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Ha AHAX, BO3Bpallasicb C XOpolen MNporynku cpeau NyroB U AepeBbeB, Mbl Mpowau 4yepes
pouwy[1l - B poue BpokByaa POC/O MHOrO peaKux AepeBbeB, BKJW4YASA CEKBOWM.] BO3ne
bonbuoro benoro goma. BoWas B polly, OH Cpa3y Xe OWyTWI BesMKoe YyBCTBO MNOKOS WU
TUWKWHbI. He 6blN0 3aMeTHO HUKAKOro ABWUXEHMS. Ka3anoCb CBATOTATCTBOM WATU 4yepe3
pouly, CcTynaTb HOoramm no eé 3emse, pa3roBapuMBaTh W jaxe ApllaTb. MIAaHTCKUe
CEeKBOWW CTOSANN abCOMOTHO TUXO; aMepuMKaHCKUE MHAeNubl Ha3blBAT UX HEMbIMU
JepeBbAMU, U CeMYacC OHU AeNCTBUTEeNbHO bOblIM Hembl. [laXe COpOKa He roHsnach 3a
KposiMKamun. Bbl CTOSZIM HEMOABWUXHO, eABa OCMeNMBAACH AblllaTb. Bbl YyBCTBOBAIM cebs
HenpoleHHbIM FoCcTeM, NMOTOMY 4YTOo bonTanM U CMesaNUCb U NOTOMY 4YTO, BXOAA B polly, He
3HaM, KAKoOW Bac XAET TaM CHpPNpuU3 U Kakoe MNOTpsiCeHME NpeacTOUT BaM UCNbITATb —
noTpsACeHne HexaaHHOro bnarocnoBeHus. Cepaue 6unocb MeasieHHee, 3amupas nepej 3TUM
yyaoMm. TyT Obll UEHTP BCeM MeCTHOCTU. W Tenepb BCAKWUMA pa3, KoOrpa Bbl NPUXOAUIU
copa, 34ecb npebbiBasa Ta Xe KpacoTa, Ta Xe TUWMHA, 3Ta CTpaHHas TUWKHA.
NMpuxoanTe, KOrpa noxenaete, M oHa byaeT TaMm, MOAHAA, WeApPAs U He UMeWas WUMEHWU.

Hukakas ¢opma CO3HaTe/IbHOW MeAUTaUuUU He SBNASeTCA MOASIMHHOMU MeAMTauMeﬁ; OHa N He
MOXET el ObiThb. HamepeHHada nonbiTKa MeaAUTUPOBATb — He MeauTauma. ITO AOJIKHO
CNyuYnTbCA; 3TO HE MOXeT 6biTb BbI3BAHO. MeauTauus — He nrpa yma, xenaHuma wunu
YAOBO/IbLCTBUA. BCsAKas MOMbITKa MEAUTUPOBATbL Cama Mo cebe oTpuuaeT MeaunTauuio.
TONIbKO /UL OCO3HaBaTb, 4YTO Bbl AymaeTe U AefiaeTe, U HUYero bonble. BupeHue,
cniyllaHne ecCTb JencTBMe, He 3aBucsuee OT Harpaabl ¥ Haka3aHufa. YMeHue JencTBoBaThb
3aK/w4eHoO B yMeHun BunaeTb, CaylaTb. Jobas ¢opma MeanTaumn cC

BROCKWOOD PARK

14 TH SEPTEMBER 1973

The other day, coming back from a good walk among the fields and trees, we
passed through the grove[2 - Many rare trees, including redwoods, grow in the
grove at Brockwood.] near the big white house. Coming over the stile into the
grove one felt immediately a great sense of peace and stillness. Not a thing was
moving. It seemed sacrilegious to walk through it, to tread the ground; it was
profane to talk, even to breathe. The great redwood trees were absolutely still;
the American Indians call them the silent ones and now they were really silent.
Even the dog didn't chase the rabbits. You stood still hardly daring to breathe;
you felt you were an intruder, for you had been chatting and Taughing, and to
enter this grove not knowing what Tay there was a surprise and a shock, the
shock of an unexpected benediction. The heart was beating less fast, speechless
with the wonder of it. It was the centre of this whole place. Every time you
enter it now, there's that beauty, that stillness, that strange stillness. Come
when you will and it will be there, full, rich and unnamable.

Any form of conscious meditation is not the real thing; it can never be.
Deliberate attempt to meditate is not meditation. It must happen; it cannot be
invited. Meditation is not the play of the mind nor of desire and pleasure. All
attempt to meditate is the very denial of it. only be aware of what you are
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thinking and doing and nothing else. The seeing, the hearing, is the doing,
without reward and punishment. The skill in doing Ties in the skill of seeing,
hearing. Every form of meditation

Hen3bexHOCTbi BeAET K o6maHy, umnnnwosunn, Mbo xenaHue ocnennsiet. 3To 6bin
BOCXUTUTENIbHbIK Be4vep, U 3eMnd 6bl1a 3a/MTA MATKUM BECEHHUM CBETOM.

15 ceHTsabpa 1973

Xopowo 6biITb OAHOMY. BbiTb Ja/ieko OT MMpa MU B TO Xe BPeMSA XOAMUTb MO ero ynauvuam —
3HAYUT ObITb OAHOMY. BbITb OAHOMY, Waras No Tpone BAOJb CTPEMUTENbHO Hecylerocs,
WYMHOIrO FOPHOIrO MOTOKa, MOJIHOrO BEWHWMX BOA4 M Taloro CHera, — 3TO 3HAuuT
0CO3HaBaTb TO OAMHOKOE JepeBO eAMHCTBEHHOE B CBOEN KpacoTe. OAMHOYECTBO YesloBeka
Ha ynuue — 3To 60/1b XM3HW; OH HUKOrAa He 6GbiBaeT OAWH, AANEKUM, HUYEM He
3aTPOHYTHIM U He3awWWéHHLIM. 3anoJIHEHHOCTb 3HAaHWEM poxAaeT HeCKOHYaemoe CTpajaHue.
NMoTpebHOCTb B CAMOBbIPAXEHUM, C €ro pa3oy4yapoBaHUAMM U 6OSbIW, — BOT 4YTO TaKoe
YyenoBeK, KOTOpbIM MAET NO ynuue; OH HUMKOrjga He bObiBaeT OAMH. leyanb ecTb
nposiBNieHne 3TOro OAMHOYeCTBa.

FOpHbI MOTOK OblT MOMAOH, €ro BOAbl MOAHANMCHL OT TafblX CHEroB U JOXAEN paHHen
BECHbl. C/blwancsa rpoxoT 60/bWMX BaNyHOB, NepeKaTbiBAeMbIX CTPEMUTESbHbIM ABUXEHUEM
BOJbl. BblICOKAs COCHa, KOTOpoW 6bino NeT NATbAECAT unan 6onblie, C TPECKOM pyxHyna B
BOAY; AOPOry pa3mbUio. MOTOK 6bil MyTHbI, FpsA3HO-CEpPOro uBeTa. A Bbile MPOCTUPASIUCH
nyra, Cnjolb YCbiMaHHble MOMEBbIMM LBEeTaMu. Bo3Aayx 6bin 4MCT, U bbina yapylowas
KpacoTa. Ha BbICOKMX XO/IMax elWé fexan CHer, U NeAHUKW, KAaK U BbICOKME rOpHble
BEpPLMHbI, TOXe OblIN MOKPbITHl HEAABHUMW CHeramu; OHW byayT ocTaBaTbCA 6enbiMUM B
TeyeHWe BCEro AOJIroro feTa.

EbIO YyAeCHOe YTpPOo, M MOXHO 6bino uaTM 6e3 KoHua, He owywas KPyTWU3Hbl XOJIMOB.
UMCTbIM U 3A40POBbIN BO3AYX Obll HANOEH apoMaToM. He 6bIIO HUKOrO, KTO b6bl cnyckancs
AN MOAHUMANICA NO Tpone. Tbl 6bl1 HaeAUHE C 3TUMW TEMHBIMU COCHAMW U CTPEMUTENBHO
Tekywumn Bojamum. Hebo 6bio M3ymuTenbHO rosiyboro uBeTa, Kakow ObiBaeT TOJIbKO B
ropax. Ero MOXHO 6b10 BUAETb CKBO3b JIMCTBY U MEXAY

leads inevitably to deception, to illusion, for desire blinds. It was a lovely
evening and the soft Tight of spring covered the earth.

15 TH SEPTEMBER1973

It is good_to be alone. To be far away from the world and yet walk its streets
is to be alone. To be alone walking up the path beside the rushing, noisy
mountain stream full of spring water and melting snows is to be aware of that
solitary tree, alone in its beauty. The Toneliness of a man in the street 1is the
pain of Tife; he's never alone, far away, untouched and vulnerable. To be full
of knowledge breeds endless misery. The demand for expression, with its
frustrations and pains, is that man who walks the streets; he is never alone.
Sorrow is the movement of that Toneliness.

That mountain stream was full and high with the melting snows and the rains of
early spring. You could hear big boulders being pushed around by the force of
on-rushing waters. A tall pine of fifty years or more crashed into the water;
the road was being washed away. The stream was muddy, slate coloured. The fields
above it were full of wild flowers. The air was pure and there was enchantment.
on the high hills there was still snow, and the glaciers and the great peaks
still held the recent snows; they will still be white all the summer long.

It was a marvellous morning and you could have walked on endlessly, never
feeling the steep hills. There was a perfume in the air, clear and strong. There
was no one on that path, coming down or going up. You were alone with those dark
pines and the rushin? waters. The sky was that astonishing blue that only the
mountains have. You looked at it through
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NPSMbIX CTBOJIOB COCEH. HUKOro He 6bIO psAAOM, C KeM Haao 6buio 6bl pa3roBapuBaTb, He
6bi10 HMKAKoM GONTOBHM ymMa. MuMO nposieTena yepHo-6enas COpoka U CKpbilacb B Jiecy.
Tpona yBefia B CTOPOHY OT WYMHOrO MOTOKa, M HacTana abconwTHas TUWMHA. DTO He
6bl1a TUWMHA, KOTOpas HacTynaeT Moc/ie MNpekpaweHus wWwyma; 3TO He bbla Ta TUWKHA,
KoTopas MpuMXoAMT C 3aKaTOM COJIHUA, M He TUWMHA YMOJIKHYBLWIErO ymMa. 3TO He bbina
TUWLMHA My3eeB WM LepKBeW, a HeyTo abCoNTHO He OTHOCAWEeecs KO BPEMEHU U
NMPOCTPAHCTBY. DTO He 6bla TUWKMHA, KOTOPYW CO3AaéT ans cebs ym. CosHue 6buio
XapKuUM, U B TeHU 6biN10 NMPUATHO.

OH NMWb HeAaBHO OCO3HaJ, YTO B TeYeHWe 3TUX ASIUTESNIbHbIX MPOryJIOK MO JIOAHBIM Yauuam
WIN YeAUHEHHbIM TpornaM Yy Hero He 6biBasio HU €AUHOM MbICAM. TaK b6bll0 C HMM BcCeraa,
ewé Koraa OH Obll MasbUMKOM; TOrAQ TOXE He BO3HMKANO B YME€ HW OAHOW MbICAW. OH
Habnwpan, BHUMATENbHO CAywan, U 6ofblie HUYEro. MbICAM C €€ acCouMaAUUAMU He
BO3HMKANO. He 6bINo co3paHus obpa3oB. OAHaXAbl OH BAPYI OCO3HaNl, KakK CTPaHHO 3TO
6bl10; OH YacTO Jaxe NbiTancsa AyMaTb, HO HWM OAHOM MbIC/IM He MPUXOAUNIO. BO Bpems
3TUX MNPOryfnoK, C JIOAbMU WM 6€3 HUX, Kakoe Obl TO HU ObLIO ABUXEHUE MbICIU
OTCYTCTBOBa/I0. JTO O3HayaeT b6biTb OAHOMY.

Haj CHeXHbIMW BepuMHamyM Cryuanucb obnaka, TAXENble U TEMHble; BO3MOXHO, MO3jHee
NOWAET AOXAb, HO CedyYac TeHW ObiIM OYeHb pe3KWe OT OC/IeNnUTEesNbHO SAAIPKOro cConHua. B
BO3/Jyxe ollyllanca BCE TOT Xe MPUATHLIK apoMaT; Noc/je AOXAEeN OH CTaHeT APYruM.
NpeacTosn AONTMA CNYCK NO Tpone K AoMy.

16 ceHTsbpa 1973

B 3TW paHHWE yTpeHHUe 4YacChl YJnLBI HebonblWoOro ceneHus 6binu nycTbl, HO 3a HWMMU
npocTtnpanaCb MeCTHOCTb, Ha KOTOpOWM pOCNnO MHOIro AepeBbeB, 3e/ieHenn nyra wu
c/blwanca WwénoT NErkoro BeTepka. EAMHCTBEHHAA rnasBHasd ynauua 6bina

leaves and the straight pines. There was no one to talk to and there was no
chattering of the mind. A magpie, white and black, flew by, disappearing into
the woods. The path led away from the noisy stream and the silence was absolute.
It wasn't the silence after the noise; it wasn't the silence that comes with the
setting of the sun, nor that silence when the mind dies down. It wasn't the
silence of museums and churches but something totally unrelated to time and
space. It wasn't the silence that mind makes for itself. The sun was hot and the
shadows were pleasant.

He only discovered recently that there was not a single thought during these
long walks, in the crowded streets or on the solitary paths. Ever since he was a
boy it had been 1ike that, no thought entered his mind. He was watching and
Tistening and nothing else. Thought with its associations never arose. There was
no image-making. One day he was suddenly aware how extraordinary it was; he
attempted often to think but no thought would come. On these walks, with people
or without them, any movement of thought was absent. This is to be alone.

over the snow peaks clouds were forming, heavy and dark; probably it would rain
later on but now the shadows were very sharp with the sun bright and clear.
There was still that pleasant smell in the air and the rains would bring a
different smell. It was a long way down to the chalet.

16 TH SEPTEMBER 1973

At that time of the morning the streets of the small village were empty but
beyond them the country was full with trees, meadows and whispering breezes. The
one main street was

ocBelleHa, a BCE OCTa/NibHOE OCTABaNOCb MOrPYXEHHbIM B TEeMHOTY. COMHUE AO0MXHO 6bino
B30OMTU 4yaca yepe3 Tpu. BbIO NMpo3payHoe 3BE3AHOE YTPO. CHEXHble BEPWWHbI U NeAHUKU
OCTaBa/NUCh elé MNOrpyxEHHbIMU BO MpaK, W MOYTM BCE /AU CNaNvM. Y3KUE TFOpHble A0pOoru
MMeNnM TaK MHOIro NOBOPOTOB, YTO HEBO3MOXHO 6bLIO 6GbLICTPO ABMIrATbLCHA; MawwHa 6Gbina
HoBas, eé obkaThiBanM — MpekpacHas MmalWmMHa, MolHas, camas aydywas MoaeNnb. B
yTpeHHeM BO3AyXe MOTOp paboTan c npeaenbHol 3MHeKTMBHOCTLI. HAa aBTOTpAacCe MaWuHA
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CMOTpesiacb KakK TBOpPEHMEe KpacoTbl, JIerKo npeoaosieBas MNoAbEMbl, 6epsd Kaxapii NMOBOPOT,
yCTOMYMBAA, KaK CKajna. HauyuMHaNCs paccBeT, yke CTalvM BUAHb OYepTaHWA AepeBbeB,
ANMHHAs UEeNb XOJIMOB; BMHOIMPaAHWKW; YTpo obewasno 6biTb MPeKpacHbIM; Cpeau XOJIMOB
6bina NpuATHas npoxaaga. CosiHUe B30OWI0; Ha JIMCTbAX M HA TpaBe cepebpunacb poca.

