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Introduction

Let’s have the giddy world turn’d the heeles upward
And sing a rare blacke Sanctus, on his head,

Of all things out of order.

Ben Jonson – Time Vindicated

Here we have him, the Sacred or Holy Fool, Suibhne, the 
“File Taistil”, the Hero-Trickster, the Shaman, the Indo-
European mystic – Krishnamurphy. Who else … you ask? 
As with the Christianity of the “Celtic world”, Orthodox 
Christianity, and the spiritual aesthetic of the early 
Christians, the great religions of the East did not concern 
themselves unduly with the distinctions that lay between 
mysticism and theology. To personally experience or 
share in the divine mysteries and religious dogmas were 
as complements to one another. They were threads in the 
same tapestry. It was that which was believed and which 
was understood. In The Pleasantries of Krishnamurphy 
we are provided with mystical traces and wisdom 
journeys; for those who linger on the words of this text 
there are signposts and markers denoting the journey 
towards that which is accessible and yet inaccessible, 
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those things which are understood and yet which surpass 
all knowledge. As a reader, it is indeed a humorous and 

“pleasant” journey. Who is Krishnamurphy but the holy 
madman, the “crazy” contemplative, the manifestation 
of those older and often-forgotten spiritual adepts whose 
unconventional and outrageous behaviour is the opposite 
of what it may appear, the world turned “upside-down”? 
His motives are human salvation and deifi cation and 
his humanity is not one that is separated and aloof from 
nature; it is rather ontologically united with it.

His spiritual insights have a rich lineage and have 
been there for centuries for those with the will to ex-
plore them. They are there in the Dharmic traditions 
of the Sanatana Dharma, the Tantra and the Vajrayana. 
They are there in the traditions that are Zen, the Hasids 
of Eastern Europe, the Eastern Orthodox, the Sufi , 
the Bonpo and the Tao. They are as old as the term 

“Avadhuta”1 itself. This is the same “crazy wisdom” of 
the Russian jurodstvo and the Tibetan mahasiddha, the 
spiritual unbounded and luminous spiritual “intoxica-
tion” that frequently characterised the writings of the 

“fools for Christ” – Saint Francis of Assisi, Saint Paul, 
Saint Teresa and Saint John of the Cross. Krishnamur-
phy is the “invisible” and universal mystic - part of his 
society and culture and yet not a part of it, both within 
and without. Krishnamurphy is “Catholic” in the truest 
sense of the world; he is “universal” and his universal-
ity of heart is one which is achieved through the daily 
practices of meditation and contemplative prayer, his 
undertaking of seemingly “crazy” and foolish acts, his 
constant efforts at transformation and divine commun-
ion. The road Krishnamurphy takes is not an easy one. 

1. Etymology of term “Avadhuta” sourced in Webster’s Quotations, 
Facts and Phrases; USA: Icon Group International (2008)
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Neither was it easy for the Orthodox Saint Basil – the 
“fool for Christ”, to name another. His travails towards 
sanctity or spiritual enlightenment are diffi cult and 
they demonstrate the human person in his/her absolute 
uniqueness. Yet he is not completely cut off from the 
crowd; he is a human being like the rest of us; a person 
whose “relatedness” to others can only really be fully un-
derstood on the spiritual or theological levels. One of the 
rocks on which Krishnamurphy’s perspective of the “here 
and the beyond” holds fast is the non-dual approach – the 
hermeneutic perspective often referred to as non-duality. 

Krishnamurphy visits the sick
 

‘The sun has just come in the window’, the old man 
sighs,

‘Or is it I that have crept out 

To greet it one last time?’

‘It is both,’ says Krishnamurphy, ‘and both are one.’

‘Ah! How it warms these old bones of mine!’ 

‘I should turn all thoughts to the divine, should I 
not? 

But what a pagan I’ve become! For me, today, the 
sun is God!’

‘Since the sun was once created it, too, will die, my 
friend!

Aye! Ten  million suns would not be God!’ said the 
sage.

‘But what could be brighter than the sun’s rays?’

