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Interviewer: And what do you make of death? 


KRISHNAMURTI: Sir, that is an immense question. You see, 
we have made life - living - into a hideous thing. 
Life has become a battle, which is an obvious fact, the 
constant fight, fight, fight. And we have divorced that 
living from death. We separate death as something 
horrible, something to be frightened about. And this 
living, which is misery, we accept. If we don't accept this 
existence as misery then life and death are the same 
movement. Like love, death and living are one. One must 
totally die to find wh~t love is. To go into this question of 
what is death, what lies beyond death, whether there is 
reincarnation, whether there is resurrection; all that 
becomes rather meaningless if you don't know how to 
live. If the human being knows how to live in this world 
without conflict, then death has quite a different meaning. 
To understand death really, one has to go into the question: 
what is it that dies? The physical organism obviously is 
going to end. We have misused it, we have really destroyed 
the intelligence of the organism itself. And to us death is 
something to be avoided. But, as it exists we believe in 
something beyond. 


There is something beyond far greater than any of our 
beliefs. There is something tremendously great which the 
mind, which is in such chaos, which is in such contra
diction, cannot possibly grasp. 


Talks and Dialogues , Sydney Australia . 
1970 . p . 131 


DEATH 
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Our question is concerned (but not only) with daily living 
- with all its miseries, turmoil, anxieties, uncertainty, sense 
of guilt, despair, the hopeless battle without any meaning 
whatsoever - which we call life. What is the meaning of 
going to the office every day for forty years, the utter bore
dom, the loneliness of existence, the repetitive nature of it? 
The intellectual people invent a significance to life, the more 
clever they are the brighter the significance. And that's what' 
we call living: a battlefield. And there is death, the unknown, 
something one doesn't know anything about, but one is 
afraid of it. We cling to life as the known and are afraid of 
the unknown. Being afraid we invent various theories, beliefs: 
the whole of the East believes in reincarnation, to be born 
anew next life, it gives them hope as in the Christian world 
there is the resurrection, again a hope. That is, between living 
and death there is time. Time, that interval bet een what 
actually is and something which we call death, of which we 
ar afraid. This inter al betwe n life and death is brought 
about by thought. Of course there i actual dying : the phy
sical organi m, through disease, accident, through usage, dies. 
But there is fear of death and the orrow of death asap ycho
lo ical en<ling. o th re i not only the fear of phy ical dying, 
but al the f ar of losing all the things that one has learnt, 
the memorie the experience , the affections, the family, the 
h pe the work , the character, all that one has developed, 
cultivated nouri bed - fear of their coming to an end. \Y/e 
ling t life life being this extraordinary battle from the mo


m nt we are born to the moment we die. That is all we 
know of life, in which there are moments of great joy, but 
that joy i at rare interval and becomes a memory. o our 
life, a we live it is total di order. All our relationship, human 
or otherwi e, is a conflict. And that is all we knO\\' of life. To 
th.it we cling de perately. And we are afraid of something 
\ ·hich we call death, of which we know nothing. 


Can one find out what it mean actually to die, not biologi
cally physiologically, but p ychologically, which is a much 
deeper is ue? Because it is only in dying that there is a 
rene~ al and not a continuity. That which has continuity is 
repetiti e it i of time. It i only when time comes to an end 
that omething new takes place. o the question is: the life 
we know, which is turmoil disorder, anarchy, can that come 







to an end totall •? - becau e that i what we call death, the 
nding. an there be a dying to all one's memories, not only 


to the ugly memorie , but to the memories that one has 
cheri hed, that one keep very carefully locked up? To die 
e\ ery day, to every problem, to every pleasure, and not carry 
over to tomorrow any problem at all; so that the mind always 
remain tremendou ly attentive, active, dear. That is only 
possible when one dies every day to all the psychological 
accumulations. 


I do not know if you have ever tried to die to a pleasure, 
without any argument, \\'ithout any sense of sacrifice, just to 
compl tely drop it. If you have, then you will know what it 
feel like to die, to end a pleasure before the next pleasure 
begin . In that interval, ben: een the dying of the old and 
th beginning of thought, the demand for a different kind of 
plea ure in that interval is the renewal of mind. 


