everybody and gives its light to the golden butterfly and to the shapeless worm. It enfolds with its rays both the saint and the sinner. Krishnamurti says that it is like the flower that gives its perfume to the passer-by, or like a floodlight which lends charm to all it touches with its rays.

I have mentioned intelligence which is beyond time. What does this mean?

We have seen that the "I" is a bundle of behavior trends or habits. By habits we understand not standardized and simple gestures, expressions of economy of effort, without which no skill, no art, no understanding between people, nor life itself, could continue, but the repetitive reactions which merely perpetuate the defenses put up against the painful events of the past. These are scars of memory, marks which reveal where the "I" was wounded, residues of what Krishnamurti calls incomplete action, action not lived fully, not fully understood, events not completely digested and assimilated.

The world is eternal movement, eternal becoming. Self-consciousness, fixed and hardened by its desire for static continuity, is a resistance to this movement. The "I" is the epitome of the past. It has its root in memory, which is not merely documentary, functional and factual, but is charged with emotions and energies, directing our activities, and determining the very course of our destiny. It is memory which puts us back each day on the track of our former pursuits, forces us to renew our subservience to past ambitions, recharging them and giving them a fresh lease of life. The continuity of the "I" is nothing more than continuity of this memory, and the perpetuation of the self is the perpetuation of the past with its rigidity, resistance to all change in movement and direction and to all renewal.

The conflict of the "I" with the present is in fact the conflict of the past with the present. And it creates what may be called the psychological past. In other words, resistance to change, due to the residue of past events, creates in us the sense of the past.

On the other hand, frustration and desire create the future. Not the real future of coming into being, but the false future which is but the projection of the past because it is built out of memories of the past. There is nothing new in such a future. It is merely a reflection of the past in the mirror of self-consciousness. The real future cannot be known except as the living present.

Thus the "I", in its effort to become identified with a certain pattern of itself it has conceived of itself, with a specific line of activity it thinks advantageous, in its very attempts to become and remain a particular person, is both the creator and the slave of time. Slave, because when man desires to become something, he needs time to carry out his plans. Fear is born that there may be not enough time, the fear of death. The time created by the "I"-process is not the time of the physicist, which is but a scale for measuring change, neither is it the chronological time of which we become aware when we scan the calendar.

Time that is created by the self is the scale of our destiny. It is both the binding and the liberating factor. It is that which closes mercilessly the gates of the past and opens the terrifying or radiant vistas of the future. It carries in itself all the moments of life and also brings the hour of death. It is the time that spurs and hurries us and also leaves us discouraged and depressed. It is that to which we cling so passionately and in the embrace of which we suffocate and which in the end destroys us. In it are all our decisive moments, the poignant meetings, the painful choices, the raptures and the agonies. It is the time that builds and destroys the walls between ourselves and others. In it we take shape, grow and decay.

How can this time, the weft of all our undertakings, the warp of our personal continuity, which is the essence of the "I", be abolished? Surely, by destroying its cause, which is the will to become something. This is the starting point of the idea of time, as an interval between desire and its fulfillment.

In Ojai, in 1945, Krishnamurti said: "The present is the whole of time; in the seed of the present is the past and the future; the past is the present and the future is the present. The present is the Eternal, the Timeless. But we regard the present, the now, as a passage from the past to the future; in the process of becoming, the present is a means to an end and thereby loses its immense significance."

What I would like to say about this is as follows: From the philosophical point of view, the present can be considered in two ways; one can see in it an intangible and evanescent borderline between the past and the future; a screen without thickness traversed by events emerging from the darkness of the future to rest in the past's final immobility; a doorway through which action, starting from the data of the past, proposes to attain a goal projected on the screen of the future. The now, so considered, is but a transition without content of its own. It has no intrinsic value and is merely a door opening onto something else, which alone is of importance.

But we can approach the present from a quite different angle. Then, the present becomes the living essence and the sum total of the past; the fruit of all that has happened, the perfume of the blossoms crushed in the press of time. On the other hand, the future is but the depth of the present which contains the seed of all that is to come, and holds the secret perfume of the yet unopened flower. This is true of every present moment. It is eternally the total of the past and of the future. Events, seen as future a moment earlier, are a moment later — a rearrangement of labels which changes nothing in the totality of the present which is essentially motionless, in spite of the movement of time. Time slides like a shadow on the surface of the eternal present.

These two approaches: the one that looks at the present as a dimensionless point between past and future, the other which sees in it a supreme fullness, are both, from the purely philosophical standpoint, perfectly legitimate. What does Krishnamurti say? He tells us that, as long as man makes an effort to become something, whatever the conventional value of his ambitions, be they sublime or ignoble, he ties himself to the transient present, and for him the experience of the eternal present is not possible. As long as he takes the horizontal direction, which is the way of becoming, of self-expansion, he will never reach the timeless depths of his being. He will miss the true, the vertical way to immortality. This is an approach both simple and infinitely daring. What an adventure, to abandon the very will to become, which fills every moment of our lives! It takes us beyond all moralities, however ingenious or imposing, because every moral system demands from man that he should become something which he is not.

We can see how this approach permits a new conception of things and gives a completely different meaning to the experience of time. But for the confusion associated with the term "moral" we would like to call this approach a truly moral one.

What would be our actual experience of the present if we could grasp it in its eternal aspect and reach its full depth? A mind like ours, tied to time, cannot, obviously, form an idea of such an experience. Those who ask Krishnamurti to describe the eternal present are both ignorant and unreasonable. If he could describe eternity in terms of time, it would be eternity no more, it would belong to time. This does not mean that true eternity is fixed. There is in it a pure and spontaneous becoming, not with an end in view but as a natural flowering of things and events. Krishnamurti calls it the timeless renewal.

One can approach the logic of it indirectly. The experience of the eternal present is, obviously and necessarily, not possible as long as the now, which is action, is but a means to an end and not an end in itself.

The fact that man's actions are performed with an ulterior motive and not for their own sake, shows how he is divided between the past and the future. His vital consciousness is split between the work at hand and its distant purpose. This division is but another aspect of basic self-contradiction and again it points to a cycle in which the pursuit of the future creates a duality in the present, and this duality causes frustration, which in turn seeks a new future.

On the other hand, when life fulfills itself in every moment, each moment can be a starting point for a new beginning. Each action contains its own purpose and need not be linked up with previous actions. The past and the future, which is the reflection and projection of the past, are dissolved and with them all our problems of death, after-death, reincarnation and so on. It is because man fears death that he is unable to live fully and, conversely, because man does not live fully that he fears death. All this forms again a vicious circle.

The man who has integrated himself completely lives in the now and renews himself from moment to moment. He lives in the eternal present. As Suares puts it, eternity is the presence of the present. Paradoxically, he adds, we take time to find the present.

 
Being fully integrated, man becomes totally unconscious of self. He realizes completely his individual uniqueness and ceases to be conscious of it. This freedom from oneself is the very source of intelligence. It is neither willfulness nor renunciation. It is complete freedom from all effort, born of conflict of opposites.