‘Not your thoughts – whether they linger on the 
worldly or the divine.
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What shines within!Uncreated! Indestructible!

Its light will shine beyond all days, beyond all space 
and time.’ 

Today the conventional “wisdom” is that non-duality 
should be associated solely with Eastern mysticism, Hin-
duism and Buddhism. But the “holy fool” who demon-
strated a new way of living has been an element in the 
history of the western world since the very beginnings 
of Christianity. In the Western world the “holy fool” was 
he or she whose word was the “incarnation”. In the same 
way that Jesus Christ was “the Word made fl esh” and 
come to live “amongst us”, so too with the sacred fool.  
Irrespective of religious formation or doctrinal affi liation, 
this wanderer of the interior and earthly journey was al-
ways the progressive incarnation of the Divine Unity, the 
non-duality that is the Divine Mystery. In the Western 
Christian and the Orthodox traditions, sacred foolish-
ness was the rejection of worldly cares and the imitation 
of Christ who endured mockery and humiliation, the 
derision of the crowd. From the earliest times, spiritual 

“foolishness” was the challenge to hypocrisy, a challenge 
to pride, greed, selfi shness and the thirst for power. 
Krishnamurphy’s insights have never been as relevant as 
they are today. He preaches an apparently crazy freedom, 
the freedom from self-interest. He advocates detachment 
in a world that has forgotten God. He is the incarnation 
of the time that Anthony the Great once envisaged, that 
era when “… people behave like madmen and if they see 
anybody who does not behave like that, they will rebel 
against him and say “You are mad”, because he is not 
like them.”2

2. Cited in Apophtegmy (Alphavitnoye sobranie) [About Avva 
Anthony] 25 (in Russian); Vol. 25, p. 427.
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Like the mystic who envisions God’s eternal and 
perpetual workings in the soul of each and every human 
being, Krishnamurphy is attuned to the “spark of God”, 
that which is always present in the emptiness. To the 
casual observer he might seem a “madman” or (what we 
in Ireland call a “chancer”) but there is much more going 
on here:

Krishnamurphy:  Just allow me the pleasure, the 
honour, to assist you in jumping 
out of your skin. 

  That is all. 

  If you want to jump back in again 
that is your own business.

Disciple:  Could you put it another way?

Krishnamurphy:   A thousand ways! 

  But what are words? 

  What are metaphors? 

  What is enlightenment?

Disciple:   If you could answer that …

Krishnamurphy:  You are already enlightened – you 
could not be anything else – but 
you don’t see it. 

  You are a candle, brimful with 
latent enlightenment. 

  I merely seek to light the candle.
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What is the Word in Krishnamurphy’s parables but an-
other self-refl ection of God, an intimation of the Divine 
Image, the pure consciousness that is perfect self-knowing 
and self-giving?

Jein, Says Krishnamurphy

 There’s a word in German

 Not taught in schools.

 The word in question is Jein.

 It’s a type of composite –

 Ja and Nein.

 Yes and No (Nes and yo).

 Is this a poem?

 Jein!

 Explain the Mystery of the Trinity.

 Jein! Jein! Jein!

The theme here is the reconciliation of the divine and the 
profane. But the wisdom of the Holy Fool is always taken 
for folly. 

The Heart of the Universe

  Get to the heart of the universe, says   
  Krishnamurphy,

  By hook or by crook! Or Cook.
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  How? ask the trembling disciples.

  Understand, says Krishnamurphy,

  Understand that you are not the heart of the  
  universe

  And the heart of the universe will beat loudly in  
  you!

Through his parables and anecdotes Krishnamurphy at-
tempts to intimate the perfect happiness which Marcus 
Aurelius considered the divine order of the universe; it is 
creation in all its fullness and intimacy, a relationship of 
pure love.

 There is a divine order in the universe...and to discern  
 the divine will beneath all the events of daily life and  
 to adhere to it with one’s own will was the source of  
 all happiness. (Cited in B. Griffi ths The Golden   
 String (1954: p.136)

If the deepest meaning of hospitality is “receiving the 
Divine”, then Krishnamurphy is a most generous and 
hospitable soul.