OH BcCerpa nwbun MexaHusmbl; OH pa3bupan MOTOpP aABTOMaWMHbI, U MOTOP OH HayuHan
paboTaTb Kak HOBbI. KOraa Bbl BeAéTe MallMHYy, MeAMTauusas BO3HMKAET eCTeCTBEHHO,
cama cobon. Bbl 0CO3HaéTe CeNbCKYW MECTHOCTb, AoMa, (epMmMepoB, none, MapkKy
npoxoAsiein MalluHbl U CMHee Hebo CKBO3b JIMCTBY. Bbl Aaxe He 3amedyeTe, 4TO
NpoAoNXaeTcs MeAUTauMs, MeauTauusa, Hayalo KOTOpOM TepsieTcA B rnybuHe BEKOB U
KoTopas byaeT ANUTbCA DECKOHEYHO. daKTOPOM MeAUTaLUU He ABMAAITCA HU BpeMs, HU
C/NIOBO, fABAAWWEECA MeAUTUPYWOWWMM. B MeauTauunm HeT MeAuTupyllero. ECAM xe ecTb, TO
3TO He MeAuTauMA. MeaAUTUMPYWWWUA — 3TO C/IOBO, MbIC/Ib U BpeMms, TOT CybbeKT, KOTOopsbii
MOXET WU3MEeHATbCA, NPUXOAUTb U YXOAUTb. OTO He LBETOK, KOTOpbiM UBETET U yMmMuUpaeT.
BpemMsa — 3TO ABUXeHWe. Bbl cuamMTe Ha bepery peku, Habnwogas ee BoApl, Te4yeHue U
nponnbiBawwme npeameTsl. Koraa xe Bbl B BoAe — Habnwaawwero HeT. KpacoTa He
3aK/04aeTCsAs NPOCTO B BbipaXeHWM, OHAa — B yXoje OT C/IoOBa M BbipaXeHus, OT XO/ACTa U
KHUTU.

KaK CMOKOWHbl 3TW XOJIMbl, Jlyra WU AepeBbsA: BCe BOKPYr 3a/MTO CBETOM HAaCTYMMBLIENO
yTpa. [lBa 4enoBeKa rPOMKO

Tighted and everything else was in darkness. The sun would come up in about
three hours. It was a clear starlit morning. The snow peaks and the glaciers
were still in darkness and almost everyone was sleeping. The narrow mountain
roads had so many curves that one couldn't go_very fast; the car was new and
being run in. It was a beautiful_car, powerful with good Tines. In that morning
air the motor ran most efficiently. On the auto-route it was a thing of beauty
and as it climbed it took every corner, steady as a rock. The dawn was there,
the shape of the trees and the Tong Tine of hills and the vineyards; it was
going to be a lovely morning; it was cool and pleasant among the hills. The sun
was up and there was dew on the Teaves and meadows.

He always liked machinery; he dismantled the motor of a car and when it ran it
was as good as new. When you are driving, meditation seems to come so naturally.
You are aware of the countryside, the houses, the farmers in the field, the make
of the passing car and the blue sky through the leaves. You are not even aware
that meditation is going on; this meditation that began ages ago and would go on
endlessly. Time 1isn't a factor in meditation, nor the word which is the
meditator. There's no meditator in meditation. If there is, it is not
meditation. The meditator is the word, thought and time, and so subject to
change, to the coming and going. It's not a flower that blooms and dies. Time is
movement. You are sitting on the bank of a river, watching the waters, the
current and the things floating by. when you are 1n the water, there's no
watcher. Beauty 1is not in the mere expression, it's in the abandonment of the
word and expression, the canvas and the book.

How peaceful the hills, the meadows and these trees are: the whole country is
bathed in the Tight of a passing morning. Two men were arguing Toudly

CcnopAT, YCWIEHHO XeCTUKYIupysa, C paCKpaCHEeBWUMMCA AULAMK. [Jopora 6exuT BAOJb
ANMHHOW annen, obcaxeHHOW AepeBbsAMU, U HEXHOCTb 3TOro yTpa OnekHeT.

Bnepean npocTUpanocb Mope, U BO3AYX Obll HAnNo&H 3amaxoM 3BKaNUNTa. OTO Obin
HEBbICOKUA 4YenoBeK, XyAowWwasblidi U C CUNBHOW MYCKynaTypou. OH NpuwWén usganeka, U
Koxa ero Obia TEMHOM OT cosHua. locse HeCKONbKMX CJIOB MPUBETCTBMS OH bpocuncs
KPUTUKOBATb. KaK Jlerko KPpUTUKOBATb, KOrAa He 3HaelWb KAaKOBbl peasnbHble (haKTbl. OH
cKasan: «Bbl, MOXeT ObITb CBOOOAHbI U XMBETe AENCTBUTENbHO TaK, KAk 00 3ToM
roBopuTe, HO (PM3NYECKM Bbl MJEHHUK, YCEpAHO MPEBO3HOCUMbIA BaWUMKU APY3bsMU. Bbl He
3HaeTe, YTO MPOUCXOAUT BOKPYr BacC. JIoAW BOCMPUHMMAWT BaC KakK aBTOPUTET, XOTH Bbl
CaMn He cTpemMuTechb b6bITb aBTOpUTETOM"

— S He yBepeH, 4YTO Bbl MpaBbl B 3TOM BOMNpPOCe. PYKOBOACTBO WKO/OA WAN KaKuUM 6bl TO
HU 6blN1O0 APYrvMM AeNIOM NpeAnosiaraeT onpejenéHHyld OTBETCTBEHHOCTb, HO OHO MOXeT

CyllecTBOBaTbh M CyluecTByeT 6e3 Toro, 4Tobb BMewMBaTb B 3TO aBTOPUTET. ABTOpUTET
rybuT COoTpyAHMYECTBO, AeflaeT HeBO3MOXHbIM COBMECTHOe 0b6CyxAeHuMe BOMPOCOB. W Tak

CTpaHuua 4



KpuwHamypTu Oxmady AHeBHUK KpuwHamypTu filosoff.org
NMPOUCXOAUT CO BCSAKUM [eNIOM, 3a KOTOpPOe Mbl MPUHUMAEMCS. DTO peasibHbil hakT. U ecau
Bbl 06paTUTE BHUMAHWE, — HUKTO HE CTOUT MEXAY MHOKW U APYrUM YeJIOBEKOM.

"To, 4TO Bbl FOBOpPWUTE, KpaiHe BaxHO. BCE, 4YTO Bbl MUwWeTe W FOBOPWUTE, AO/KHO Obl1O
6bl M34aBaTbCA M PACNPOCTPAHATHCA HebONbWOW FPYNMNOM CepbE3HbIX M MPeAaHHbIX JIoAen.
MUp pywMTCA, HO 3TO MPOXOAUT MMMO Bac"

— BOWCb, Bbl ONSAITb He BMOJIHE OCO3HaéTe TO, YTO NMPOMCXOAMT. Hekorpa Hebonbwas
rpynna npuvHsAa Ha cebs OoTBETCTBEHHOCTb 3a pPacnpoCTpaHeHWe TOoro, 4TO FOBOPWIOCH.
N Tenepb Hebonbwas rpynna HeCET TAKYyW Xe OTBETCTBEHHOCTb. CHOBA, €C/N MO3BOJIEHO
byaeT ykasaTb, Bbl HE B KypCe TOro, 4YTO MPOMCXOAMT.

with many gestures, red in the face. The road runs through a long avenue of
trees and the tenderness of the morning is fading.

The sea stretched before you and the smell of eucalyptus was in the air. He was
a short man, lean and hard of muscle: he had come from a far away country,
darkened by the sun. After a few words of greeting, he launched into criticism.
How easy it is to criticize without knowing what actually are the facts. He
said: "You may be free and 1ive really all that you are talking about, but
physically you are in a prison, padded by your friends. You don't know what is
happening around you. People have assumed authority, though you yourself are not
authoritarian."”

I am not sure you are right in this matter. To run a school or any other thing
there must be a certain responsibility and it can and does exist without the
authoritarian implication. Authority is wholly detrimental to_co-operation, to
talking things over together. This is what is being done in all the work that we
are engaged in. This is an actual fact. If one may point out, no one comes
between me and another.

"What you are saying is of the utmost importance. All that you write and say
should be printed and circulated by a small group of people who are serious and
dedicated. The world is exploding and it is passing you by."

I am afraid again you are not fully aware of what is happening. At one time a
small group took the responsibility of circulating what has been said. Now, too,
a small group has undertaken the same responsibility. Again, if one may point
out, you are not aware of what is going on.

OH BbiCKa3biBa/l pa3/inyHble KpUTUYECKUe 3aMe4yaHus, HO OHMU ONUpasiIuCb Ha NpeanosioXeHuA
U ciyvyauHbleé MHEHUA . Be3 Toro 4yTtobnl onpaeapiBaTbCAa, €My 6bi10 pa3bACHeHO, 4TO
MMEHHO B AeUCTBUTESIbHOCTU MMeNo MecTo. Ho..

KaK CTpaHHbl Noauv.

XONMbl OTAANANNCH, a llyM MOBCEAHEBHOW XU3HW Lapua BOKPYr — nNpuesa U OTbe3a, rope
W pajoCTb. B eAMHCTBEHHOM AepeBe Ha byrpe 6biia BCA KpacoTa 3emnu. Nyboko BHU3Y,
B JlO/IMHE CTPYMW/ICA pyyen, a pagoM C HUM MNposierana Kofes Xenes3Hou goporu. Haao
OCTaBUTb MUP, 4YTObBbI YBUAETb KPACOTy 3TOr0 py4bs.

17 ceHTsbpa 1973

B TOT Beyep Ha NyTU 4yepe3 nec ObIIO owylweHne onacHoCTU. COJNHUE KaK pa3 caaunoch,
M najsbMOBble AepeBbsA Ka3aJUCb OAWHOKUMM HA 30/10TOM (POHe 3anagHOM 4acTu Heba. Ha
pepeBe baHbsiHa 00e3bsiHbl yCTpaMBaMCb Ha HOYb. O 3TOW TpoMe MOYTU HUKTO He
XOAWN, W NVlb M3peJKa MOXHO 6bi10 BCTPETUTb YeslOBEeKa. Ebi/I0 MHOFO OJIEHEeN, MYIJ/IMBbIX
N CKPbIBABWMXCA B FYCTbIX 3apoCisx. Yrpo3a OnacHOCTU BCE ewe NpoAosxanach,
rHeTywWas M MpoHM3biBawWas HACKBO3b: OHa bbia coBCceM 6/M3KO, WM Tbl OrnsAbiBaNCs
yepe3 nneyo. TyT He 6bINO ONACHLIX XMBOTHLIX; OHM OTClAA YWIM, TakK Kak nobnmsocTu
BblpaCTaNl ropof. PafoCTHO 6bUIO BLIATU M3 Jleca M BO3BpaWATbCHA MO OCBEWEHHLIM YIULLAM.
Ho Ha crneaywumin Beyep 06e3bsAHbI, KAaK U OJfleHU, CHOBA OblIM 34eCb, U COJHUE TaK xe
CKpbIJIOCb 3a BEepXYUKAMU CaMbiX BbICOKMX AepeBbeB; a OllylleHMA ONaCHOCTU yxe He 6bi1o.
HanpoTuB, 3TU AepeBbs, KYCTbl U MasieHbKME PACTEHUs pPaAYWHO Tebsa BCTpevyanu. Tbl
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OKa3blBa/ICA Ccpeiu Apy3en B NOJHOM 6e30MacHOCTM, KaK XeaHHbM rocCTb. Jlec
61aroCcK/NOHHO Tebs NPUHAN, U KaxAabh Bedyep 6bi10 NMPUATHO TYNATb B HEM.

JNleca 6biBawT pa3Hble. B HUX MOXeT 6bITb OMACHO, W He TONbKO U3-3a 3Mel, HO U U3-3a
TUrpos, ecnm M3BeCcTHO, 4TO

He made various criticisms but they were based on assumptions and passing
opinions. without defending, one pointed out what was actually taking place. But
— How strange human beings are.

The hills were receding and the noise of daily 1ife was around one, the coming
and the going, sorrow and pleasure. A single tree on a hillock was the beauty of
the land. And deep down in the valley was a stream and beside it ran a railroad.
You must leave the world to see the beauty of that stream.

17 TH SEPTEMBER 1973

That evening, walking through the wood there was a feeling of menace. The sun
was just setting and the palm trees were solitary against the golden western
sky. The monkeys were in the banyan tree, getting ready for the night. Hardly
anyone used that path and rarely you met another human being. There were many
deer, shy and disappearing into the thick growth. Yet the menace was there,
heavy and pervading: it was all around you, you Tooked over your shoulder. There
were no dangerous animals; they had moved away from there; it was too close to
the spreading town. One was glad to leave and walk back through the Tighted
streets. But the next evening the monkeys were still there and so were the deer
and the sun was just behind the tallest trees; the menace was gone. On the
contrary, the trees, the bushes and the small plants welcomed you. You were
among your friends, you felt completely safe and most welcome. The woods
accepted you and every evening it was a pleasure to walk there.

Forests are different. There's physical danger there, not only from snakes but
from tigers that were known

OHM TaMm 0bUTaKwT. Kak-To pa3 nocjse NoAyAaHA WEN /iecoM, U BAPYr BO3HMKAA HeobblyHas
TUWIMHA: NTULL CMONKAKU, 0bBe3bsAHbl 3amepnuv, U BCE, Ka3anoCb, 3aTawio AbIXaHue. Tbl
CTOAN TUXO. U TaK Xe BHe3anHO BCE CHOBA OXM0; 0b6e3bsAHbl CHOBA WIrpanvM U Apa3HWUAU
Apyr Apyra, NTuubl BO30O6HOBMAM CBOW BeuyepHioln BONTOBHIO, WM CTano ACHO, 4TO
ONacHOCTb MMHOBana.

B necax W powax, rae yesoBek ybuBaeT 3aMueB, (hasaHoB M benok, aTMmocthepa
COBEepLIEHHO MHasA. Bbl mMonajaeTe B MUpP, rae nobbiBan 4yenoBeK, C PYyxXbEM M C MNpuUcyllen
€My XeCTOKOCTbi. Torja seca yTpayuuMBawT CBOW MAMKOCTb, MPUBETIUBOCTb; B HUX
ncyesaeT Kakas-TO KpacoTa, CMOJKAeT CYaCT/AMBLIA WEMNOT.