- - --"----








DEATH - there is great beauty in death. 


There is great beauty in what is involved in death, 
and it is not possible to understand that beauty if there is any 


form <_>f fear. ) 


You Are The World, 1972. p.67 








LIFE, DEATH AND SURVIVAL 


-
IT WAS a magnificent old tamarind tree, full of fruit, and with tender 
new leaves. Growing by a deep river, it was well-watered, and it gave 
just. the right amount of shade for animals and men. There was always 
some kind of bustle and noise going on under it, loud talking, or a 
calf calling for its mother. It was beautifully proportioned, and against 
the blue sky its shape was splendid. It had ageless vitality. It must have 
witnessed many things as through countless summers it watched the 
river and the goings-on along its banks. It was an interesting river, 
wide and holy, and pilgrims came from all parts of the pountry to 
bathe in its sacred waters. There were boats on it, moving silently, with 
dark, square sails. When the moon rose, full and almost red, making a 
silvery path on the dancing waters, there would be rejoicing in the 
neighbouring village, and in the village across the river. On holy days 
the villagers came down to the water's edge, singing joyous, lilting 
songs. Bringing their food, with much chattering and laughter, they 
would bathe in the river; then they would put a garland at the foot 
of the great tree, and red and yellow ashes around its trunk, for it too 
was sacred, as all trees are. When at last the chatter and shouting had 
ceased, and everyone had gone home, a lamp or two would remain 
burning, left by some pious villager; these lamps consisted of a home
made wick in a little terra-cotta saucer of oil which the villager could 
ill afford. Then the tree was supreme; all things were of it: the earth, 
the river, the people and the stars. Presently it would withdraw into 
itself, to slumber till touched by the first rays of the morning sun. ·· 


Often they would bring a dead body to the edge of the river. Sweep
ing the ground close to the water, they would first put down heavy logs 
as a foundation for the pyre, and then build it up with lighter wood; 
and on the top they would place the body, covered with a new white 
cloth. The nearest relative would then put a burning torch to the pyre, 
and huge flames would leap up in the darkness, lighting the water and 
the silent faces of the mourners and friends who sat around the fire. 
The tree would gather some of the light, and give its peace to the 
dancing flames. It took several hours for the body to be consumed, but 
they would all sit around till there was nothing left except bright em
bers and little tongues of flame. In the midst of this enormous silence, 
a baby would suddenly begin to cry, and a new day would have begun. 


He had been a fairly well-known man. He lay dying in the small 
house behind the wall, and the little garden, once cared for, was now 
neglected. He was surrounded by his wife and children, and by other 
near relatives. It might be some months, or even longer, before he 
passed away, but they were all around him, and the room was heavy 
with grief. As I came in he asked them all to go away, and they re
luctantly left, except a little boy who was playing with some toys on 
the floor. When they had gone out, he waved me to a chair, and we 
sat for some time without saying a word, while the noises of the house
hold and the street crowded into the room. 


He spoke with difficulty. 







_ _, .. 


"You know, I have thought a great deal for a number of years about 
living, and even more about dying, for I have had a protractc-d illness. 
Death seems such a strange thing. I have read various boob dealing 
with this problem, but they were all rather superficial." 


Aren't all conclusions superficial? 
"I am not so sure. If one could arrive at certain conclusions that 


were deeply satisfying, they would have some significance. What's 
wrong with arriving at conclusions, so long as they arc satisfying?" 


There's nothing wrong with it, but doesn't it trace a dccept.i\'e ho
rizon? The mind has the power to create every form of illusion, and to 
be caught in it seems so unnecessary and immature. 


"I have lived a fairly rich life, and have followed what I thought to 
be my duty; but of course I am human. Anyway, that life is all over 
now, and here I am, a useless thing; but fortunately my mind has not 
yet been affected. I have read much, and I am still as eager 3.S ever 
to know what happens after death. Do I continue, or is there nothing 
left when the body dies?" 


Sir, if one may ask, why are you so concerned to know what luppens 
after death? 


"Doesn't everyone want to know?" 
Probably they do; but if we don't know what living is, can we ever 


know what death is? Living and dying may be the same thing, and the 
fact that we have separated them may be the source of great s0:Tow. 