His is the equivalent of the Cook’s response to the 
Disciple in The Evolution of a Flea as they discuss how 
best to search for God, how best to “realize” his hidden 
presence. 

 … when man is ensouled at birth … the greatest longing 
is for the soul to awaken to its own divine intelligence, its 
timeless origin in divine love – limitless, undivided love that 
was shining forth before dinosaurs were plodding through the 
thickets …



- 8 -

The contemplative process that defi nes Krishnamurphy 
and other “sacred fools” is not solely a journey towards 
transcendence; as with saints and mystics of all religious 
traditions it involves experiences and acts that are often 
painful or unpleasant. It involves the initiation of the 
experience that is self-knowledge and purifi cation and 
the shattering of many illusions which defi ne the much-
analysed “self” as defi ned in the modern or post-modern 
epochs. Like the wise prophets of the Old Testament it 
involves social criticism and the stating of unpopular 
truths: 

   … What do you think of   
   Krishnamurphy’s Spiritual   
   Anarchy?

Krishnamurphy:  You don’t have to answer that!

Cook:  Is that what he is calling it now? 

  It is just having a name. 

  A new name.  

  It is not my cup of chai. 

   Then again, we mustn’t be   
   condemning because, as I say, it is  
   all a matter of syadvad, relativity. 

   What Krishnamurphy means,  
   as far as I am gathering his   
   methods, is that spiritual anarchy  
   is the dynamic way: 

   We must be bringing down the  
   government of ego!
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   We must be storming the bastions  
   of lethargy, custom and habit. 

   We must know ourselves to be  
   awake and declare it with an  
   overfl owing heart.

   But for me, you see, the storming  
   of bastions is a crude metaphor: 

   the supreme religion is non-  
   violence – ahimsa parmo dharma. 

   This is the crux. 

   The core. 

   The heart of the matter. 

   The centre. 

   The hinge. 

   All is hinging on this. 

   Yes, the core …

The nearer we try and come to understanding transcend-
ence and the Divine Mystery, the more diffi cult it be-
comes. To achieve a blessed simplicity or a contemplative 
interiority is no easy task. More often than not, it means 
to stand “apart” from the crowd, to experience mockery 
and rejection in a place where there is only solitude and 
emptiness, the wilderness of the Exodus and the revela-
tion of the Name, “I am”. As Catholic mystic Saint Henry 
Newman once put it, it means living:

 … in a way least thought of by others, the way chosen  
 by our Saviour, to make headway against all the power  
 and wisdom of the world. It is a diffi cult and rare virtue,  
 to mean what we say, to love without deceit, to think  
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 no evil, to bear no grudge, to be free from selfi shness, to  
 be innocent and straightforward ... simple-hearted.  
 They take everything in good part which happens  
 to them, and make the best of everyone. 
 (From Saint Henry Newman’s homily given on the  
 Feast of Saint Bartholomew)

The thing which the “holy fool” does the least is seek 
the esteem, respect or love of others within his society. 
Even his/her memory amongst the people is immaterial 
or valueless. It is in contradiction that the source of his 
strength and courage lies; it is in the often-sorrowful road 
of the exile, he/she whose ascetic heroism challenges evil 
or injustice, regardless of the consequences. Being reviled 
by other people is an aspect of the sacred fool’s generosity 
to his fellow-man; so too spiritual enlightenment and the 
gift of prophecy. 

Krishnamurphy:   Aurobindo says; “What men 
call knowledge is the reasoned 
acceptance of false appearances. 
Wisdom looks behind the veil and 
sees …”

Like Jesus in his last agony, Saint Andrew of Tsaregrad 
begged God to forgive those whom he had provoked to 
persecute him. This is serving the world through a pecu-
liar kind of preaching; it is often to appear “unreasonable” 
and irrational in order to elucidate those truths which 
others have neither the courage nor the will to make au-
thentic. Let us take an example from the Indo-European 
tradition that is the (Irish) Gaelic world, one that is not 
too dissimilar to many of the tragic-comic, “anarchic” 
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and (indeed) satirical anecdotes3 recounted by Krishna-
murphy: 