Y Tebs ToNnbkKo oAaHa rosioBa; beperu eé&, Mbo 3TO HEYTO yAMBUTENIbHOE. HM MaWWHbI, HU
3IeKTPOHHbIE KOMMbITEPbl HE MOTYT C HEWw CPaBHUTbCA. OHA TaK FpaHAMO3HA, CJIOXHA,
Tak noTpscawle crnocobHa, UCKyCHa M MJoAOBMTA. OHAa — XpaHWIule onbiTa, 3HaHWA,
namaTu. BcsAKas MbIC/Ib UCXOAWUT M3 Heé. COBEepWEeHHO HEeBEpOSATHO, YTO OHA B cebe
coeAuHUNa: 3710, CMATEHWe, CTPaAAHUA, BOWHbI, PA3BPAUEHHOCTb, WUIO3UM, WAeasbl,
rope U HUWETY, BeJMKo/enHble cobopbl, BOCXUTUTE/NbHbIE MEYETU WU CBAlEHHbIE XPaMb.
NMpocTo GAaHTACTUYHO, YTO OHA YyXe CAefasa U YTO OHA MOXeT CAenaTb. OAHOro TOJIbKO
OHA fIBHO HE MOXEeT: MOJIHOCTb W3MEHUTb CBOE MNOBEJAEHME B OTHOWEHUW K ApYyrow
ronoBe, K ApPYyromMy 4enoBeKy. HU Haka3aHue, HU Harpaja, Kak BUAMM, He MOryT
M3MEHUTb €é MOoBeAeHUs; He MOXeT M3MEHWTb ero, OYEBUAHO, U 3HAHUE. «I» U «Tbi»
NPOAONIXAWT CylWeCTBOBAaTb. OHAa HUKOrAa SICHO He CO3HAéT, YTO «A» — 3TO «Tbl», 4YTO
HabnaawwMi ecTb Habniaaemoe. EE NwbOBb — 3TO €€ BbIPOXAEHME; eé HacnaxieHue —
3TO eé MyKa; boru eé mpeanoB — 3To eé rybutenn. EE cBobosa — 3To eé cobcTBeHHas
TIOpbMa; OHA obyyeHa XUTb B 3TOM TiopbMe, aenas eé Tofbko bonee ynobHon, bonee
NPUATHOM. Y Tebs TONbKO OfHA rosioBa, 3aboTbCA O Hel, He pa3pywan ee.

to be there. As one walked there one afternoon there was suddenly an abnormal
silence; the birds stopped chattering, the monkeys were absolutely still and
everything seemed to be holding its breath. One stood still. And as suddenly,
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everything came to life; the monkeys were playing and teasing each other, birds
began their evening chatter and one was aware the danger had passed.

In the woods and groves where man kills rabbits, pheasants, squirrels, there's

quite a different atmosphere. You are entering into a world where man has been,
with his gun and peculiar violence. Then the woods Tose their tenderness, their
welcome, and here some beauty has been lost and that happy whisper has gone.

You have only one head and look after it for it's a marve]]ous thing. No
machinery, no electronic computers can compare with it. It's so vast, so
complex, so utterly capable, subtle and productive. It's the storehouse of
experience, knowledge, memory. Al1l thought springs from it. what it has put
together 1is quite incredible: the mischief, the confusion, the sorrows, the
wars, the corruptions, the illusions, the ideals, the pain and misery, the great
cathedrals, the Tovely mosques and the sacred temples. It is fantastic what it
has done and what it can do. But one thing it apparently cannot do: change
completely 1its behaviour in its relationship to another head, to another man.
Neither punishment nor reward seem to change its behaviour; knowledge doesn't
seem to transform its conduct. The me and the you remain. It never realizes that
the me is the you, that the observer is the observed. Its love is its
degeneration; its pleasure is its agony; the gods of its ideals are its
destroyers. Its freedom is its own prison; it is educated to live in this
prison, only making it more comfortable more pleasurable. You have only one
head, care for it, don't destroy it.

Tak nerko otpaBuTb[3 - To poison — oTpaBNATb, 3apaxaTb; NOPTUTb, pa3BpawaTb] eé.

Y Hero BCerja yauMBUTEsNbHbIM 0bpa3oM OTCYTCTBOBasia AUCTAHUMUSA MEXAY HUM U
JepeBbsMU, pekamM U ropamm. 3TO CBOWCTBO He ObUI0O B HEM WCKYCCTBEHHO pPa3BUTO: BbI
He MOXeTe pa3BUBATb MNOAOOHbIE Bewu. Mexay HUM U APYTrUM YeNIOBEKOM HUKOrpa He 6buio
CTeHbl. KaK HM OTHOCWIUCHL K HeMy, 4YTO €My HW FOoBOPWAM — 3TO, NO-BUAUMOMY, HUKOrAad
He paHWNO ero, Kak HWUKOrga He KOCHy/lacb W NleCTb. TaK WIN MHAve, OH Obl 3TuUM
COBEpWEHHO He 3aTPOHYT. OH He Obll OTCTPAHUBWMUMCA, OTYYXAEHHbIM, HO Obl1 NoAOOEH
BOJAM peKU. Y Hero 6bI0 TakK Masio MbiC/Ien, a Korga OCTaBaJiICA OAWH — MbiC/Ien He 6bUio
BOBCe. Ero Mo3r 6bl1 akTUBEH, KOrAa OH FOBOPWUN WAW nucan, B Apyroe xe Bpems Obini
CMNOKOEH W aKTUBEH be3 ABUXeHUA. [BUXEeHMEe eCTb BpeMsa, a AKTUBHOCTb BpPEMEHEeM He
ABnseTcs.

3Ta yAMBUTENbHAs aKTUBHOCTb, 6e3 HanpaefieHus, NO-BUAMMOMY MPOAO/SIXAETCA U BO CHe,
M B 60ApCTBOBaHMU. OH 4acTo NPObyXAaeTcCs C 3TOW AKTUBHOCTbI MeAUTALUM; HeYTo
noxoxee npojonxaeTcsa bosblWyl YacTb BpPeMeHW. OH HUKOrjaa He oTBepran eé u He
npu3biBan. Kak-TO HOYbD OH MPOCHY/ACSA MOMHOCTbI0 NPOBYXAEHHBIM. OH CO3HaBan, 4YTO B
ero rosoBy, B Camblil eé LEeHTP BXOAWIO HeYyTo, NoaobHOe OrHeHHOMY wWwapy, HeKWhA CBeT.
OH Kak bbl CoO CTOpOHbl Habnwaan 3To B MPOAO/IXEHWE 3HAYUTENIbHOrO BPEMEHU, CJIOBHO
3TO NMPOUCXOAWUNO C KeM-TO APYruM. ITO He 6bino wnnw3ven, 4emM-TO TakuMM, 4YTO
Bbi3blBAe€T YM B CBOEM BOOOpaxeHuMM. HauyuMHanCA paccBeT, U CKBO3b HEMIOTHO CABUHYTblE
3aHaBeCKU OH MOl BWUAETb [AEepeBbsA.

18 ceHTsbpa 1973

DTO BCEé elWé ofHA M3 CaMblX NPeKpacCHbIX AOJIMH. OHA CO BCeX CTOPOH OKpyXeHa XOoJMaMmu,
NOKpPbITa anejlbCUHOBbIMU

It's so easy to poison it.

He always had this strange lack of distance between himself and the trees,
rivers and mountains. It wasn't cultivated: you can't cultivate a thing 1like
that. There was never a wall between him and another. what they did to him, what
they said to him never seemed to wound him, nor flattery to touch him. Somehow
he was altogether untouched. He was not withdrawn, aloof, but like the waters of
a river. He had so few thoughts; no thoughts at all when he was alone. His brain
was active when talking or writing but otherwise it was quiet and active without
movement. Movement is time and activity is not.
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This strange activity, without direction, seems to go on, sleeping or waking. He
wakes up often with that activity of meditation; something of this nature is
going on most of the time. He never rejected it or invited it. The other night
he woke up, wide awake. He was aware that something 1like a ball of fire, Tight,
was being put into his head, into the very centre of it. He watched it
objectively for a considerable time, as though it were happening to someone
else. It was not an illusion, something conjured up by the mind. Dawn was coming
and through the opening of the curtains he could see the trees.

18 TH SEPTEMBER 1973

It is still one of the most beautiful valleys. It is entirely surrounded by
hills, filled with orange

powamu. MHOro NieT Ha3ajl Cpeau AepeBbeB U (PYKTOBLIX CAAOB ObUIO NMb HECKOJIbKO
JOMOB, HO Tenepb MX CTaJo MHOro bonblie; AOPOrU Tenepb WUpe, ABUXEHWE TpaHcrnopTa
BO3pOC/io, NpubaBUNOCh liymMa, OCOBEHHO B 3amafHOM 4acTW AOJIMHbI. HO XOJIMbl U BbICOKUE
MUKW BCE Te Xe, OHW He TPOHYTbl YeNOBEeKOM. B ropbl BefET MHOXECTBO TPOMWHOK, WU
MOXHO 6eCKOHe4yHO B36MpaTbCA NO HMM. TaMm BCTpevyawTCs MeABeiu, FpeMyyve 3Meu,
O/leHN, a OAHaxAbl BCTPeTWIACb pbiCb. PbiICb OKa3ajacb Bnepeau, OHA Chnyckasnacb Mo
y3KOM Tpone, Myp/blkasi, TEpaacb O CKa/lbl M CTBOJIbI HEBbLICOKMX JepeBbeB. M3 raybokoro
yuenbsa Ayn cnaboii BeTep, MNO3TOMY K PbICM MOXHO Obl10 MOAOWMTM coBceM 6nM3Ko. OHa
NMOUCTUHE Hacnaxpanacb cobon, paayscb CBoeMy MUPY. EE KOPOTKUA XBOCT Topyan
KBEpPXY, 3a0CTPEHHbIE YWW BLINPAMWINCH Bnepén, eé XenNToBaTO-KOPMYHEBAsA WepPCTb bbia
bnecTswen M rnagkon. PbiCb COBEpIIEHHO He nojo3peBasa, UYTO KTO-TO C/efoBas 3a Hew
Ha pPacCTOSHMM OKOJIO ABAALATW (GYTOB. Mbl CNyCKalMCb MO Tpone Apyr 3a APYroM no4yTwu
Lenylw MWK, U HU OAWUH U3 HAC He M3AAN HU Manenwero 3ByKa. ITO 6bl10 NO-HAcCTosAlWeMy
KpacuBoe XMBOTHOe, NErkoe, Kak TeHb, W rpaumMo3Hoe. Mepes Hamu bexan pyyen, u, He
Xenas ucnyraTb 3Beps MpuM MOAXOAE K pPy4blo, 4YesioBeK npowenTtan aobpoe npuBeTCTBUE.
PbiICb, Jaxe He OrJIAHYBWMCb, — 3TO ObIO 6bl MYyCTOM TpaToW BpeMeHu, — C BbICTPOTOM
MOJSIHUM MCYe3nia M3 BUAY. BCE xe Mbl Obiin ApPYy3bsAMU JOBOSIBHO 3HAuUTENIbHOE BpeMms .

JlonvHa nosHa 6rnaroyxaHusi LBETOB anesibCUHOBLIX JEPEeBbEB, MOYTU OAYPMaHWBAWWErO,
0CODBEHHO paHHMM YTPOM M B BeYepHMe 4Yachl. ITOT aApoMAT HAMNOMHAN KOMHATY, AOJMHY U
KaxAbli YroJilok 3TOW MeCTHOCTWU, U bnarocroBeHve 6ora UBETOB BESJI0O Haj 3TOW
JONMHOM. JleToM 3aecb OblBasio OYeHb Xapko, M 3TO NpuAaBaNio AOSIMHE Kakue-TOo ocobble
yepTbl. Korga Tbl npuesxan ciojga MHOrO feT Ha3aj, 34ecCb b6bi1a U3ymMuTesbHas
aTMochepa; B MeHblen CTerneHn oHa BCE ewé 34ecCb. JIOAM MOPTAT €€, KaK MopTAT OHU
noyemy-To

groves. Many years ago there were very few houses among the trees and orchards
but now there are many more; the roads are wider, more traffic, more noise,
especially at the west end of the valley. But the hills and high peaks remain
the same, untouched by man. There are many trails leading to the high mountains
and one walked endlessly along them. One met bears, ratt%e snakes, deer and once
a bob cat (a lynx). The bob cat was there ahead, down the narrow trail, purring
and rubbing himself against rocks and the short trunks of trees. The breeze was
coming up the canyon and so one could get quite close to him. He was really
enjoying himself, delighted with his world. His short tail was up, his pointed
ears straight forward, his russet hair bright and clean, totally unaware that
someone was just behind him about twenty feet away. We went down the trail for
about a mile, neither of us making the least sound. It was really a beautiful
animal, spritely and graceful. There was a narrow stream ahead of us and wishing
not to frighten him when we came to it, one whispered a gentle greeting. He
never looked round, that would have been a waste of time, but streaked off,
completely disappearing in a few seconds. wWe had been friends, though, for a
considerable time.

The valley is filled with the smell of orange blossom, almost overpowering,
especially in the early mornings and evening. It was in the room, in the valley
and in every corner of the earth and the god of flowers blessed the valley. It
would be really hot in the summer and that had its own peculiarity. Many years
ago, when one went there, there was a marvellous atmosphere; it is still there
to a Tesser degree. Human beings are spoiling it as they seem to spoil
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bonbwMHCTBO Bewen. BCE byaeT, Kak M ObiBaso. LIBETOK MOXET YBAHYTb M MOrUbHYTb, HO
OH BEpPHETCHA CHOBa B CBOEW MpexHen npenecTu.

3ajaBa/MCb M Bbl KOrga-nvMbo BOMPOCOM, MOYEMy JioaM COMBAOTCA C MCTMHHOIO NyTH,
CTAHOBATCA WCNOPYEHHbIMW, HEAOCTOWHbIMM B CBOEM MOBEAEHUM — ArpPeCCUBHbIMK,
XECTOKMMU U KOBapHbIMU? HenpaBW/IbHO OOBUHATb OKPYXEHWe, KyNbTypy WIN poaUTEesNEen.
Mbl XOTMM BO3/I0XMTb OTBETCTBEHHOCTb 3a 3TO BbLIPOXAEHME HA APYrMX WIM HA KakKoe-To
cobbiITue. HaxoAUTb OOBACHEHUA U MPUYUHbI — 3TO NErKUN BbIXOA. [PEBHUE WHAYCHI
Ha3blBaIM 3TO KApMOW — Bbl MOXWMHAeTe TO, YTO nocesnn. MCUXONOrn 3asBAANT, 4YTO
npobnema 3aBUCUT OT poauTenen. To, YTO BbLICKA3bIBANT TaK Ha3biBaeMble PeINrno3Hbie
N0AM, OCHOBAHO Ha MX AOrMe WIM BepoBaHuM. HO BOMPOC BCE ewé ocTaéTcs.

B TO Xe BpeMs CywecTBYWT APyrue NWAW, POAMBLIMECH BENMKOAYWHbIMW, A06pPbIMU,
OTBETCTBEHHbIMA. WX HE WU3MEHAWT OKpyXeHue u nwboe BHellHee AaBneHMe. OHM OCTawTCA
TaKMMU Xe, HeCMoTpsA HM Ha 4YTo. Mouemy?