"I am aware of what you have said about all this in your tal~s, but 
still I want to know. Won't you please tell me what happens after 
death? I won't repeat it to anyone." 


Why are you struggling so hard to know? Why don't you allow the 
whole ocean of life and death to be, without poking a finger into it? 


"l don't want to die," he said, his hand holding my wrist. "I have 
always been afraid of death; and though I have tried to console my
self with rationalizations and beliefs, they have only acted as a thin ve
neer over this deep agony of fear. All my reading about death has been 
an effort to escape from this fear, to find a way out of it, and it is for 
the same reason that I am begging to know now." 


Will any escape free the mind from fear? Does not the very act of 
escaping breed fear? 


"But you can tell me, and what you say will be true. This trut11 will 
liberate me . . ." 







We sat silently for a while. Presently he spoke again. 
"That silence was more healing than all my anxious questioning. I 


wish I could remain in it and quietly pass away, but my mind won't let 
me. My mind has become the hunter as well as the hunted; I am 
tortured. I have acute physical pain, but it's nothing compared to 
what's going on in my mind. Is there an identified continuity after 
death? This 'me' which has enjoyed, suffered, knO\ n-will it con
tinue?" 


What is this 'me' that your mind clings to, and that you want to be 
continued? Please don't answer, but quietly listen, will you? The 'me' 
exists only through identification with property, with a name, with the 
family, with failures and successes, with all the things you have been and 
want to be. You are that with which you have identified yourself; you 
are made up of all that, and without it, you are not. It is this identi
fication with people, property and ideas, that you want to be continued 
even beyond death; and is it a living thing? Or is it just a mass of 
contradictory desires, pursuits, fulfilments and frustrations, with sorrow 
outweighing joy? 


"It may be what you suggest, but it's better than not knowing any
thing at all." 


Better the known than the unknown, is that it? But the known is 
so small, o petty, so confining. The known is sorrow, and yet you crave 
for its continuance. 


'Think of me, be compas ionate don t be so unyielding. If only I 
knew I could die happily." 


Sir, don't truggle so hard to know. When all effort to know ceases, 
then there i something which the mind has not put together. The un
known is greater than the known· the known is but a a barque on the 
ocean of the unknown. Let all thiner go and be. 


His wife cam in ju t then to give him something to drink, and the 
child got up and ran out of the room without looking at u . He told 
hi wife t clo e the door as she went out and not to let the boy come 
in again. 


"I am not worried about my family; their future is cared for. Its 
with m\· own future that I am concerned. I know in my heart that 
what ·ou sa · is true. but m mind is like a galloping horse without a 
rid r. \ ill ·ou h ·Ip me or am I beyond all help?" 


Truth is a strange thing· the more you pursue it, the more it will 
lude you. You cannot capture it by any means, however subtle and 


cunning; you cannot hold it in the net of your thought. Do realize 
this, and let everrthing go. On the journey of life and death, you must 
walk alone· on this journey there can be no taking of comfort in knowl
edge, in experience, in memories. The mind must be purged of all the 
things it has gathered in its urge to be secure; its gods and virtues 
must be gi,·en back to the society that bred them. There must be com
plete, uncontaminated aloneness. 


My days are numbered, my breath is short, and ·ou are asking a 
,·ery hard thing: that I die without knowing what death is. But I am 
well instructed. Let be my life, and may there be a blessing upon it. ' 








LIFE, LOVE AND DEATH GO TOGETHER 
.... -


-
Unless one understands living, merely to find a way out of 


- death is utterly meaningless. Then when one understands 
what it is to live, which is to end sorrow, to end struggle, 
not to make a battle-field of life, then it will be seen psycho
logically, inwardly, that to live is to die - to die to every
thing everyday, to all the accumulations that have been 
gathered, so that the mind is fresh, new and innocent each 
day. And that requires enormous attention. But this cannot 
be unless there is an ending to sorrow, that is fear, and so 
the ending of thought; then the mind is completely quiet -
not dull, not stupid, not made insensitive by discipline and 
all the rest of those tricks that one plays through the study 
of yoga and all the rest of that business. Then life is dying, 
which means there is no death without love. Love is not a 
memory. Life, love and r~o ~ogether_,,....- they are not 
separate things. And so life consists in living every day in 
a state of freshness and to have that clarity, that innocency, 
there must be the death of that state of mind in which there 
. l th h ' ' ..., 1s a ways e centre, t e me . .. 


