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THE VOID WITHIN (1)

J. Krishnamurti, Commentaries On Living Third series

double-quotation: visitor

She was carrying a large basket on her head, holding it in place with one
hand; it must have been quite heavy, but the swing of her walk was not
altered by the weight. She was beautifully poised, her walk easy and
rhythmical. On her arm were large metal bangles which made a slight
tinkling sound, and on her feet were old, worn-out sandals. Her sari was
torn and dirty with long use. She generally had several companions with her,
all of them carrying baskets, but that morning she was alone on the rough
road. The sun wasn't too hot yet, and high up in the blue sky some vultures
were moving in wide circles without a flutter of their wings. The river ran
silently by the road. It was a very peaceful morning, and that solitary
woman with the large basket on her head seemed to be the focus of beauty
and grace; all things seemed to be pointing to her and accepting her as part
of their own being. She was not a separate entity, but part of you and me,

and of that tamarind tree. She wasn't walking in front of me, but | was



walking with that basket on my head. It wasn't an illusion, a thought-out,
wished-for, and cultivated identification, which would be ugly beyond
measure, but an experience that was natural and immediate. The few steps
that separated us had vanished; time, memory, and the wide distance that
thought breeds, had totally disappeared. There was only that woman, not |
looking at her. And it was a long way to the town, where she would sell the
contents of her basket. Towards evening she would come back along that
road and cross the little bamboo bridge on her way to her village, only to

appear again the next morning with her basket full.

He was very serious, and no longer young, but he had a pleasant smile and
was in good health. Sitting cross-legged on the floor, he explained in
somewhat halting English, of which he was rather shy, that he had been to
college and taken his M.A., but had not spoken English for so many years
that he had almost forgotten it. He had read a great deal of Sanskrit
literature, and Sanskrit words were frequently on his lips. He had come, he
said, to ask several questions about the inward void, the emptiness of the

mind. Then he began to chant in Sanskrit, and the room was instantly filled



with a deep resonance, pure and penetrating. He went on chanting for
some time, and it was a delight to listen. His face shone with the meaning
he was giving to each word, and with the love he felt for what the word
contained. He was devoid of any artifice, and was much too serious to put

on a pose.

"I am very happy to have chanted those slokas in your presence. To me they
have great significance and beauty; | have meditated upon them for many
years, and they have been to me a source of guidance and strength. | have
trained myself not to be easily moved, but these slokas bring tears to my
eyes. The very sound of the words, with their rich meaning, fills my heart,
and then life is not a travail and a misery. Like every other human being, |
have known sorrow; there has been death and the ache of life. | had a wife
who died before | left the comforts of my father's house, and now | know
the meaning of voluntary poverty. | am telling you all this merely by way of
explanation. | am not frustrated, lonely, or anything of that kind. My heart
takes delight in many things; but my father used to tell me something about

your talks, and an acquaintance has urged me to see you; and so here | am.



"I want you to speak to me of the immeasurable void," he went on.

"I have had a feeling of that void, and | think | have touched the hem of it in

my wanderings and meditations."

Then he quoted a sloka to explain and to support his experience.

If it may be pointed out, the authority of another, however great, is no
proof of the truth of your experience. Truth needs no proof by action, nor
does it depend on any authority; so let's put aside all authority and tradition,

and try to find out the truth of this matter for ourselves.

"That would be very difficult for me, for | am steeped in tradition—not in
the tradition of the world, but in the teachings of the Gita, the Upanishads,
and so on. Is it right for me to let all that go? Would that not be ingratitude

on my part?"

Neither gratitude nor ingratitude are in any way involved; we are concerned



with discovering the truth or the falseness of that void of which you have
spoken. If you walk on the path of authority and tradition, which is
knowledge, you will experience only what you desire to experience, helped
on by authority and tradition. It will not be a discovery; it will already be
known, a thing to be recognized and experienced. Authority and tradition
may be wrong, they may be a comforting illusion. To discover whether that
void is true or false, whether it exists or is merely another invention of the

mind, the mind must be free from the net of authority and tradition.

"Can the mind ever free itself from this net?"

The mind cannot free itself, for any effort on its part to be free only weaves
another net in which it will again be caught. Freedom is not an opposite; to
be free is not to be free from something, it's not a state of release from
bondage. The urge to be free breeds its own bondage. Freedom is a state of
being which is not the outcome of the desire to be free. When the mind
understands this, and sees the falseness of authority and tradition, then

only does the false wither away.



"It may be that | have been induced to feel certain things by my reading,
and by the thoughts based on such reading; but apart from all that, | have
vaguely felt from childhood, as in a dream, the existence of this void. There
has always been an intimation of it, a nostalgic feeling for it; and as | grew
older, my reading of various religious books only strengthened this feeling,
giving it more vitality and purpose. But | begin to realize what you mean. |
have depended almost entirely on the description of the experiences of
others, as given in the sacred Scriptures. This dependence | can throw off,
since | now see the necessity of doing so; but can | revive that original,

uncontaminated feeling for that which is beyond words?"

What is revived is not the living, the new; it is a memory, a dead thing, and
you cannot put life into the dead. To revive and live on memory is to be a
slave to stimulation, and a mind that depends on stimulation, conscious or
unconscious, will inevitably become dull and insensitive. Revival is the
perpetuation of confusion; to turn to the dead past in the moment of a
living crisis is to seek a pattern of life which has its roots in decay. What you

experienced as a youth, or only yesterday, is over and gone; and if you cling



to the past, you prevent the quickening experience of the new.

"As | think you will realize, sir, | am really in earnest, and for me it has
become an urgent necessity to understand and to be of that void. What am

| to do?"

One has to empty mind of the known; all the knowledge that one has
gathered must cease to have any influence on the living mind. Knowledge is
ever of the past, it is the very process of the past, and the mind must be free

from this process. Recognition is part of the process of knowledge, isn't it?