06bﬂCHeHMe, Kakoe Obl OHO HU 6Hﬂ0, MMEeeT Mano 3HayeHusi. BCcsAKUe 0bbACHEeHMSs — 3TO
6eFCTBO, YKNIOHeHne OT peasibHOCTWU TOoro, 410 €CTb, — €AUHCTBEHHOIro, 4TO uUMeeT
3HayeHne. TOo, 4YTO eCTb, MOXeT 6bITb MOSTHOCTbH npeo6pa3OBaHo C nomolybto Tou
JHeprun, KoOTopaa pacTpayMmBaeTCA Ha 0b6BbACHEeHMS N nouck MPUYNH . JoboBb — BHE
BpeMeéHun, BHe aHa/lu3a, COXaJIeHUN U B3aAUMHbIX YNPEKOB. JoboBb npe6HBaeT, Korga Het

Xaxzpl AeHer, MNoJIoXeHusa M XUTporo obmaHa "s"

19 ceHTsabpa 1973

HacTynun Ce30H AOXAeN. Mope 6bl10 MOYTU YEPHbIM MOA TEMHBIMU TAXEMBIMM Ty4dyamu, U
BeTep HeMCTOBCTBOBAN, packayumBas pepeBbs. [JoxAb TO NbET, He nepecTaBasd,
HEeCKONIbKO [AHEeW MnoAapsf, TO Ha [AeHb-ABa NpekpawaeTcs, 4Tobbl HAa4YaTbCHA CHOBA.
JIATYWKN KBaKann B KaxAoM npyay, U B BO3ayxe

most things. It will be as before. A flower may wither and die but it will come
back with its loveliness.

Have you ever wondered why human beings go wrong, become corrupt, indecent in
their behaviour aggressive, violent and cunning? It's no good blaming the
environment, the culture or the parents. We want to put the responsibility for
this degeneration on others or on some happening. Explanations and causes are an
easy way out. The ancient Hindus called it Karma, what you sowed you reaped. The
psychologists put the problem in the Tap of the parents. what the so-called
re]q%iOﬁs people say is based on their dogma and belief. But the question is

sti there.

Then there are others, born generous, kind, responsible. They are not changed by
the environment or any pressure. They remain the same in spite of all the
clamour. why?

Any explanation is of Tittle significance. All explanations are escapes,
avoiding the reality of what is. This is the only thing that matters. The what
is can be totally transformed with the energy that is wasted in explanations and
in searching out the causes. Love is not in time nor in analysis, in regrets and
recriminations. It is there when desire for money, position and the cunning
deceit of the self are not.

19 TH SEPTEMBER 1973

The monsoon had set in. The sea was almost black under the dark heavy clouds and
the wind was tearing at the trees. It would rain for a few days, torrential
rains, and it would stop for a day or so, to begin again. Frogs were croaking in
every pond and

6bin HpMHTHHﬁ 3anax AOXAs. 3eMm/is CHOBa CTajla CBeXerW M 3a HECKONIbKO AHew noKpbls1aCb
U3YMUTENbHOW 3efeHbl. BCE pacTET MOYTM Ha rnasax; 3acBeTUT COJNHUe, U BCE Ha
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3em/ie OXMBAeT. PaHHUM YTPOM pa3faéTcs MNeHue NTUL,, KPYroM pe3BATCHA MaJieHbKue
6enku. BCOAYy UBeTbl MOJIEBble WU CaJOBble, XAaCMWUH, PO3bl U HOMOTKMU.

OAHaxAbl MO jAopore, BeaywewW K MOpl, MOA MaibMaMy U OMbITbIMA MPOJIMBHBLIM AOXAEM
JepeBbsAMM, BCE pa3rnsgbiBas no nyTuW, Wia rpynna geTen. OHW nenu. OHU, Ka3aniocChb,
6blNM TaK CYACTAMBLI, HEBMHHbI M COBEpPWIEHHO HE 3Ha/lM OKpyXalwero Mx mupa. OpHa
JleBoYKa M3 3TOW rpynnbl MeHSs y3Hana, nojowia C Y/bIOKOW, U Mbl WIN HEKOTOpPOe Bpewms,
JepxXacb 3a pyKuM. HUKTO M3 HAC He MPOM3HEC HWM CJIOBA, a KOraa Mbl noaownu K eé
JIOMYy, OHa MOKJIOHW/aCb M CKpbllaCcb 3a ABEPbI. MUPY U CeMbe eWé npeacTouT MnorybuTb
€€, W OHa Takxe byaeT uMeTb AeTel, MAAKaTb O HUX, U MUP C €ro JIOXbld U KOBAPCTBOM
MX nNorybut. Ho B TOT Beyep OHA bbila cyacT/MBA, U el He Teprnenocb CBOUM CYACTbEM
NoAeNnnTbCA, Aepxa KOro-To 3a PYKY.

Korpa npownu AOXAW, BO3BpaWascCb OAHAXAb BeYepoM MO TOW xe Aopore, OCBeWEHHOW
30/10TbIM CBETOM 3axOAAWero CosHua, OH BCTPETWUN KHOWY, HECYWEero OroHb B FJIMHAHOM
ropwke. Ha wHowe He ObIO HMYEro Kpome 4YucTou HabeppeHHOM MOBSI3KM, M 3a HUMM jJBa
YyesloBeKa Hec/M MEPTBOE Teno. ITO 6biM 6pamMuHbl, TONBKO UYTO MCKYMaBWMECS, 4YMCTble,
JepXaBWMeCss o4YeHb MpsMO. lHOoWwa, HeCWwMA OroHb, BEPOSITHO, Ob1 CbIHOM MOKOWHOro. Bce
OHV WAW AO0BONIbHO ObLICTPO. Teno AOMKHbI OblIM KpeMuMpoBaTb HA YEAMHEHHOW MecyaHou
oTMenu. BCE 3To 6bNO Tak NPOCTO, TaK He NOXOXe Ha napajHblM KaTtadank, yTonawwunm B
LBeTax, 3a KOTOpbiM cleayeT AJIMHHAA BepeHuua 6necTsAwMXx aBTOMAWWH, WM HA CKOPOGHYH
NMOXOPOHHYK MNPOLLECCU, NevyasbHO WeCcTBYWUYKW 3a rpobom, — BCE 3TO TaK Mpa4vyHo. Wnu
Bbl BUAUTE MEPTBOE TeNI0, CKPOMHO ObBEpHYTOe, KOTOpoe Be3yT, YKpPenuB Ha Besiocunene,
4YTObbl NpejaThb OrHI Yy CBAWEHHOMW pPeKM.

the pleasant smell the rains brought filled the air. The earth was clean again
and in a few days it became astonishingly green. Things grew almost under your
eyes; the sun would come and all the things of the earth would be sparkling.
Early in the morning there would be chanting and the small squirrels were all
over the place. There were flowers everywhere, the wild ones and the cultivated,
the jasmine, the rose and the marigold.

One day on the road that leads to the sea, walking under the palms and the heavy
rain trees, Tlooking at a thousand things, a group of children were singing. They
seemed so happy, innocent and utterly unaware of the world. One of them
recognised us, came smiling and we walked hand in hand for some time. Neither of
us said a word and as we came near her house she saluted and disappeared inside.
The world and the family are going to destroy her and she will have children
too, cry over them and in the cunning ways of the world they will be destroyed.
But that evening she was happy and eager to share it by holding a hand.

when the rains had gone, returning on the same road one evening when the western
sky was golden, one passed a young man carrying a fire in an earthenware pot. He
was bare except for his clean loin cloth and behind him two men were carrying a
dead body. A1l were Brahmins, freshly washed, clean, holding themselves upright.
The young man carrying the fire must have been the son of the dead man: they
were all walking quite fast. The body was going to be cremated on some secluded
sands. It was all so simple, unlike the elaborate hearse, Toaded with flowers,
followed by a Tong 1line of polished cars or mourners walking behind the coffin:
the dark blackness of it all. Or you saw a dead body, decently covered, being
carried at the back of a bicycle to the sacred river to be burnt.

CMepTb NPUCYTCTBYET BCOAY, HO Mbl HMKOrAa, MNO-BUAWMOMY, He XMBEM C Hel. [N Hac
3TO HeYTO MpayHoe, ycTpawawuee, 4Yyero Hago usberaTb, O YEM He cCleayeT FOBOPUTH,
yTo CriefyeT AepxaTb B OTAa/IeHUMU, 3a KPenko 3anepTou ABepbild. HO OHa Bceraa 34ech.
KpacoTa NwbBM — 3TO CMepTb, YE/IOBEK XE& He 3HaeT HU NIbBM, HU CMepTu. CMepTb —
3TO CTpajaHuve, a NwboBb — HAcCNaxieHMe, M OHM HUKOFAA He MOryT BCTPETUTbCA; UX
HeobXOAUMO AepxaTb pasfenbHO, M 3TO pasjesneHne ecTb 60/1b UM CTpajaHue. C Havana
BpeMEH CyWeCTBYWT 3TO pa3jefieHMe U 3TOT HeCKOHYaeMblih KOHOAUKT. CMepTh BCeraa
byaeT cywecTBOBaTb AN TeX, KTO He MOHWMaeT, 4YTO Habnogawwvin ecTb Habnwpaemoe,
YTO MepexuBawlMiA ecTb fnepexuBaemMoe. 3TO MNOAOOHO WMPOKOW peke, KoTopasa HecET
yesloBeKa CO BCEMM €ro CyeTHbiMM bnaramu, C ero TWecnaBUEeM, CTPAAAHUAMM U 3HAHUEM.
Jlo Tex Mop Noka OH He OCTaBMT BCE, UTO HaAKOMW/A, B peke WU He NONLIBET K bBepery,
cMepTb byaeT Bceraa CTOATb Y ero nopora, Oxuaas v noakapaynueas. Koraa oH
ocTaBnfaeT peky, bepera HeT, beper — 3TO CNoBo, 3TO HabnwpawwMhn. OH oTObpoCUn BCE
— U peky, u beper. Mb6o peka — 3To BpemsaA, a bepera — MbICIKM, CBA3AHHbIE CO
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BpeMeHeM: peKa eCTb JBUXEeHUEe BPEeMeHU, U MbIC/b MPUHAANEXUT 3TOMY ABUXeHM0. Korga
Habnwpawwmn oTbpacbiBaeT BCE, YeM OH ABNfeTCA, Toraa Habnwpaawwero 6onblle HeT. 3TO
He CMepTb. DTO BHEBpPEeMeHHOoe. Bbl He MOXeTe 3TOro 3HaTb, TaK Kak TO, 4To
M3BEeCTHO, — OT BpeMeHW; Bbl He MoxeTe nepexuTb (ucneiTaTb)[4 - To experience —
WCMNbITLIBATb, MepexuBaTb, 3HaTbh MO OMbITY.] 3TO, TaK KaK y3HaBaHWe COCTaBJIeHO M3
BpeMeHn. CBoboja OT M3BECTHOro ecTb CcBobosa OT BpeMeHW. bBeccmepTue — 3TO He
CNOBO, He KHUra, He CO3JaHHbIA Bamu obpa3. [Aywa, «A», aTMaH — AUTA MbIC/IU, KoTopas
ecTb Bpema. Koraa BpeMa OTCYTCTBYeT, HeT WU CMepTU. Toraa ecTb /wboBb.

3anagHas 4yacTb HebocCkoHa yTpaTtuna CBOW 30/10TUCThIN uBeT, M Haja ropusoHTOM
noaBuncAa HOBbIKM MeCALl,, OHbIA,

Death 1is everywhere and we never seem to live with it. It is a dark, frightening
thing to be_avoided, never to be talked of. Keep it away from the closed door.
But it is always there. The beauty of love is death and one knows neither. Death
is pain and love is pleasure and the two can never meet; they must be kept apart
and the division is the pain and agony. This has been from the beginning of
time, the division and the endless conflict. There will always be death for
those who do not see that the observer 1is the observed, the experiencer 1is the
experienced. It is like a vast river in which man 1is caught, with all his
worldly goods, his vanities, pains and knowledge. Unless he leaves all the
things he has accumulated in the river and swims ashore, death will be always at
his door, waiting and watching. when he Teaves the river there is no shore, the
bank is the word, the observer. He has left everything, the river and the bank.
For the river is time and the banks are the thoughts of time: the river is the
movement of time and thought is of it. when the observer leaves everything which
he is, then the observer is not. This is not death. It is the timeless. You
cannot know it, for what is known is of time; you cannot experience it:
recognition is made up of time. Freedom from the known is freedom from time.
Immortality is not the word, the book, the image, you have put together. The
soul, the «me», the atman is the child of thought which is time. when time is
not then death is not. Love is.

The western sky had lost its colour and just over the horizon was the new moon,
young,

pPOBKUA, HexHbIM. Ka3anocCb, YTO MO AOpOre NPoOXoAUT BCE: cBaabba, cmMepTb, CMeX
jeTel U YbEé-TO pblaaHMe. PsSAOM C MecsileM cussa eAMHCTBEHHas 3Be3ja.

20 ceHTAbps 1973

B 3TO yTpo peKka 6bi1a 0cobeHHO npeKpacHa; COMHLE TOMbKO MOAHUMANOCH HAaA AepeBbAMU
W Haj [AepeBHeN, CnpAaTaBliedCcs 3a HUMU. Bo3AyX Obll HEMnoABUXEH, U Ha peke He 6bIIO
jaxe camonm cnabon pabu. [IHEM CTaHET COBCEM XapKo, HO cenyac 6bi10 AOBOSIbHO
npoxnajHo, U oAMHOKas obe3bAHa CuAena Ha COJHbILKe. OHa Bcerjga cuaena 3jaecb ojHa,
bonbiaa M rpysHasa. JHEM OHa Mcye3ana, a paHO yTpoMm B3bupanacb Ha BepxXyLKYy
TaMapuHAOBOIro JepeBa; Korja CTaHOBWUIOCH XapKo, Ka3aloCb, 4YTO AepeBO Morjaouano
eé. 30/10TUCTO-3e/I€Hble MYXOJSIOBKM CUAENN HA napanete BMecTe C ronybammu: rpudbl 6b1am
BCE ellé HA BepXHUX BeTKax APYroro TamMapuHaa. bBbuia 6e3mepHas TuUWMHA, U Thl CUAen
Ha CKambe, MOTEPSHHbLIA ANIA 3TOro Mmupa.

Mbl BO3BpalaJNCb M3 alsponopTa Mo TEHUCTOW gopore, obcaxeHHOM AepeBbsAMU, HA
KOTOPbIX XPUMIO KpuU4yanu 3esiéHble M KpacHble nonyrav. Ha popore Mbl yBUAENU 4YTO-TO,
nokasaBlleecss Ham 6onblWMM TIOKOM. MO Mepe TOro Kak MawmHa npubnuxanacb, THOK
CTaHOBWU/ICA YeJIOBEKOM, MOYTU rOJbiM, JexaluMm nonepék Aoporu. MawmHa ocTaHoBUNacCh,
M Mbl BblWN. Ero Teno 6b10 6oAbwKMM, a rosoBa O4YeHb MajleHbKOW; B3rnan ero 6bin
YCTpeMnéH CKBO3b JINCTBY B YAUBUTENbHO CUHee Hebo. Mbl ToXe B3r/iAHY/M BBepX, 4YTObb
YBUAETb, Ha YTO OH TaK NpUCTasbHO rnsaen: Hebo 6bNO AENCTBUTENBHO CUHee, a
NINCTBA — JAeNCTBUTENbHO 3esiéHas. OH 6bin YpOANMB M, KAaK FOBOPWUAU, ObIT OAHUM ©3
JepeBeHCKUX AypakoB. OH M He noayman noweBenuTbCS, U MallMHA AOMXHA Oblia O4YeHb
OCTOPOXHO ero obbexaTb. Bepbnwabl C MOKAAXEW M FPOMKO pa3roBapuBaniuMe AeTu Win
MUMO, He obpauwas Ha Hero HM Manenwero BHMMaHWUA. Mpobexana cobaka, caenas WAPOKUN
Kpyr. Monyrau 6bny 3aHATbH CBOUM
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shy and tender. oOn the road everything seemed to be passing, marriage, death,
the laughter of children and someone sobbing. Near the moon was a single star.