Without love there is no .;irtue, without love there is no 
peace, there is no relationship. That is the foundation - for 
the mind to go immeasurably into that dimension in which 


alone truth exists. 


Talks in Europe , 1968. p. 97-98 








YOU HAVE TO DIE TO FIND WHAT DEATH IS. 


!_Amidst all this turmoil of war, dissension and utter selfish
ness, there is the main is.sue of death. Religions, the very 
ancient or the recent, have conditioned man to certain dog
mas, hopes and beliefs which give a ready-made answer to 
this isrue; but death is not answerable by thought, by the 
intellect; it is a fact, and you cannot get round it. 


You h~~to !3ie_~o _fin<!_ w~~~~eath)is,_and that, apparently, 
man cannot do, for he is frightened of dying to everything he 
knows, to his most intimate, deep-rooted hopes and visions. 


There is really no tomorrow, but many tomorrows are 
between the now of life and the future of death. In this 
dividing gap man lives, with fear and anxiety, but always 
keeps an eye on that which is inevitable. He doesn't want 
even to talk about it, and decorates the grave with all the 
things he knows. 


To die to everything one knowg..-not to particular forms 
of knowledge but to all knowing-is death. To invite the 
future-death-to cover the whole of today is th~. total 
dying; then there is no gap between life and death. Then 
death is living and living is death. 


This, apparently, no man is willing to do. Yet man is 
always seeking the new; always holding in one hand the old 
and groping with the other into the unknown for the new. 
So there is the inevitable conflict of duality-the me and the 
not-me, the observer and the observed, the fact and the what 
should be. 


This turmoil completely ceases when there is the ending 
of the known. This ending is death. Death is not an idea, a 
symbol, but a dreadful reality and you cannot possibly 
escape from it by clinging to the things of today, which are 
of yesterday, nor by worshipping the symbol of hope. 


One has to die to death; only then is innocence born, only 
then does the timeless new come into being. Love is always 
new, and the remembrance of love is the death of love] 


The Only Revolution, 1970. p. 156-157 
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TO A MAN WHO IS CONSTANTLY ~YJNG.,, 
• MiU1 


THERE rs NO DEATH. 


Questioner: What is death? 


KRISHNAMUR TI : What is death? This question from a littl~ 
girl! 
. You have seen dead bodies being carried to the river; you 


have seen dead leaves, dead trees; you know that fruits wither 
and decay. The birds that are so full of life in the morning, 
chattering away, calling to each other, by evening may be dead. 
The person who is alive today may be struck down by disaster 
tomorro r. We see all this going on. Death is common to us all. 
We will all end that way. You may live for thirty, fifty, or eighty 
years, enjoying, sl.lffering, being fearful; and at the end of it you 
are no more. 


What is it that we call living, and what is it that we call 
death? It is reaUy a complex problem and I do not know if you 
want to go into it. If we can find out, if we can understand 
what living is, then perhaps we shall understand what death is. 
When we lose someone whom we love, we feel bereft, lonely; 
therefore we say that death has nothing to do with living. We 
separate death from life. But is death separate from life? Is not 
living a process of dying? 


·For most of us, living means what? It means accumulating, 
choosing, suffering, laughing. And in the background, behind all 
the pleasure and pain, there is fear-the fear of coming to an 
end, the fear of what is going to happen tomorrow, the fear of 
being ~thout name and fame, without property and position, 
all of which we want to continue. But death is inevitable; so we 
say, "What happens after death?" 


Now, what is it that comes to an end in death? Is it life? What 
is life? Is life merely a process of breathing in air and expelling 
it? Eating, hating, loving, acquiring, possessing, comparing, 
being envious-this is what most of us know as life. For 
most of us life is suffering, a constant battle of pain and 
pleasure, hope and frustration . . And can that not come to an 
end? Should _ ~~ n<?.t die? In the autumn, with the coming 
of co1d-·weather, the leaves fall from the trees, and reappear in 
the spring. Similarly, should we not die to everything of yester
day, to all <r:.ll' accumulations and hopes, to all the successes that 
we have gathered? Should we not die to all that and live again 
tomorrow, so that, like a new leaf, we are fresh, tender, sensitive? 
To a man who is constantly dying, there is no death. But the man 
who says, "I am somebody and I must continue"-to him there 
is always death and the burning-ghat; and that man knows no 
love. 