An Sagart agus an Fear Siúil

 Bhí fear siúil ann agus lá amháin bhí sé a siúl a’bó’r  
 agus bhí sé a goil thar teach pobail agus bhí sagart an  
 phobail agus triúr fear ag iompú cloch mhór trom in aice  
 an tséipéil, agus dúirt a’ fear siúil leob,

 “Tiubhra mé láimh chúnta dhaoibh”,

 Ní ra aon feisteas maith éada’ air agus dúirt a’ sagart  
 leis,

 “Tiomáin leat, níl tusa le ghoil i gcúlódar fi r a’ bith”.

 “O”, adeir a’ fear siúil ag imeacht leis, agus bhreathna’  
 sé siar ar a’sagart, agus dúirt sé suas leis, “is fearr an  
 Té a chum ná an té a chain”.

 Sin é gurb é Mac Dé a chum é.

 Sin é nuair a thuig a’ sagart é fhéin, agus dúirt sé, 

 “Ó is fíor sin”.

 Ghlac sé buíochas leis agus cha sé ina phardún agus  
 dúirt sé leis gur ‘úirt sé an chaint sin leis mí-cheart.

3. Satire as practised by the Gaelic Irish Filí Taistil (Travelling 
Poets) and other types of wanderers, shamans and poets can also 
be understood as a concept of “symbolic inversion” as common 
to many societies:
“Symbolic inversion” may be broadly defi ned as any act of expressive 
behaviour which inverts, contradicts, abrogates, or in some fashion 
presents an alternative to commonly held cultural codes, values, and 
norms, be they linguistic, literary or artistic, religious, or social and 
political. (Babcock 1978: 15).
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The Priest and the Travelling Man

 There was a Travelling man and one day he was   
 walking along the road and he was passing a church  
 and the parish priest and three men were lifting a big  
 heavy rock near the church. The Travelling man said to  
 them:

 “I will give you a hand”.

 He did not have a good suit of clothes on him and the  
 priest said to him,

 “Off with you, you’re not going to join any company of  
 men.”

 “Oh,” said the Travelling man walking on, and he  
 looked back at the priest, and he said to him, “The One  
 who composed is better than the one who criticised.”

 That was to say that it was the Son of God who   
 composed it.

 That was when the priest understood what he meant  
 and he said,

 “Oh … that is true.” The priest thanked him (for his  
 words) and asked him for forgiveness and admitted that  
 what he said was wrong.4

All religious teachers and spiritual texts request that we 
go back. “Go back,” they say and they never stop saying 
it. “Go back to the Sutras, go back to the Koran, go back 
to the Torah, go back to the Old Testament,” they say. 
Re-read them in the light of what we have been taught 
and what has already been revealed to us. In addition to 
their symbolic actions, the “holy fools” of the past were 

4. Irish Folklore Commission Archive Iml. (Vol.) 1862: 70
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courageous in their social criticism when they saw that 
people had taken the “wrong turn”. They sought to shock 
them; they sought to stop them and make them think. 
As with the (modern) “holy fool”’ Domenico in Russian 
fi lm-maker (and mystic) Anton Tarkovskiy’s modern 
masterpiece Nostalghia (1983), they spoke out when they 
had to: 

 We must go back to the point where we took the wrong  
 turn … we must go back to the main foundations of  
 life … What kind of world is it if a madman has to tell  
 you to be ashamed of yourselves? 

We’ll leave the last word to Krishnamurphy:

  … Where do we start?

Krishnamurphy:   We began our satsang this 
morning – as we have so often 
done before and as we shall in 
all likelihood do again – with the 
rhetorical question, ‘Where do we 
start?’ 

  We don’t. 

  There is no beginning.

   No end. 

  … The dynamic of the universe. 

  It can only be intuited – and lived 
– by the Heart, the Heart informed 
by intelligence. 

  And devotion. 
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  And surrender. 

  Fused.

   One. 

  Always. 

  Now. 

Mícheál Ó hAodha, 
University of Limerick, 
Limerick, 
Ireland 
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The Forest Sages

Disciple:   In your wonderful discourse on 
the …

Krishnamurphy:   Stop right there! 