20 TH SEPTEMBER 1973

The river was particularly beautiful this morning; the sun was just coming over
the trees and the village hidden among them. The air was very still and there
was not a ripple on the water. It wou?d get quite warm during the day but now it
was rather cool and a solitary monkey was sitting in the sun. It was always
there by itself, big and heavy. During the day it disappeared and turned up
early in the morning on the top of the tamarind tree: when it got warm the tree
seemed to swallow it. The golden green flycatchers were sitting on the parapet
with the doves, and the vultures were still on the top branches of another
tamarind. There was immense quietness and one sat on a bench, lost to the world.

coming back from the airport on a shaded road with the parrots, green and red,
screeching around the trees, one saw across the road what appeared to be a large
bundle. As the car came near, the bundle turned out to be a man lying across the
road, almost naked. The car stopped and we got out. His body was large and his
head very small; he was staring through the leaves at the astonishingly blue
sky. we looked up too to see what he was staring at and the sky from the road
was really blue and the Teaves were really green. He was malformed and they said
he was one of the village idiots. He never moved and the car had to be driven
round him very carefully. The camels with their load and the shouting children
passed him without paying the least attention. A dog passed, making a wide
circle. The parrots were busy with their

ramoMm. Cyxue nons, cenbCKUe XUTenu, AepeBbsA, XENTble LBeTbl 6blIM MOrnoueHsl CBoewn
COBCTBEHHOM XWM3HbK. JTa 4acTb Mupa bbna cnabopa3BuUTONM, U He CyWECTBOBANIO HU
NoAen, HU opraHuM3auun, KoTopble 3aboTunuchk 6bl O Takux NAAX. TyT ObUIU OTKpPbITbIE
CTOYHble KaHaBbl, IFpsi3b U CKYYEHHOCTb MaccChl foaen, a CBAWEHHAS peka npojofxana
CBOM NyTb. Me4yanb XM3HWU Bbina MOBCHAY, W BbICOKO B CUHEM Hebe napunu TAXeNOKpbiible
rpudbl, OHW 4Yacamu KPyxunu, noacTeperas, BbiICMATpMBas. Y KOro 34paBbid YM U KTO
6e3yMeH? UTO Takoe 34paBbii yM M 6e3ymue? MOAUTUKM — B 3[4PABOM JIM OHU yme? A
CBSAIIEHHUKM — He 6e3yMHbl I OHW? Te, KTO NpejaaH uaee, uUaeonoruM, — B 34pPaBOM /U
OHM yMe? OHW HaMmu ynpasBnawT, GOPMUPYWT HAC, BCHAY OKa3biBaloT HAa HAC HaxXuMm, — Tak
HaxXoAMMCS SIM M Mbl B 3paBOM yMme?

UTO 3HAYUT BbLITb B 34paBoM ymMe? BbiTb LESbHbIM, HehparMeHTUPOBAHHbLIM B AEUCTBUMU, B
XWU3HU, BO BCSAKOIFO pOJA OTHOLIEHMSX — BOT cCaMas CyTb 3APaBOro yma. BbiTb B 3ApaBoM
yMe — 3HauuUT ObiTb LEeNbHbIM, Pa3yMHbIM, MpPaBeAHbIM. BEbiTb 6&3yMHbIM, HEBPACTEHUKOM,
NCUXOMNATOM, HeypaBHOBELIEHHbIM, WN30NPEHUKOM — KaKoe Obl HaMMeHOBaHWe Bbl 3TOMY HMU
Jann — o3HayaeT ObITb GparMeHTUPOBAHHbIM, pPa3Apob/eHHbIM B AENCTBUM U B ABUXEHUU
B3aMMOOTHOLIEHUI, KOTOpOe eCTb CylleCTBOBaHMe. CesfATb Bpaxay M po3Hb (pasaeneHue),
YTO ABNAETCHA 3aHATMEM MNONUTUKOB, NPEACTABASAWWMX BacC, — 3HAYUT KyNbTUBUPOBATbL WU
ynpoynBaTh 6e3ymuMe, He3aBUCUMO OT TOro, UCXOAUT SIM 3TO OT AUKTATOPOB WM OT Tex,
KTOo, obnasas BnacTbi, AEWCTBYeT BO WUMA MUPA WNM KAKOM-TO UAEONOrUU. W CBAWEHHUK:
B3r/IAHUTE Ha MUP CBSlUIEHHOC/yXuTenen. CBAUWEHHUK CTOMT MexAy BaMM U TeM, 4YTO OH U
Bbl CyMTaeTe UCTUHOW, crnacutenem, 6orom, paem, aaoMm. OH — TO/NKOBaTesb,
MOSTHOMOYHBIN NpPeACTaBUTENb; Yy HEro Kyu OT pas; OH 0bycsoBun venoseka
nocpeacTBOM Bepbl, AOrMaTa WU puTyasna; OH HACTOAWWMA nponaraHAUCT. OH obycnoBun
BaC, NOTOMY 4YTO Bbl XOTUTE yTelleHUs, 6e30MacHOCTU U UCNbITbIBAETE CTpax nepej
3aBTpaWHUM

noise. The dry fields, the villagers, the trees, the yellow flowers were
occupied with their own existence. That part of the world was underdeveloped and
there was no one or organization to look after such people. There were open
gutters, filth and crowding humanity and the sacred river went on its way. The
sadness of life was everywhere and in the blue sky, high in the air, were the
heavy-winged vultures, circling without moving their wings, circling by the
hour, waiting and watching. what is sanity and insanity? who is sane and who is
insane? Are the politicians sane? The priests, are they insane? Those who are
committed to ideologies, are they sane? we are controlled, shaped, pushed around
by them, and are we sane?
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what is sanity? To be whole, non-fragmented in action, in 1ife, in every kind of
relationship that is the very essence of sanity. Sanity means to be whole,
healthy and holy. To be insane, neurotic, psychotic, unbalanced, schizophrenic,
whatever name you might give to it, is to be fragmented, broken up in action and
in the movement of relationship which is existence. To breed antagonism and
division, which is the trade of the politicians who represent you, is to
cultivate and sustain insanity, whether they are dictators or those in power in
the name of peace or some form of ideology. And the priest: look at the world of
priesthood. He stands between you and what he and you consider truth, saviour,
god, heaven, hell. He 1is the interpreter, the representative; he holds the keys
to heaven; he has conditioned man through belief, dogma and ritual; he is the
real propagandist. He has conditioned you because you want comfort, security,
and you dread tomorrow.

OHEM. XYLOXHUKU, WHTENNIeKTyasbl, Y4YEHble, KOTOPbIMA TaK BOCXMWAWTCHA U KOTOPbIX Tak
HenoMepHo NPeBO3HOCAT, — B 34APABOM JIN OHU yMe? WIN OHWU XMBYT B ABYX Pa3JINYHbIX
MUpax: MUpe uAen M BoobpaxeHMs, C ero HaBA3YMBbLIMM (GOpPMaAMM BbipaXeHUs, MOSIHOCTbI
OTAENEeHHbIM OT MX MNOBCEAHEBHOM XM3HM, C €€ nevyanbid U YA0BONbCTBUEM?

OKpyXawwuih Bac Mup GparMeHTUMpoBaH, TaK Xe KaK WU Bbl CaMu, W 3TO BbipaxaeTcsa B
KOHO/IMKTE, CMATEHUM U CTpajaHuuU: Bbl €CTb MUP, U MUP — 3TO Bbl. BbiITb B 34paBOM yMe
— 3HAYUT XMTb XWU3HbI AENCTBUA 6e3 KOHDIUKTA. [eNCTBME U UAEes HAXoAATCA B
npoTuBOpeYnn. BuaeHne — 3TO AeNCTBME, a He cCHavyana uaesa, a NoToM AeNCTBUE B
COOTBETCTBUM C 3aK/WYEHMEM. DTO MNOPOXAAET KOHMIMKT. AHANM3UPYWWWUA CaM SABNSAETCA
aHanu3upyembiM. Koraa aHaju3upylumn oTaenseT cebs KakK HeYTo OT/IMYHOoe OT
aHaNM3MpyemMoro, OH MOPOXAAeT KOHPJMKT, a KOHOIMKT — 3To chepa
HeypaBHOBeWEHHOCTU. Habnwpawumn ecTb Habnwpaemoe, M B 3TOM 34pPaBbil yM,
LeNbHOCTb, @ C npaBejHbM — JIOOBb.

21 ceHTAbps 1973

Xopowo, Korjpa npochinaewbcs 6e3 eaMHOW MbiCIM C ee npobnemamu. YM Torpa
OTAOXHYBIWMIA; OH CO34an NOPAAOK BHYTpM cCamMoro cebsi, M NO3TOMY COH TaK BaxeH. Jimbo
YM CO3Ja€T NOpsAjOK B CBOMX OTHOWEHMAX U AeATeNbHOCTM B 4achl 60ApCTBOBAHMA, 4YTO
JAaéT eMy MOJIHbIA OTAbIX BO Bpems cHa, nMbo BO BpemMsi CHa OH byaeT mbiTaTbCH
NPUBOAUTbL B MOPSAOK CBOW fAena AN COBCTBEHHOro YAOBNETBOPEeHUs. B TeyeHue AHS
CHoBa byaeT b6ecnopsaok, Bbi3biBaeMbii MHOrMMM (GaKTopaMu, a B 4Yachl CHA yMm byaeT
cTapaTbCsA BbiNyTAaTbCA U3 3TOM Hepasbepuxu. YM, MO3r, SuUWb TOrAd MOXeT
(hyHKUMOHMpPOBATb 30heKTUBHO, HenpeaybexaéHHO, Korjga ecTb MOPSAAOK. KOHOIUKT B
nwobon Gopme — 3To becnopsAoK. MOCMOTPUTE, KAK AEWCTBYET TakKoW yM KaxAapli AeHb B
TeyeHMe BCEN XMU3HWU: ero AeWCTBME — 3TO MOMbITKA HaBECTWU MOPSAOK BO BpPeMsi CHa U
becnopagok B yachl 6boapcTBOBaHMA. 3TO

The artists, the intellectuals, the scientists, admired and flattered so much
are they sane? 0Or do they live in two different worlds — the world of ideas and
imagination with its compulsive expression, wholly separate from their daily
1ife of sorrow and pleasure?

The world about you is fragmented and so are you and its expression is conflict,
confusion and misery: you are the world and the world 1is you. Sanity is to Tive
a life of action without conflict. Action and idea are contradictory. Seeing is
the doing and not ideation first and action according to the conclusion. This
breeds conflict. The analyser himself 1is the analysed. when the analyser
separates himself as something different from the analysed, he begets conflict,
and conflict is the area of the unbalanced. The observer is the observed and
therein lies sanity, the whole, and with the holy 1is Tlove.

21 ST SEPTEMBER 1973

It is good to wake up without a single thought, with its problems. Then the mind
is rested; it has brought about order within itself and that is why sleep is so
important. Either it brings about order in its relationship and action during
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the waking hours, which gives to the mind complete rest during sleep, or during
sleep it will attempt to arrange its affairs to its own satisfaction. During the
day there will again be disorder caused by so many factors, and during the hours
of sleep the mind will try to extricate itself from this confusion. Mind, brain,
can only function efficiently, objectively, where there 1is order. Conflict 1in
any form is disorder. Consider what the mind goes through every day of its life:
the attempt at order in sleep and disorder during waking hours. This is

KOHO/IMKT XM3HWM M30 AHSA B AeHb. MO3r MOXeT (GYHKUMOHMPOBATb TOJIbKO B Oe3omacHocTw,
a He B MPOTMBOPEYUM U CMATEHUU. MO3TOMY OH MbITAETCA MONYYUTb Takue yC/oBUA Npu
NMoMOWWN KAKOM-TO HEBPOTUYECKOW (IOPMYJbl, HO OT 3TOr0 KOHGIUKT NWWb YCUINBAEeTCH.
NnopsAaaok sABndeTCcA npeobpa3oBaHMeM BCeM 3TOM MyTaHWUupl. Koraa Habiwaawwmm ecTb
Habnwopaemoe, CywecTBYeT MOJIHLIA MOPALOK.

Ha ManeHbKOW TEHUCTOW U TUXOW [AOPOXKe, WAYlleA BO3je AoMmMa, MaseHbKas AeBo4yKa
ropbKo, HAAPbLIBHO MAakana, Kak MOryT MnnakaTb TONbKO AeTu. EN, MOXeT 6biTb, 6bINO
NATb WIW WeCTb JieT, a POCTOM OHa bObina ewé MeHblwle. OHA cuaena Ha 3emne, cre3bl
TEeKIN Nno eé uekam. OH Cen psSAoM C HEeM UM CNpoCUN, 4YTO CAYYMNOCb, HO OHA He Morna
roBOPUTb, 3aAplIXasiCb OT pblAaHUN. MoxeT b6biTb, €é nobunu, unmM cnomanacb eé nwbumas
Urpyuwka, uwimM em rpybo oTkasaam B TOM, 4Yero el Oo4YeHb XOTeNoCb. MaTb BbiIa U3
JoMa, BCTPSAXHYNa AeBOYKY U yHecna. OHA eAaBa B3rsiHyNa Ha Hero, NOTOMY YTO OHU He
6GbIIN 3HAKOMbI. Uepe3 HeCKONbKO AHEN, Korga OH Wéa no TOM Xe JOopoxXKe, JAeBo4yka
Bbill1la U3 AOMa, CUAA YNbIOKOM, M BMeCTe C HUM npowia HEeMHOro no AOpoxKe. MaTb,
BMAMMO, paspewnsia el NoAONTU K He3HAKOMOMY 4YenoBeKy. OH 4acTo ryssa no 3Tow
TEHUCTON [AOPOXKE, U AeBOYKA C 6bpaToM U CecTpon OO6bIYHO BLIXOAWAW M MPUBETCTBOBAU
ero. 3abyayT NnM OHM KOraa-Hubyab CBOU 0BUABI U CBOU Me4Yanu WU NOCTENEeHHOo
co3panyT Ans ceba crnocobbl berctBa M CONPOTUBIEHUA? XpaHUTb 3TU 0bUABI, KaxeTcs, B
npuvpoae nwaen, U 3TO UCKAXaeT MX AENCTBUSA. MOXET N1 4YeslOBeYECKMA YM HUKOrga He
BeAaTb 60aM M paH? He MMeTb AYWeBHbIX paH — 3HAYUT ObITb HE@CNOPOYHBIM, HEBWUHHbBIM.
ECNX Bbl He XpaHWUTe 0buabl, Bbl, €CTECTBEHHO, He MPUYUHUTEe 60AU ApYyromy. BO3MOXHO
NN 3To? KynbTypa, B KOTOPOW Mbl XMBEM, FybOKO paHUT yM M cepaue. lym u
3arpsa3HeHue, arpeccus U cornepHM4ecTBO, Hacunue U BocnuMTaHWe, obpa3oBaHue — BCe
3T U ewé apyrue (GakTopbl CNOCOBCTBYWT YCUNEHUO CTpajaHus. U BCE xe Ham
NPUXOAUTCA XUTb B ITOM

the conflict of 1ife, day in, day out. The brain can only function in security,
not in contradiction and confusion. So it tries to find it in some neurotic
formula but the conflict becomes worse. oOrder is the transformation of all this
mess. When the observer is the observed there is complete order.