Life Ahead, 1963. p.105-106 








D EATH 


T HE RIVER WAS very wide here, almost a mile, and very deep; 
in mid-stream the waters were clear and blue, but towards the 
banks they were sullied, dirty and sluggish. The sun was setting 
behind the huge, sprawling city up the river; the smoke and the 
dust of the town were giving marvellous colours to the setting 
sun, which were reflected on the wide, dancing waters. It was a 
lovely evening and every blade of grass, the trees and the chat
tering birds, were caught in timele s beauty. Nothing was sepa
rate, broken up. The noise of a train rattling over the distant 
bridge was part of this complete stillness. Not far away a fisher
man was singing. There were wide, cultivated trips along both 
banks, and during the day the green Ju ciou fields were smiling 
and inviting· but now they were dark, ilent and withdrawn. On 
this side of the river th re was a large, uncultivated space where 
the children of the village flew their kite and romped about in 
noi y enjoyment and where the nets of th fi hermen were pread 
out to dry. They had their primitive boats anchored there. 


The villarre was ju t above higher up the bank, and generally 
they had inging, dancing or orne other noisy affair going on 
up there; but thi evening though they were all out of their huts 
and itting about the villagers were quiet and strangely thought
ful. group of them were corning down the steep bank, carry
ing on a bamboo litter a dead body covered "vith white cloth. 
The passed by and I followed. Going to the river's ed e, they 
put down the litter almost touching the water. They had brought 
with them fast-bu rning wood and heavy logs, and making of 
these a pyre they laid the body on it, sprinkling it with water 
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from the river and covering it with more wood and hay. A very 
young man lit the pyre. There were about twenty of us, and we 
all gathered around. There were no women present, and the men 
sat on their haunches, wrapped in their white cloth, completely 
still. The fire was getting intensely hot, and we had to move 
back. A charred black leg rose out of the fire and was pushed 
back with a long stick; it wouldn't stay, and a heavy log was 
thrown on it. The bright yellow flames were reflected on the 
dark water, and so were the stars. The slight breeze had died 
down with the setting of the sun. Except for the crackling of the 
fire, everything was very still. Death was there, burning. Amidst 
all those motionless people and the living flames there was in
finite space, a measureless distance, a vast aloneness. It was not 
something apart, separate and divided from life. The beginning 
was there and ever the beginning. 


Presently the skull was broken and the villagers began to leave. 
The last one to go must have been a relative; he folded his 
hands, saluted, and slowly went up the bank. There was very 
little left now; the towering flames were quiet, and only glowing 
embers remained. The few bones that did not burn would be 
thrown into the river tomorrow morning. The immensity of 
death, the immediacy of it, and how near! With the burning 
away of that body, ·one also died. There was complete aloneness 
and yet not apartness, aloneness but not isolation. Isolation is of 
the mind but not of death. 


Well advanced in age, with quiet manners and dignity, he had 
.•clear eyes and a quick smile. It was cold in the room and he was 


wrapped in a warm shawl. Speaking in English, for he had been 
educated abroad, he explained that he had retired from govern
mental work and had plenty of time on his hands. He had 
studied various religions and philosophies, he said, but had not 
come this long way to discuss such matters. 


The early morning sun was on the river and the waters were 
sparkling like thousands of jewels. There was a small golden
green bird on the veranda sunning itself, safe and quiet. 


"What I have really come for," he continued, "is to ask about 







. ,... • 
or perhaps to discuss the thing that most disturbs me: death. I 
have read the Tibetan Book of the Dead, and am famiiiar with 
what our own books say on the subject. The Christian and Is
lamic suggestions concerning death are much too superficial. I 
have talked to various religious teachers here and abroad, but to 
me at least all their theories appear to be very unsatisfactory. I 
have thought a great deal about the subject and have often 
meditated upon it, but I don't seem to get any further. A friend 
of mine who heard you recently told me something of what you 
were saying, so I have come. To me .the problem is not only the 
fear of death, the fear of not being, but also what happens after 
death. This has been a problem for man throughout the ages, 
and no one appears to have solved it. What do you say?" 