  No praise, please. 

  The Muni Suffa says, ‘Tranquil 
indeed the sage who steadfastly 
walks alone, unmoved by blame 
and by praise.’ 

  You were about to say?

Disciple:   Er, in your … not so wonderful 
discourses on the forest sages of 
Thailand, you mentioned Ajahn 
Chan. I’m just wondering, is he a 
relation of Jackie Chan?

Krishnamurphy:   Best question I’ve heard this 
morning!

  (Except, of course, his name was 
Chah, not Chan …)

  Anything else?

Disciple:  What about reincarnation?
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Krishnamurphy:  You mean, Chah becoming Chan?

Disciple:   Reincarnation in general.

Krishnamurphy:  We try to avoid generalities here! 
(And generals.) That Flemish 
haikuist who visited us once … 
writes about fl ies – fl yku ! What’s 
his name?

Disciple:  Is this some kind of a koan?

Krishnamurphy:  Ah yes, Geert Verbeke. Doesn’t 
believe in reincarnation. He told 
me, ‘Even in a previous life, I did 
not believe in reincarnation.’ 
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The Past

Disciple:  I did … bad things in the past.

Krishnamurphy:  ‘I’ did? Who is this mysterious ‘I’?

Disciple:  No, no, I, me … I  really know I 
did bad things in the past. Me.

Krishnamurphy:  Is the past real? 

  Or just a bad dream?

   Reality is now and eternal and 
fully awake. 

  You say ‘I’ and ‘me’. 

  Is this the same ‘I’ and ‘me’ that 
did bad things in the past? Wake 
up to the real ‘I’.

  We need an I-opener here! 

  What was it Yeats said:

  ‘I am looking for the face I had 
before the world was  made …’

Disciple:  But the past still haunts me.

Krishnamurphy:  Does it really?

  Does the past actually haunt you – 
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  or are you haunting the past? 

  Wake up to the now and   
stop annoyin’ me. 

Disciple:  How do I awake?

Krishnamurphy:  You wake up in the morning, don’t 
you? 

  Well then, every morning when 
you awake, simply say ‘I - am - 
awake!’

Disciple:   Will that work?

Krishnamurphy:   What, you want me to say it for 
you?

Disciple:  How do I say it? With joy, with  
reverence, nonchalantly?

Krishnamurphy:  Any way you like as long as you 
mean it.

   Just keep saying it.

   Soon you’ll be saying it in your 
sleep!

Disciple:   Are you trying to convert us?

Krishnamurphy:  No conversion, inversion, 
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perversion or anything else of the 
kind. 

  Subversion, maybe! 

  The lawgiver Manu suggested that 
conversions be outlawed. 

  Wisdom and compassion are 
enough. 

  A true teacher awakens these.

   But you do not have to convert to 
anything.

  The essence of all the religions is 
wisdom and compassion. 

  In fact, you do not have to have 
any religion at all. You can fi nd 
wisdom and compassion in 
yourself. Have you the patience to 
look for them? 

  The desire? 

  If not, go home!

Disciple:  So, my sins are washed away 
if I awaken to wisdom and 
compassion? Easy as that?

Krishnamurphy:  What were your sins that trouble 
you so?

Disciple:  Sins with a boy …
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Krishnamurphy:  Sarmad – who fell in love with 
a Dervish boy – says in a truly 
remarkable poem:

  Forget the torment
the guilt of your misdeeds:

  The Eye of Mercy

  loves the beauty

  of sin …
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Krishnamurphy and the Mullah 

The Mullah Nasroodeen called on Krishnamurphy.

‘I would like to have a look at your followers,’ he 
growled.

‘Line up at once!’ came the order from Krishnamur-
phy to the sannyasins, as some of the long-term disciples 
liked to call themselves.

(Assassins the Mullah called them).

The Mullah whistled in astonishment, walked 
around, gawked at them up and down and then, gazing 
solemnly, in silence, a look of pity softened his weather-
battered face.