In the Tittle Tane that goes by the house, shaded and quiet, a Tittle girl was
sobbing her heart out, as only children can do. She must have been five or six,
small for her age. She was sitting on the ground, tears pouring down her cheeks.
He sat down with her and asked what had happened but she couldn't talk, sobbing
took all her breath. She must have been struck or her favourite toy broken or
something which she wanted denied by a harsh word. The mother came out, shook
the child and carried her in. She barely looked at him for they were strangers.
A few days Tater, walking along the same Tane, the child came out of her house,
full of smiles, and walked with him a 1ittle way. The mother must have given her
permission to go with a stranger. He walked often in that shaded Tane and the
girl with her brother and sister would come out and greet him. will they ever
forget their hurts and their sorrows or will they gradually build for themselves
escapes and resistances? To keep these hurts seems to be the nature of human
beings and from this their actions become twisted. Can the human mind never be
hurt or wounded? Not to be hurt is to be innocent. If you are not hurt you will
naturally not hurt another. Is this possible? The culture in which we 1live does
deeply wound the mind and heart. The noise and_the pollution, the aggression and
competition, the violence and the education all these and more contribute to the
agony. Yet we have to live in this

Mupe XeCTOKOCTU U CONpoTUBNEHUAD Mbl — 3TO MUP, a MUP — 3TO Mbl. YTo Xe MMEHHO B
yesiloBeKe MoXeT OblTb yﬂ3Bﬂ€HO? MbIC/1€HHbIN o6pa3, npeacTtaB/ieHne, KOTOpOe KaxXAbin

co3pan o cebe CcamMoM, — BOT YTO paHMMO. KaK HW CTpaHHO, 3TU NpeacTaB/ieHUs MNOBCHAY
B MUpe OAHM U Te Xe, JIWlb C HEeKOTOopbiMM BUAOU3MEHEeHUAMU. CYWHOCTb npeacTaBneHusn,
KOTOpoe mMeeTe Bbl, — Ta Xe, YTO U Yy 4YesoBeKa 3a ThiCAYY MWIb OT BaC. TaK 4UYTO Bbl U
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€CTb TOT MyXYMHA MM Ta XeHWMHa. Bawu o6uAbl M paHbl — 3TO 06MAbI M PaHbl THICAY: Bbl
€CTb Apyrowu.

BO3MOXHO /I HUKOIrAd He WUCMbITbIBATb 06MAbI?7 TaMm, rae ecTb AylWeBHas paHa, HeT Nbeu.

Tam, rae ecTb obuaa, nwboBb — He 6onee yem HacnaxaeHue (yAoBONbCTBUE) . Jiviib
Koraa Bbl OTKpbiBaeTe ans cebsa kpacoTy Toro, 4Tobbl HUKOrga He obuxaTbcA, BcCe

gpomnue obuabl U paHbl MCYe3awT. B MOJIHOTE HacTosduero npousnoe nepectaéT 6bITh
peMeHeM.

OH HMKOrjaa He obuxancs, XOTS MHOroe MPUWIOCh €My WUCMbITaTb: JIeCTb U OCKopbneHus,
yrpo3bl U OneKy. 3TO He o3HayaeT, YTO OH Obl1 HEBOCMPUUMYMBHIM, HECO3HaWUWWM: Y Hero
He 6bio0 NpeAcTaBfeHUMss 0 camoMm cebe, He ObIO YMO3aK/lYEHUA, He ObIIo UAE0NIOruUn.
MbIC/IeHHbIA 0bpa3 o3HayaeT COMPOTUBNEHUE, U KOrAa ero HeT, YS93BUMOCTb €CTb, HO HeT
o6buapl, YA3BNEHHOCTM. He cneayeT MCKaTb YA3BMMOCTM, BbICOKOW UYYBCTBUTENbBHOCTM, TakK
Kak To, 4Yero Bbl Job6bbéTecb U 4yTO obpeTéTe, byaeT aApyron Gopmonm TOro xe
npeacTaBNeHns, Toro xe obpasa. MoMMUTe 3TO LLENIOCTHOE [ABUXEHWe, He MPOCTO Ha
YPOBHE C/IOB, MocCTapamTecb MPOHUKHYTb B CaMyl e€ro CyTb. BaXHO OCO3HaThb LLeNIOCTHYI
CTPYKTYpPY 3TOro 6e3 Kakux 6bl TO HM OblIO OrOBOPOK. BUAEHME UCTUHbI 3TOr0 ecThb
KOHel, co3pawiero obpas. Mpya 6b1 nepenosiHeH, U ThICAYM MepUAHUN OTpaxaniucb B ero
Bojax. CTaNo TeMHO, U Hebeca OTKPLUIUCH.

world of brutality and resistance: we are the world and the world is us. what is
the thing that is hurt? The image that each one has built about himself, that is
what is hurt. Strangely these images, all over the world are the same, with some
modifications. The essence of the image you have is the same as of the man a
thousand miles away. So you are that man or woman. Your hurts are the hurts of
thousands: you are the other.

Is it possible never to be hurt? where there is wound there is no love. where
there 1is hurt, then love is mere pleasure. When you discover for yourself the
beauty of never being hurt, then only do all the past hurts disappear. In the
full present the past has lost 1its burden.

He has never been hurt though many things happened to him, flattery and insult,
threat and security. It is not that he was insensitive, unaware: he had no image
of himself, no conclusion, no ideology. Image is resistance and when that is
not, there is vulnerability but no hurt. You may not seek to be vulnerable,
highly sensitive, for that which is sought and found is another form of the same
image. Understand this whole movement, not merely verbally, but have an insight
into it. Be aware of the whole structure of it without any reservation. Seeing
the truth of it is the ending of the image builder. The pond was overflowing and
there were a thousand reflections on it. It became dark and the heavens were
open.

22 ceHTAbps 1973

B cocefHeM fOMe nena XeHWwWHa: y Heé Obll YyAeCHbI rofioc, U Te HeMHOorme, KTO
c/blwan eé neHue, 6bIM UM 3a4apoBaHbl. COJSIHLE CAAMIOCH CPeAN MAHIOBbIX AEPEeBbEB U
nanbm, WeApO MNO30JIOYEHHBIX U 3eNéHbIX. XeHWWHA WCMOMHANA PeNUrno3Hble NecHomneHus, wu
eé rosloc CTaHoBw/CA BCE bosee rayboKUM U HexHbiM. CiylaHuMe — 3TO UCKYCCTBO. Koraa
Bbl C/ylwaeTe KNaCCUYeCKYWw 3anafHylw My3blKY WU NeHWe 3TOW XeHWWHbl, CUASAWEeNn Ha
nony, Bbl M60 BnajaeTe B POMAaHTUYECKOE HACTpoeHue, NN6O B Ballen NamsATU BCMJbIBANT
KapTuHbl npownoro, nvbo Bawa MbIC/ib, Co3jaBas accoumaumm, ObICTPO M3MeHseT Bale
HacTpoeHne, MO0 BO3HUKAWT NpeavyyBCTBUA Oyayuero. Wnu Bbl crywaeTe 6e3 BCAKOro
ABUXEHUS MbIC/IM. Bbl criywaeTe W3 r/iyboKOW TWUWWHBI, M3 MOJIHOrO 6e3MonBuUA.

CnywaHne cOBCTBEHHOM MbICAM, WAM YEPHOrO ApO3Ja Ha BeTKe, WAM TOro, 4YTO
roBopuTCs, 6e3 peakuuu MbIC/IM PACKPbIBAET CMbIC/I, COBEPWEHHO OT/INYHLIA OT TOroO,
KOTOpbI MPUHOCUT ABUXEHUE MbIC/IM. DTO €CTb WCKYCCTBO CJ/yWaHWA, CAYWAHWUSA C MOJIHbIM
BHUMAHWEM: HeT LEeHTpa, KOTOPLIA ClylwaeT.

Be3MoNBME rop UMeeT rnybuHy, KOTOPOW HeT B [AO/IMHAX. Y BCero ecTh CBOE ocoboe
6e3monBue; 6esmoneue cpeau obnakoB U Cpean AepeBbeB COBEPLEHHO pa3Hoe; 6He3moneue
Mexay ABYMS MbICNSIMU — BHe BpemeHu; 6e3MosiBMe YAOBONbLCTBUA M CTpaxa ollylaeTcs
BMNOJSIHE peanbHO. WUCKycCTBeHHOe 6e3MosiBMe, KOTOpoe MOXeT CO034aBaTb MbiClb, — 3TO
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CcMepTb; b6e3MonBME MexAy WyMaMu eCTb OTCYTCTBME llyMa, HO 3TO He 6e3Mo/iBME, TaK xe
KaK OTCYTCTBME BOWHbl HE eCTb MUpP. MpayHoe 6e3monBue cobopa, Xpama UCXOAUT OT
JPEBHOCTM U KpacoTbl, KOTopas B OCHOBHOM CO3JaHa Ye/IOBEKOM; CyllecTByeT be3mosiBue
npownoro u byayuwero, 6e3monBue My3es M knaabuwa. Ho BCE 3TO He sBNAETCH
be3monBueM.

JTOT YeNOBEeK CUAEN HEenoABMXKHO Ha bepery NpekpacHOM peKu; OH HaxoAuncs 34ecb yxe
bonee yaca. OH npuxoaun

22 ND SEPTEMBER 1973

A woman was singing next door: she had a marvellous voice and the few who were
Tistening to her were entranced. The sun was setting among the mango trees and
palms, rich golden and green. She was singing some devotional songs and the
voice was getting richer and mellower. Listening is an art. when you listen to
classical western music or to this woman, sitting on the floor, you are either
being romantic or there are remembrances of things past or thought with its
associations swiftly changing your moods, or there are intimations of the
future. or you Tisten without any movement of thought. You listen out of
complete quietness, out of total silence.

Listening to one's thought or to the blackbird on a branch or to what is being
said, without the response of thought, brings about a wholly different
significance from that which the movement of thought brings. This is the art of
Tistening, listening with total attention: there is no centre which listens.

The silence of the mountains has a depth which the valleys have not. Each has
its own silence; the silence among clouds and among trees is vastly different;
the silence between two thoughts is timeless; the silence of pleasure and of
fear are tangible. The artificial silence which thought can manufacture is
death; the silence between noises is the absence of noise but it is not silence,
as the absence of war is not peace. The dark silence of a cathedral, of the
temple, is of age and beauty, especially constructed by man; there is the
silence of the past and of the future, the silence of the museum and the
cemetery. But all this 1is not silence.

The man had been sitting there on the bank of the beautiful river, motionless;
he was there for over an hour. He would come

cloja Kaxaoe yTpo; WMCKYNaBWMCb, OH HEKOTOpOe BPeMs NOBTOPSA/ HAapacneB TEKCTbl Ha
CAHCKpUTE U Cpa3y Xe MNorpyxascsa B CBOW MbIC/IM; COJIHUE ero, BUAUMO, He becnokowusno,
No KpanHeh mepe, YTpPEHHee CONHUE. OAHaxApl OH MPUWEN M Hayan roBOpPUTb O
MeAUTaUMM. OH He MNpuHaaiexan K Kakom-nnbo wkone meaumTaumm, cUUTAN UX
b6ecnosie3HbiMM, HE MMEWWWMM CYWECTBEHHOrOo 3HayeHus. OH 6bll OAMHOK, HE XeHaT W
JAaBHO OTOWEN OT MUPCKOW XM3HWU. OH MOI KOHTPO/MPOBATb CBOW XeJaHWA, YMpPaBA
MbilWIE€HUEM W BEN OAUHOKYH XM3Hb. B HEM He Obl10 OXECTOYEeHWs, CAMOAOBONLCTBA WM
PaBHOAYWWS; YX oAbl MPOWAN, KAaK OH 3abbll 060 BCEM 3TOM. MeaAuTAUMA U peasibHOCTb
6blIM ero XM3Hbl. MoKa OH FOBOpWA M noabupan noaxojsiyse C/ioBa, COJIHUE CAAWIOCH, U
Ha Hac cowno rnybokoe 6e3monBue. OH MepecTas rOBOPUTb. Yepe3 HEKOTOpoe Bpems,
Koraa 3BE34pl 3aCUANM COBCeM b6AM3KO OT 3emnuM, OH cka3lan: "BoT To 6e3moneue,
KOTOpOro s BCAY WCKaN, B KHWrax, y ydyuTenehm u B camom cebe. S MHOroe Hawésn, HO
He 3To. OHO MPUWIO HENpPOWeHbIM, HEe3BaHbIM. He pacTpaTui NM A CBOKW XM3Hb Ha Beuw,
He uMmewlmne 3Ha4YeHUsA? Bbl He npeacTaBnseTe cebe, yepe3 KakMe WUCMbITAHUA S MPOWEN:
MocTbl, CaMOOTpeYeHWe M BCAYECKas NpakTMKa. A AABHO MOHAN UX TWETHOCTb, HO
HUKOrga s 3Toro 6e3MoNBUSA He MoCTUras. YTo MHe crepyeT AeniaTb, 4YTOObl B HEM
0CTaTbCA, YAepxaTb ero B CBOEM cepaue? S aymaw, Bbl bbl cka3anu, 4YTO HUYEro He
Hallo AenaTb, TaK KaK ero HeBO3MOXHO Bbi3BaTb. HO crefyeT /IM MHe CTPaHCTBOBATb MO
CTpaHe, nNpojonxas 3Ty NPAKTUKY, 3TOT KOHTponb? CuaA 34eCb, fA ouylaiw 3TO CBATOe
6e3MonBME; CKBO3b HEro A AKXy Ha 3Be3Jpl, Ha JepeBbs, Ha 3Ty pPeKy. XoTa s BCé
3TO BMXY W YYBCTBYW, B AeNCTBUTENbHOCTM MeHA 3J4eCb HeT. KakK Bbl Ha AHAX CKasanu,
Habnwopawwun ecTb Habnwpaemoe. Tenepb A MOHWMAW, YTO 3TO 3HAYUT. IOTO
bnarocnoeeHne, KOTOPOro A WUCKan, He MOXeT BbiTb OBpeTeHO B MoUCKe. MHEe Bpems
MATH

there every morning, freshly bathed, he would chant in Sanskrit for some time
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and presently he would be lost in his thoughts; he didn't seem to mind the sun,
at least the morning sun. One day he came and began to talk about meditation. He
did not_belong to any school of meditation; he considered them useless, without
any real significance. He was alone, unmarried and had put away the ways of the
world 1on? ago. He had controlled his desires, shaped his thoughts and Tived a
solitary life. He was not bitter, vain or indifferent; he had forgotten all
these some years ago. Meditation and reality were his Tife. As he talked and
groped for the right word, the sun was setting and deep silence descended upon
us. He stopped talking. After a while, when the stars were very close to the
earth, he said: "That is the silence I have been Tooking for everywhere, in the
books, among the teachers and in myself. I have found many things but not this.
It came unsought, uninvited. Have I wasted my Tife in things that did not
matter? You have no idea what I have been through, the fastings, the
self-denials and the practices. I saw their futility long ago but never came
upon this silence. wWhat shall I do to remain in it, to maintain it, to hold it
in my heart? I suppose you would say do nothing, as one cannot invite it. But
shall I go on wandering over this country, with this repetition, this control?
Sitting here I am conscious of this sacred silence; through it I Took at the
stars, those trees, the river. Though I see and feel all this, I am not really
there. As you said the other day, the observer is the observed. I see what it
means now. The benediction I sought is not to be found in the seeking. It is
time for me to go."