Let us first dispose of the urge to escape from the fact of death 
through some form of belief, such as reincarnation or resurrec
tion, or through easy rationalization. The mind is so eager to fin~ 
a reasonable explanation of death, or a satisfying answer to this 
problem, that it easily slips into some kind of illusion. Of this, 
one has to be extremely watchful. 


"But isn't that one of our greatest difficulties? We crave for 
some kind of assurance, especially from those whom we consider 
to have knowledge or experience in this matter; and when we 
can't find such an assurance we bring into being, out of despair 
and hope, our own comforting beliefs and theories. So belief, the 
most outrageous or the most reasonable, becomes a necessity." 


However gratifying an escape may be, it does not in any way 
bring understanding of the problem. That very flight is the cause 
of fear. Fear comes in the movement away from the fact, the 
what is. Belief, however comforting, has in it the seed of fear. 
One shuts oneself off from the fact of death because one doesn't 
want to look at it, and beliefs and theories offer an easy way out. 
So if the mind is to discover the extraordinary significance of 
death it must discard, easily, without resistance, the craving for 
some hopeful comfort. This is fairly obvious, don't you think? 


"Aren't you asking too much? To understand death we must 
be in despair; isn't that what you are saying?" 







• .. 
Not at all, sir. Is there despair when there is not that state 


which we call hope? Why should we always think in opposites? 
Is hope the opposite of despair? If it is, then that hope holds 
within it the seed of despair, and such hope is tinged with fear. 
If there is to be understanding, is it not necessary to be free of 
the opposites? The state of the mind is of the greatest im
portance. The activities of despair and hope prevent the under
standing or the experiencing of death. The movement of the 
opposites must cease. The mind must approach the problem of 
death with a totally new awareness in which the familiar, the 
recognizing process, is absent. 


"I am afraid I don't quite understand that statement. I think 
I vaguely grasp the significance of the mind's being free from the 
opposites. Though it is an enormously difficult task, I think I 
see the necessity of it. But what it means to be free from the 
recognizing process altogether eludes me." 


Recognition is the process of the known, it is the outcome of 
the past. The mind is frightened of that with which it is not 
familiar. If you knew death, there would be no fear of it, no 
need for elaborate explanations. But you cannot know death, it 
is something totally new, never experienced before. What is ex
perienced becomes the known, the past, and it is from this past, 
from this known that recognition takes place. As long as there is 
this movement from the past, the new cannot be. 


"Yes, yes, I am beginning to feel that, sir." 
What we are talking over together is not something to be 


thought about later, but to be directly experienced as we go 
alorig. This experience cannot be stored up, for if it is, it becomes 
memory, and memory, the way of recognition, blocks the new, 
the unknown. Death is the unknown. The problem is not what 
death is and what happens thereafter, but for the mind to 
cleanse itself of the past, of the known. Then the living mind 
can enter the abode of death, it can meet death, the unknown. 


"Are you suggesting that one ·can know death while still alive?'' 
Accident, disease and old age bring death, but under these 


circumstances it is not possible to be fully conscious. There is 







pain, hope or despair, the fear of isolation, and the mind, the 
self, is consciously or unconsciously battling against death, the 
inevitable. With fearful resistance against death, we pass away. 
But is it possible--without resistance, without morbidity, with
out a sadistic or suicidal urge, and while fully alive, mentally 
vigorous-to enter the house of death? This is possible only when 
the mind dies to the known, to the self. So our problem is not 
death, but for the mind to free itself from the centuries of 
gathered psychological experience, from ever-mounting memory, 
the strengthening and refining of the self. 


"But how is this to be done? How can the mind free itself 
from its own bondages? It seems to me that either an outside 
agency is necessary, or else the higher and nobler part of the 
mind must intervene to purify the mind of the past." 


This is quite a complex issue, is it not? The outside agency 
may be environmental influence, or it may be something beyond 
the boundaries of the mind. If the outside agency is enviroti
mental influence, it is that very influence, with its traditions, 
beliefs and cultures, that has held the mind in bondage. If the 
outside agency is something beyond the mind, then thought in 
any form cannot touch it. Thought is the outcome of time; 
thought is anchored to the past, it can never be free from the 
past. If thought frees itself from the past, it ceases to be thought. 
To speculate upon what is beyond the mind is utterly vain. For 
the intervention of that which is beyond thought, thought which 
is the self must cease. Mind must be without any movement, it 
must be still with the stillness of no motive. Mind cannot invite 
it. The mind may and does divide its own field of activities as 
noble and ignoble, desirable and undesirable, higher and Jower, 
but all such divisions and subdivisions are within the boundaries 
of the mind itself; so any movement of the mind, in any direc
tion, is the reaction of the past, of the 'me', of time. This truth 
is the only liberating factor, and he who does not perceive this 
truth will ever be in bondage, do what he may; his penances, 
vows, disciplines, sacrifices may have sociological and comforting 
significance, but they have no value in relation to truth. 







W e're going to find out, together, what death means. 
What is it tha t dies? This is a complex question. People have 
written volumes about it. One has to put aside everything 
other people have id. That's the first truth. One has to 
find out for oncsc , absolutely, otherwise ou live always 
in the shadow of fear. The organism grows old, grows un
necessarily decrepit, senile, has many di cases, because we 
have abused the organism. The organism i mechanical, is 
a machine and we have mi used it. And naturall ' it die . 
W c know that. That isn't\ hat is cau ing deep fear, there i 
som thing else.We are afraid n t only f the unknown, but 
al afraid of letting g the kn wn. Letting go your 
furniture, 'OU kn w, actually your furniture which you 
have hcri hcd \ hich you have poli hcd e ery day. You 
have b ugbt it and given s mu h att ntion to the beast! 
thing, h w' er beautiful it i and you' re part of that 
furniture. Y u are the furniture. Do observe it, you re part 


f th t h u c, \ hich ·ou have bought through so much 
difficult)'. You c identified yourself with a particular 
c mmunity, \ ith a particular family; so, you arc the com
munit · ·ou are the family you are the book whether that 
b k i the red book of China or the black book or the red 
book f ome other country. You arc ·what you ha c 
identified yourself with, ·whether it is the image that you 
ha c identified your elf \Vi th, or the image which you have 
built about ·ourself. You're that, and you re also this 
terrible confu ion mess misery torture of Ii ing. You re 
all that. All that is the word and the memory of association, 
a ciation which has its memories. 


This is a fact. It is not what you and I ·wish, but it is so. 
Then we see the impermanenc ' of the furniture the 
impcrmanenc ·of ourselves so thought begins to in em the 







soul, as the permanent. The Hindus have done thl ..,.;autt
fully . They've had time, 10,000 or 5,000 years, so they have 
invented this extraordinary structure; the higher self, the 
Atman, the ultimate and the physical. Gradually through 
birth after birth, reincarnation, all the rest of it, you'll 
ultimately reach whatever that is you're going to reach. 
You have also, in the Christian world, chis whole idea of 
resurrection; only it's not so complicated. The Hindus 
have a very cunning mind and they have invented extra
ordinary things, but the Christian mind is a little more 
unsophisticated. They accept so easily. They're as super
stitious as anybody else. So you're all that. That's an 
absolute, psychological fact. That is what is. 


You say to yourself, when I die I hope omething of me 
will continue. What is thi me that, according to the whole 
A iatic world believing in reincarnation is to be reborn 
again? What is that thing that you call the 'me' which is the 
permanent, -..vhich is going t be reborn ... you follow? ... 
if y u belie c in that. What is that 'me? What are you? If 
· u look at yourself, what are you? ot only the physical 


app arance, the few clothes and the house and all the rest of 
it. \Vhat arc you actually inwardly? Unless ou look and 
n t be afraid to discover what you arc, you'll avoid this 
que tion very cleverly. What arc you? You are a series of 
memories, experiences, knov ledge that ·ou have acquired 
a conditioned mind that is shaped according to the particular 
culture in which it is born. If you were born in the Com
munist world you don t believe in God · that the say is 
illy, bourgeois. If you were born in the Western \.\'orld, 


brought up in the particular culture you believe, which is 
the same as being conditioned in the Communist world 
where ·ou do not believe. You are the result of your 
culture of your conditioning. That s a fact also. Don t 
e cape from this. You say ·ou also have looked at it and ·ou 
sa · there must be something much more fundamental· 







much mnrc permanent, real, which will, when we die, 
perhaps continue. 