Peka cTana TEMHOW, U BoAbl eé 6113 beperoB oTpaxanu 3BE3Abl. WlyM AHSA MOCTEMNEHHO
3aTuxan, U CTanu CHblHbl MATKWE WOPOXWU HOYM. Bbl Habnwpanu 3BE3Abl U TEMHY 3emio,
n Mup 6bin Aaneko. KpacoTa, KoTopasd ecTb JioboBb, KAa3asoCb, HUCXOAMAA HA 3eMjlil0 U
Ha BCE&, YyTOo bblI0O Ha Hen.

23 ceHTAbps 1973

OH CTOSi/1 OAMH Ha HM3KOM bepery peku; peka Obsia He OYeHb WMPOKA, U OH MOIr BUAETb
Nojeh Ha MPOTMBOMOJIOXHOM bepery. EC/IM MX pa3roBOp CTAHOBWICHA TPOMKWM, TO OH MOr
NoYyTW BCE CNbllaTb. B Ce30H AOxXAen peka pocTurana mops. U bnarosaps 0OWIbHbIM
JOXAAM, He MpeKpawaBWMMCS YXe HECKOJIbKO AHEeW, OHa CMorjia MpopBaTbCs 4Yepe3 Mecku
K oxuaaBlwemy eé Mopi. [ocsie CWIbHbBIX AOXAEW OHa CHOBa CTasla YNCTOW, U B HEN MOXHO
6bl1I0 CMOKOMHO NaBaTb. Peka 6bi1a AOCTATOYHO WMPOKA, YTOObl BMECTUTb AJIMHHLIA Y3KUN
OCTPOB, C 3€MEHbIM KYCTApPHUKOM, HECKONbKUMU HEBbLICOKMMMU AepeBuaMu U Hebonblion
nanbmon. Korpa Bojaa 6bia He cAuMwKom rnyboka, B Hel BpoAun CKOT U mepexoaun Ha
OCTpPOB, 4YTOObl Tam MacTUCb. Peka 6blna NpPUBETAIUBON U ApyXenwbHOW, M 3TO 0CObeHHOo
olywanocb B TO yTpoO.

OH CTOSN oAMH, B6/M3M He ObIO HUKOIrO, — OAMHOKWUWA, HU K YeMy He MpPUBS3aHHbIA U
panékuh oT Bcero. EMy Obio nieT yeTblpHaAUaTb WM HECKOJIbKO MeHblle. COBCEM HeAaBHO
HawnM ero u ero 6bparta, U 3Ha4YeHWe, NpuaaBaemMoe 3TOMY COBbITUI, W BCA 3TaA WyMMxa U
BHe3anHas 3HAa4YMMOCTb, NpuaaBaemas emy, ewé BUTANN HAA HUM.[5 - KpuwHamyTpu B
3TOW 3anucuM roBopuT B rogax CBOEro OTpo4yecTBa, MNPOBeAEHHbIX B AAbspe, 61u3
Magpaca.] OH 6bin LEHTPOM BHMMAHMA M MNOKJAOHEHMA, M B bnauxanwve rogsl emy
NPeacTosNo CTaTb [1AaBOW opraHu3aumin u obnagartenem 60abWMX BAAAEHUN. BCE 3TO U
O0TKa3 OT BCero 3Toro 6binv ewé Bnepeau. To, KakK OH CTOAN 34eCb B OAMHOYeCTBe,
NOTEPSIHHbIN U CTPAHHO

The river became dark and the stars were reflected on its waters near the banks.
Gradually the noises of the day were coming to an end and the soft noises of the
night began. You watched the stars and the dark earth and the world was far
away. Beauty, which is Tove, seemed to descend on the earth and the things of
1t.

23 RD SEPTEMBER 1973

He was standing by himself on the Tow bank of the river; it was not very wide
and he could see some people on the other bank. If the talk was Toud he could
almost hear them. In the rainy season the river met the open waters of the sea.
It had been raining for days and the river had broken through the sands to the
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waiting sea. With the heavy rains it was clean again and one could swim in it
safely. The river was wide enough to hold a long narrow island green with
bushes, a few short trees and a small palm. when the water was not too deep
cattle would wade across to graze on it. It was a pleasant and friendly river
and it was particularly so on that morning.

He was standing there with no one around, alone, unattached and far away. He was
about fourteen or less. They had found his brother and himself quite recently
and all the fuss and sudden importance given to him was around him.[6 -
Krishnamurti is writing here about his own boyhood at Adyar, near Madras] He was
the centre of respect and devotion and in the years to come he would be the head
of organizations and great properties. All that and the dissolution of them
still lay ahead. Standing there alone, lost and strangely

OTUYYXAEHHbIN, ObINO €ro nepebiM U OTYET/NUBLIM BOCNOMUHAHMEM O TeX AHAX U COBLITUAX.
OH He MNOMHW/ CBOEro AeTCTBa, 3aHATUM B WIKOME WU HaKa3aHuMW. TOT CaMbli yuyuTensb,
KOTOPbIM MOYTU KaxAbll AeHb BWA ero najskon, MHOro sieT CnycTs paccka3san emy ob
3TOM. OH njakan, U ero BbIFOHAJIN HAa BepaHAy, a Korja WKOAYy Hajao 6bi10 3aKpbiBaTh,
BbIXOAW/T YYUTENb U FOBOPUN eMy, 4Tobbl OH WEN AOMOW, MHaA4Ye eMy MNPUAETCA OCTATbCH
Ha BepaHfe oAHOMY. Ero HaKkasbiBaJu MNajkowh, rOBOPWI 3TOT YeNoBeK, MOTOMY 4YTO OH
HMYEero He MOI 3ay4yuTb WIW 3ANOMHUTb M3 TOro, YTO YUTAN WIU YTO €My FOBOPWUIU.
NnosaHee >TOT yYuTeNb He MOI MOBEPUTb, YTO TOT MalbuMK — 3TO 4esioBeK, becepy
KOTOPOro OH cnywan. OH 6bll Yype3BblMAWMHO M3YMAEH M U3NUIIHE MOYTUTENeH. Bce 3Twu
rofipl NpPoOWIN, He OCTABMB WPAMOB, BOCMOMUMHAHWUM B ero yme; y3bl Apyxbbl, nwbsu, paxe
Te rogpl, Koraa oau XeCcTOKO C HuMM obpawanucb, — TaK WIM MHA4vye, HM OAHO U3 ITUX
CObBLITUIN, ApYyXeCTBEHHOE WU XeCTOKOe OTHOleHWEe He OCTaBWIO B HEM HUKAKUX CejoB.
OfHAXApl OAWH nucaTeslb CNPOCUA, HE MOXeT JIN OH BCMOMHUTb BCe 3TU BeCbMa CTpPaHHble
cobbITNA, Kak OH U ero 6paT 6bIM HaWAeHbl, U HEKOTOpble Apyrue csyyau; KOrjga xe OH
OTBETWUN, YTO HE MOXEeT WX BCMOMHUTb W MOXET JiUlib NOBTOPUTb TO, 4YTO paccKkasaium emy
Apyrue, 3TOT 4YesioBeK C SBHOW HaCMelWKoW 3asfABW, UYTO OH /iMllb NPUTBOPSAETCH, 4YTO
3abbin, U Ucnonb3yeT 3TO KAK OTroBOPKY. OH HUKOraa CO3HaTe/NlbHO He cTapasncs
YCTPaHUTb U3 MNaMATU Kakue-nnbo cobbiTusA, NPUATHbIE WU HENnpUATHble. OHU MPUXOAUNU U
yX0AWAU, He OCTaBnfAs cneja.

Co3HaHMe — 3TO ero COAepXaHue: cojepxaHWe COCTaBNAeT CO3HaHMe. OTU JBoe
Hepasaenumbl. He cywecTByeT BaC M APYroro, a JiMb TO COAepxaHue, KOTopoe
COCTaBNAET CO3HaHME KaK «A» U «He-fA». CojepxaHue pasnnyaeTcsa B 3aBMCUMOCTU OT
KY/IbTYpbl, PacoBOV MPUHAANIEXHOCTU CKJaja, TEXHUKU U NMPUoBbpeTeHHbIX CMOCOBHOCTEN.
OHM pa3aensawTcs Ha XYAOXHMKA, YYEHOro, U Tak Aanee. XapakTepHble 0CobeHHOCTWU
ABNANTCA OTpaxeHueMm obyC/OBME€HHOCTU, a

aloof, was his first and lasting remembrance of those days and events. He
doesn't remember his childhood, the schools and the caning. He was told years
later by the very teacher who hurt him that he used to cane him practically
every day; he would cry and be put out on the verandah until the school closed
and the teacher would come out and ask him to go home, otherwise he would still
be on the verandah, lost. He was caned, this man said because he couldn't study
or remember anything he had read or been told. Later the teacher couldn't
believe that boy was the man who had given the talk he had heard. He was greatly
surprised and unnecessarily respectful. A1l those years passed without leaving
scars, memories, on his mind; his friendships, his affections, even those years
with those who had ill-treated him somehow none of these events, friendly or
brutal, have Teft marks on him. In recent years a writer asked if he could
recall all those rather strange events, how he and his brother were discovered
and the other happenings, and when he replied that he could not remember them
and could only repeat what others had told him, the man openly, with a sneer,
stated that he was putting it on and pretending. He never consciously blocked
any happening, pleasant or unpleasant, entering into his mind. They came,
leaving no mark and passed away.

Consciousness is its content: the content makes up consciousness. The two are
indivisible. There is no you and another, only the content which makes up
consciousness as the «me» and the not «me». The contents vary according to the
culture, the racial accumulations, the techniques and capacities acquired. These
are broken up as the artist, the scientist and so on. Idiosyncrasies are the
response of the conditioning and
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06YyC/IOBNEHHOCTb — 3TO TO, YTO MPUCYlle 4YesioBeKY. dTa 0OYC/IOBNEHHOCTb eCcTb
cojepxaHue, CO3HaHWe. DTO BHOBb pa3jenseTcs ero Ha Co3HaBaemoe M CKpbiToe.
CKpbITOE CTAHOBUTCHA BaxHbIM, MOTOMY 4YTO Mbl HMKOrJa He CMOTPMM Ha 3TO KaK Ha uenoe.
3Ta (parMeHTauUMs UMeeT MeCTOo, Korja Habnwjawwui He sABNAeTCA HabnwaaembiM, Koraa
nepexuBawlii BOCNPUHMMAETCA KaK HeYTO OT/IMYHOe OT nepexuBaemMoro. CKpbiToe noaobHo
OTKpPLITOMY, CO3HaBaemoMmy; HabnwaeHue, CnywaHWe OTKPLITOrO — €CTb BUAEHWE CKPLITOro.
BuieHne — 3TO He aHanM3. B aHanM3e CYyWeCTBYWT aHaIU3uUpyloiMin U aHanusupyemoe,
CyulecTByeT (parmMeHTauus, KoTopas BejeT K 6e3aelnCTBM0, napanu3yeT. B BUAEHUU Xe
Habnaawlero HeT, M NO3TOMY AENCTBUE ABAAETCA HeNoCpeACTBEHHbIM (HeMmeasieHHbIM) ,
HeT WHTepBasa, KOTOpbIA BCerjga CywecTByeT Mexay uieen v AeACTBMEM. Uaes,
yMo3aK/ioueHne ecTb Habnwjawumn, — BUAAWMA OTAENEH OT TOro, YTO OH BUAMT.
OTOXAecCTB/eHWe ABNAETCA AEWCTBMEM MbICIM, A MbIC/Ib — 3TO (parmMeHTaums.

OCTpOB, peka M Mope Mo-npexHeMmMy 34eCb, Kak M NanbMbl, U CTpoeHusi. COJNHLE BbIWIO M3
Maccbl 06/1aKOB, M/bIBYWMX COMKHYTbIMM psjaMyM M napswMx B Hebecax. PbibakuM B OAHMX
TONbKO HabeapeHHbIX MOBsizkax 3abpacbiBaiv ceTu, 4YTOObl MOMMaTb KaKyw-TO XaJKylo,
MesnKylo pbiby. EeJHOCTb, He sABAsAWasca A06pPOBONbHOM, — 3TO BbipOXAeHue. [034HO
BeYEPOM MPUATHO HAXOAUTbLCSH CPeAn MAHIOBbIX AepeBbeB U bHnaroyxawwmx uBeToB. Kak
npekpacHa 3emns.

24 ceHTAbpsa 1973

HoBOe CO3HaHWe W COBEpLIEHHO HOBas Mopasb HeobXxoAuMbl, YTO6b PAAMKANBHO U3MEHUTb
COBPEMEHHYI0 KYNbTYPY W COUMANbHYW CTPYKTYpy. 3TO BMOJHE OYEBUAHO, TeM He MeHee W
neBble, W NpaBble, M PEBOJIOLMOHEPbI, BMAUMO, HE MPUHMMAOT 3TOr0 BO BHMMaHue. Jlobas
aorma, nwbas gopmynupoBka, nwbas naeonorua npeacTaBAslwT coboi YacTb CTaporo
CO3HaHMA; OHU — BbIAYMKM MbICIN, AeATeNbHOCTb

the conditioning is the common factor of man. This conditioning is the content,
consciousness. This again is broken up as the conscious and the hidden. The
hidden becomes important because we have never Tlooked at it as a whole. This
fragmentation takes place when the observer is not the observed, when the
experiencer is seen as different from the experience. The hidden is as the open;
the observation the hearing of the open is the seeing of the hidden. Seeing is
not analysing. In analysing there is the analyser and the analysed, a
fragmentation which leads to inaction, a paralysis. In seeing, the observer is
not, and so action is immediate; there is no interval between the idea and
action. The idea, the conclusion, is the observer the seer separate from the
thing seen. Identification is an act of thought and thought is fragmentation.

The island, the river and the sea are still there, the palms and the buildings.
The sun was coming out of masses of clouds, serried and soaring to the heavens.
In only a loin cloth the fishermen were throwing their nets to catch some measly
Tittle fishes. Unwilling poverty is a degradation. Late in the evening it was
pleasant among the mangoes and scented flowers. How beautiful is the earth.