You have lived an unfortunate life, not really beautiful, 
rather shoddy, superficial, joined this and that cult, believed 
in this or that; lived a superficial life and when the inevitable 
comes, off you go. If you really want to find out while 
living, living, not diseased, not neurotic, actually to find out 
what it means to die you have to ask this question. The 
question is: Is there anything permanent in you? Or, is the 
you a s rics of bundles of memories with all its association ? 
To believe in reincarnation; in that is involved something 
that is going to be reborn next life, something that you, now 
have whi h i not transient, which i going to take shape 
again on earth. When you belie in reincarnation, y u 
bclicv y u arc g ing to be better ne.·t life; that i , if you 
arc a po r, unfi rtunatc per n, next life ·ou'll be the most 
b autiful per 11. If · u belie c that then what ·ou do 
matters infinitcl • cau what ·ou d now i going to 
hape your future. Tho e people who belie e in rcincama


ti n d n't care a pin what happens now what they do now. 
The ' g ip the butcher, they are iolent, the arc ugly 
superficial stupid and et the ' belie e. When you are 


ncerned with right conduct which i righteousne s, when 
· u arc behaving total! • complete! • rightly then it 


doe n t matter where •ou arc, '"hether you are born next 
life r •ou dje. 


This i not only ph, sical obviou ly but also psycho
! gical the dying to all things that you have cherished 
including the piece of furniture, and furniture I'm afraid 
does pl · a tremendous part in our life. E entuall •ou re 
going to die to the furniture so find out if you can die to 
·our furniture now· not to be attached to an ·thing. ot 


to be attached do sn t mean indifference it doesn t mean 
callousness· on the contrary when you are not attached ·ou 
have tremendous vitality. There is tremendous passion 







there is great energy and that energy, then, can act totally. 
Is it p s ible to di every day to everything, to your image, 
t } our memori s, to our various dogmas, beliefs, hopes, 
fears? ie toe erything, so that your mind is fresh, young, 
inn cent? 


The word inn ence means not to hurt, not to ha e the 
apa ity t hurt or be hurt. Can your mind find a way of 


Ii ing where it is ne er hurt. ot b •resistance, not through 
i lation, but b · d •ing to all identification, to all attach
ment, dcp ·nden y, im ardly, because inc itably that's what 
i going to happen. When death comes you're either 
di ascd, ga-ga' or unc nsciou . Whereas now, having full 


itality not neurotic, but sane, balanced capable of reason 
with energy· t die to all these things that one has accumu
lated in ones If. Otherwise there is no freedom. Dying 
every day is to love. One cannot love if there is no freedom. 
There is no freedom if there is the 'me which is the 
accumulation, the images the movement of identification 
and detachment· that 'me prevents lo e. One has to die 
e cry da ' to know \ hat lo e is. Then you'll bring a 
different kind of w rid into being. 


Would ·ou like to ask an question about all that we 
have talked this afternoon? 








DEATH ...._.... . 
-


Questioner: Am I right when I say life is eternal, death does 


not exist? 
KRISHNAMURTI: Does death not exist? You are going to die, 
one of these days. I may hope you won't but (laughter) we 
are all going to die. And you say that death does not exist. 
Those people in Vietnam are being killed. Do they say that 
death does not exist? When my son, brother, sister, wife 
dies, do I say th.1t death does not exist? I cry, I am lonely, 
I am miserable; do I say that life is eternal? Life, this life? 
The life of going to the office every day? Struggle, prejudice, 
hate, envy, agony, sorrow -: do you want that to be eternal? 
That is all we know, unless we die to all that, not merely in 
theory but actually put an end to a particular ambition, greed, 
envy, prejudice, or opinion. If you do this, then you can go 
very far, then the mind can travel limitlessly. But to live the 
life we live and call that eternal, merely leads to division, 


hypocrisy, to an unrealistic state. 
------------· --·-
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