24 TH SEPTEMBER 1973

A new consciousness and a totally new morality are necessary to bring about a
radical change in the present culture and social structure. This is obvious, yet
the Teft and the right and the revolutionary seem to disregard it. Any dogma,

any formula, any ideology, is part of the old consciousness; they are the
fabrications of thought whose activity

KOTOpOW eCTb (hparmeHTaumMss — JsieBble, MpaBble, LEHTP. dTa AeATeNbHOCTb HensbexHo
BeAET K MPOJIUTUI KPOBWU MPaBbIX WU NIEBbIX, BEAET K TOTA/IMTapu3My. DTO KakK pa3 To,
YTO NPOMCXOAMT CenyacC BOKPYF Hac. YenoBek BUMAMT HeobXOAMMOCTb COLMANbLHOM,
DKOHOMUYECKON U MOpPasibHOM MNepeMeHbl, HO €ro peakuus UCXOAUT U3 CTAPOro CO3HAHUA,
rae MbiC/b UrpaeT rflaBHyw posb. Hepasbepuxa, cumsTeHue u beabl, B KOTOPbIX OKa3aUCb
N0anM, HaxoAsTCs B chepe CTaporo Co3HaHMsA, U 6be3 KOpPEeHHOro ero M3MeHeHUs BCAKas
yenoepeyeckas AeATeNbHOCTb — MNOAMTMYECKas, IKOHOMMYECKas WIM penurvosHas — bypet
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NMPUHOCUTb HaM NUllb YHUYTOXEHWEe APYr Apyra U BCel 3eMIn. DTO OYEBUAHO ANS
34paBoro yma.

YesioBeK AO/XEH ObiITb CBETOM A/ CAMOro cebs; 3TOT CBeT fABAAETCA 3aKOHOM. [pyroro
3aKOHa He cywecTByeT. Bce Apyrve 3aKOHbl CO3AaHbl MbIC/IbI0O M MO3TOMY OHM
(parmMeHTapHbl U NPOTMBOPEYMBLI. BbITb CBETOM Ansi cebsi — 3HAYMT He CnejoBaTb CBeTYy
APYroro, Kakum 6bl pa3yMHbIM, JIOFUYHbIM, UCTOPUYECKU OBOCHOBAHHLIM U ybeauTesNbHbIM OH
HU Kasancs. Bbl He MoxeTe ObITb CBeTOM ANnsA cebs, ecnn npeboiBaeTe B MPAYHON TEHMU
aBTopuTeTa, AOrMbl, YMO3aK/YeHUA. HPAaBCTBEHHOCTb He CKJ/aAblBAeTCsA MbIC/bl, OHA —
He pe3ynbTaT [AABNE€HUS OKPYXEHWUs, He MOPOXAeHWe BYepalWHero AHA U Tpaauuuu.
HpaBCTBEHHOCTb — AUTA bBU, A NWOOBb — He XefaHMe U He HacnaxAeHue. CeKcyasibHoe
WA YYBCTBEHHOE HAC/NaXAeHWe — 3TO He JboBb.

BbiICOKO B ropax efBa /M MOIMM XUTb KAKME-TO NTUUbl, PA3BE JiUlib BOPOHbI; Tam Obiiu
ONleHN U u3pepKa BCTpeyancsa MeABelb. BcCoay BUAHENUCb TMraHTCKUE CeKBOWU,
6e3Mo/iBHble, pe3KOo BbiAeNABWMECA HA (OHe OCTalibHblX AepeBbeB. ITO bOblna 4ypecHas
cTpaHa, no/sHas TUILMHBI U MUpa, MBO 3aecb oxoTa bbiia 3anpeuleHa. Kaxjgoe XUBOTHOe,
Kaxaoe AepeBO M UBETOK OXPAHANMCb. CUAS MOA OAHUM U3 3TUX OrPOMHLIX AEpeBbLEB,
CO3Haéllb UCTOPUID YesloBeKa M KpacoTy 3emnu. TosicTas pbixada b6enka npocnejoBana MUMO
C HeobblyalHbIM U3AWECTBOM, OCTAHOBUNACb B HECKOJIbKUX dyTax,

is fragmentation the left, the right, the centre. This activity will inevitably
lead to bloodshed of the right or of the left or to totalitarianism. This is
what is going on around us. One sees the necessity of social, economic and moral
change but the response is from the old consciousness thought being the
principle actor. The mess, the confusion and the misery that human beings have
got into within the area of the old consciousness, and without changing that
profoundly, every human activity, political, economic and religious, will only
bﬁing us to the destruction of each other and the earth. This is so obvious to
the sane.

One has to be a light to oneself; this light is the law. There is no other Taw.
Al1 the other laws are made by thought and so fragmentary and contradictory. To
be a Tight to oneself is not to follow the Tight of another, however reasonable,
logic, historical, and however convincing. You cannot be a light to yourself if
you are in the dark shadows of authority, of dogma, of conclusion. Morality is
not put together by thought; it is not the outcome of environmental pressure, it
is not of yesterday, of tradition. Morality is the child_of Tove and love is not
desire and pleasure. Sexual or sensory enjoyment is not Tove.

High in the mountains there were hardly any birds, there were some crows, there
were deer and an occasional bear. The huge redwoods, the silent ones, were
everywhere, dwarfing all the other trees. It was a magnificent country and
utterly peaceful, for no hunting was allowed. Every animal, every tree and
flower was protected. Sitting under one of those massive redwoods, one was aware
of the history of man and the beauty of earth. A fat red squirrel passed by most
elegantly, stopping a few feet away,

npucMaTpmuBasCb U UHTepecysCb, 4YTO Bbl 34ecCb AenaeTte. 3emnsa bbina cyxas, XOTs
HeBjaneke npoTekan pyvyem. HU OAUH NUCTOK He WeNOXHYNCcs, U KpacoTa besmonsus
npebbiBana cpeau AepeBbeB. MeAsleHHO ABMIrascCb NO Y3KOW Tpone, uU3-3a NoBopoTa
nosiBUNacb MeABeAuLA C YeTbipbMsA MeABexaTaMu, BeIUYUHOM C OOMbWMX KoweK. OHU
yMYaIMCb KapabkaTbCsa no AepeBbsM, a MaTb B ynop CMOTpesa Ha 4yenoBeka, bes
ABUXeHUsi, 6e3 3ByKa. OKOJIO MATMAECATU (YTOB pa3aensano Hac; oHa Obia orpomHas,
bypas, rotoeas 6pocuMTbCsA. YeslOBEK TOTYAC Xe MOBEPHY/ICA K HEe’W CNMHOM M ywén. Oba
MOHUMANN, 4YTO He ObIIO HU CTpaxa, HU HaMepeHUs NPUYUHUTbL Bpel, HO BCE Xxe 4yesloBek
6bin pad, OYYTMBWMCH NOJ 3alMTOM AepeBbeB, OENOK M KPUK/MBLIX COEK.

BbiITb CBODOOAHBIM O3HayaeT 6bITb CBETOM A/iA cCaMoro cebsa; Toraa csoboja — He
abcTpakuusa, He naoA BOOOpaxeHus, POXAEHHbIM MbICAbK. MOAJMHHAA CBoboAd — 3TO
cBobosa OT 3aBMCUMOCTU, MNPUBA3AHHOCTU, OT XaxAbl NepexmBaHusa. CBoboaa oT camom
CTPYKTYPbl MbIC/IN O3HA4yaeT ObiITb CBETOM CaMoMy cebe. BcCsAkoe AeNCTBME COBepwaeTcsa B
3TOM CBeTe, U MOTOMY OHO HMKOIrAA He COAEpPXMT MpoTuBOpevuns. MpoTuBopeyne
cywecTByeT TO/bKO TOrAa, KOrAaa 3TOT 3aKOH, 3TOT CBeT, OTAEeNéH OT AeNCTBUA, Koraa
JEACTBYWWWUIA CylWleCTBYET OTAENbHO OT AEeWCTBUA. Maean, MNPUHUMN, eCTb becnsiogHoe
ABUXEHME MbIC/IM U He MOXeT COCylWecTBOBaTb C 3TWM CBETOM; OAHO OTpuuaeT Apyroe.
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3TOT CBeT, 3TOT 3aKOH, CYWleCTBYeT OTAE/bHO OT BacC; Tam, FAe eCTb Habnwgaiwowmn,
3TOro ceeTa, 3TOW NWbBU, HeT. CTPYKTypa Habnwaawwero cnoxeHa MbICAbl, KoTopas
HUKOrjJa He ObiBaeT HOBOW, HUKOrjga He bbiBaeT CBOOOAHOM. He cCyuecTByeT HUKaAKOro
«KaK», HUKAKOW CUCTEMbl, HUKAKOW MpPaKTUKKU. CyllecTBYeT TOJIbKO BUAEHME, KOoTopoe
eCTb AencTBue. Bbl AO/XHbI BUAETb, HO He rjasamuM ApYyroro. 3TOT CBeT, 3TOT 3aKOH, —
He BaW M He 4yen-To ewé. ECTb NMPOCTO CBeT. DTO — JIWOOBL.

watching and wondering what you were doing there. The earth was dry, though
there was a stream nearby. Not a leaf stirred and the beauty of silence was
among the trees. Going slowly along the narrow path, round the bend was a bear
with four cubs as large as big cats. They rushed off to climb up trees and the
mother faced one without a movement, without a sound. About fifty feet separated
us; she was enormous, brown, and prepared. One immediately turned one's back on
her and Teft. Each understood that there was no fear and no intention to hurt,
but all the same one was glad to be among the protecting trees, squirrels and
the scolding jays.

Freedom is to be a light to oneself; then it is not an abstraction, a thing
conjured by thought. Actual freedom is freedom from dependency, attachment, from
the craving for experience. Freedom_from the very structure of thought is to be
a light to oneself. In this Tight all action takes place and thus it is never
contradictory. Contradiction exists only when that law, light, is separate from
action, when the actor 1is separate from action. The idea], the principle, is the
barren movement of thought and cannot co-exist with this light; one denies the
other. This Tight, this law, 1is separate from you; where the observer 1is, this
light, this Tove, is not. The structure of the observer 1is put together by
thought which is never new, never free. There is no «how», no system, no
practice. There 1is only the seeing which is the doing. You have to see, not
through the eyes of another. This 1light, this Taw, is neither yours nor that of
another. There 1is only Tight. This 1is Tove.

25 ceHTAbpa 1973

OH rnsjen u3 OoKHa Ha rpsay 3esiéHbIX XOJIMOB M Ha TEMHbIA JIeC B JiydaX YTPEHHEro
CoNHUa. BbUIO YyaecHoe yTpo. 3a J1IeCOM MbiIM, BbLICOKO B3AbIMAsACb, Be/MYECTBEHHblE
obnaka, 6enble, C MEHSAWWMMUCA OYEPTAHUAMU. HEeyAMBUTENbHO, UTO APEBHME CUYUTAIM
obnaka u ropel 0buTenbiw 60roB. Bcloay BOKPYr OblIM 3TU OrpoMHble MAaccCbl 06M1aKOB Ha
oC/lenUTeNbHO APKOM roflybom Hebe. Y Hero He ObUIO HUM €AWHON MbICIN, U OH NUlIb
rnagen Ha KpacoTy mupa. [ONMXHO ObITb, OH MPOCTOAN Y OKHa AOBOJIBHO AOJIFO, U HEYTOo
Npou3owno HexAaHHo, 6e3 npurnaweHus. Bbl HE MOXeTe MpU3biBaTb WM XenaTb MNoAobHoe
HEOCO3HAHHO MM COo3HaTesllbHO. BCE Kak 6bl OTAANMNOCH, YCTynas MecTo TOMY, 4YTO He
MMeeT UMeHW. BaM He HANTU 3TOro HM B KAKOM Xpame, HU B MeYeTU WU LEepKBU, HU Ha
KaKol neyaTHOM CTpaHuue. Bam 3TOro He HaWTW HUrAe, a To, 4YTO Bbl HanaéETe, He
byneT 3TuMm.

B obwumpHOM 3aaHum 6aM3 3onoToro Pora (CTtambyn) BMecTe CO MHOrMMW APYTUMU OH
CUAEeN OKOJI0 HUWEro B JIOXMOTbAX, KOTOPbIM MPOU3HOCWA, CKJOHUB FO/IOBY, KAKYyW-TO
MOMIMTBY. KaKOM-TO YesloBeK 3anes no-apabCku. Y Hero 6bi1 Be/IMKOMEMNHbM Fon0C; OH
3anofiHMA BCE NMPOCTPAHCTBO OMPOMHOIro 3ana U, KasanocCb, COTPSACAN €ro CTeHbl. OH
NPOU3BOAUA YAMBUTENbHOE AENCTBME HA BCEX MPUCYTCTBYWWMX; JIIOAM, KAK 3a4apoBaHHble,
C BE/IMKUM MOYTEHMEM BHUMANN CJOBAM U 3BYYAHUIW HE3HAKOMOIro rosioca. 3TOT 4esloBek
6bl1 Cpean HUX UYYXKOM; OHM FNAAenM Ha Hero, a NoToM O HEM 3abbiiv. MoWHOEe 3ByYaHue,
HanoNIHUBLIEE OrPOMHBIA 3a/, BCKOpPe CMOJIK/AO, W HAaCcTynuaa TUWWMHA. JIIOAM COBepwanun
cBOW 06pan M OAMH 3a APYFMM YXOAWUIU. OCTa/IMCb TONbKO OH M HUIMA; 3aTEM HULNK
TakkXe ywén. OrpomHbIi Kynos Obn1 6e3mMonBeH, 3AaHuWe OMNycTesio, WyM XW3HW OTAANIUICA.

Ecnn Bam KOFﬂ.a-HM6yﬂ.b CNyuynTCa oagHOMYy 6p0£|.VITb BbICOKO B Iopax, cpean CoCeH u
CKan, OCTaBMB BCE B [A0JIMHE JasieKO BHU3Y, KOrjga He CJIbILHO lWefnecTa SIMCTBb U BCAKas
MbICJZIb 3aTuUXaeT, TOorga K BaM MOXeT NpUMTU UHOe,

25 TH SEPTEMBER 1973

He was looking out of the window on to the green rolling hills and dark woods
with the morning sun on them. It was a pleasant and lovely morning, there were
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magnificent clouds beyond the woods, white with billowing shapes. No wonder the
ancients said the gods had their abode among them and the mountains. A1l around
there were these enormous clouds against a blue and dazzling sky. He had not a
single thought and was only looking at the beauty of the world. He must have
been at that window for some time and something took place, unexpected,
uninvited. You cannot invite or desire such things, unknowingly or consciously.
Everything seemed to withdraw and be giving space only to that, the unnameable.
You won't find it in any temple, mosque or church or on any printed page. You
will find it nowhere and whatever you find, it is not that.

with so many others in that vast structure near the Golden Horn (Istanbul) he
was sitting next to a beggar with torn rags, head lowered, uttering some prayer.
A man began to sing in Arabic. He had a marvellous voice, the entire dome and
great edifice was filled with it, it seemed to shake the building. It had a
strange effect on all those who were there; they Tistened to the words and to
the voice with great respect and were at the same time enchanted. He was a
stranger amongst them; they Tooked at him and then forgot him. The vast hall was
filled and presently there was a silence; they went through their ritual and one
by one and then they left. Only the beggar and he remained; then the beggar too
left. The great dome was silent and the edifice became empty, the noise of 1ife
was far away.

If you ever walk by yourself high in the mountains among the pines and rocks,
leaving everything in the valley far below you, when there is not a whisper
among the trees and every thought has withered away, then it may come to you,
the othern