‘What a sorry lot!’ he sighed. Turning to their Master, 
he bleated: ‘In heaven’s name, Krishnamurphy, what are 
you feeding them on?’

‘Well, you know … they need to be sharp, so … we 
don’t fi ll our bellies here, Nasroodeen! This morning, for 
instance, Cook put 40 empty bowls on the table …’

‘Empty bowls?!’

‘A lesson. To remind them all of nothingness – also of 
course, the Buddhist monk’s simple begging bowl … the 
bowl of the haikuist Sant ka, gathering hailstones … and 
so on …’

‘Rubbish! Man does not live on emptiness alone! Or 
hailstones for that matter! I am inviting all of them over 
to my place this evening for some decent nosh.’

‘OK,’ said Krishnamurphy, ‘fi ne, I might get a little 
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peace around here.’

‘Maybe I am fi nding some peace too,’ murmured 
Cook who had overheard every sour syllable.

The Mullah and his donkey disappeared in a cloud-
let of dust.

***

‘Well?’ said Krishnamurphy when the disciples returned 
later that evening. ‘How was the grub?’

‘Grubby! It was meant to be mutton,’ said a disciple, 
‘but it wasn’t.’

‘Ram!’ shouted another.

‘Ram Ram, Gandhi’s last words when he was shot,’ 
mumbled Krishnamurphy to himself. 

The disciples seemed to be rather excited or defl ated 
to an unusual degree, the usually taciturn ones very talka-
tive and the good communicators empty-eyed and stuck 
for words. Something strange has happened, thought 
Krishnamurphy.

‘A bloody old ram!’ said one, not known for his out-
spokenness. A chorus began:

‘Yes, the Mullah’s pet ram had died of advanced 
arthritis – ’

‘And sundry other ailments –  ’

‘Tough as old boots he was in spite of the Maha 
Narayan oil that the Mullah applied to his joints every 
night …’

‘Chewing for an hour I was …’

‘Got horribly sick …’
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Krishnamurphy interrupted this sad litany.

‘Dear me! Our own Cook isn’t all that bad then, is 
he?’

Cook, lurking in the shadows, nodded solemnly, 
hopefully.

Krishnamurphy didn’t wait for a reply. ‘Did Nas-
roodeen not offer any sauces or condiments?’

‘Ash!’

‘I beg your pardon?’

‘Ash!’ said an ashen-faced disciple.

‘Vibhuti, sacred ash!’ said another.

‘Nonsense. Nothing of the kind. Some kind of fi ne 
volcanic ash. Disgusting!’ said a third.

‘Totally weird, man!’ exclaimed a fourth, hissing.

‘Hmmm …’ murmured Krishnamurphy. ‘How very 
strange. Did he – at least – offer some spiritual fare, some 
words of wisdom, perhaps?’

‘Nothing. Zilch!’

‘Just giggled. The man’s insane!’

‘Yeah, inane … just giggled all the time, watching us 
eat. Didn’t touch it himself, of course. And when we got 
up to go, all he said was, “Better than Krishnamurphy’s 
ashram, eh?”
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The Incandescent Self

Disciple:   Why is the Buddha called ‘The  
   Awakened One’?

Krishnamurphy: Because he anticipated all of you  
   sleepy heads! 

   What will I do with ye at all? 

   I’m moidered. As cracked as crows  
   ye are!

Disciple:  How do we awake?

Krishnamurphy: You are that already. 

   What, are you asleep?

   Just wake up every morning and  
   say 

   ‘I - am - awake!’ 

    Bathe in the bliss of being.

Disciple:   How?

Krishnamurphy: Just allow me the pleasure, the  
   honour, to assist you in jumping  
   out of your skin. 

   That is all. 
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   If you want to jump back in again  
   that is your own business.

Disciple:   Could you put it another way?

Krishnamurphy:  A thousand ways! 

   But what are words? 

   What are metaphors? 

   What is enlightenment?

Disciple:   If you could answer that …

Krishnamurphy: You are already enlightened – you  
   could not be anything else – but  
   you don’t see it. 

   You are a candle, brimful with  
   latent enlightenment. 

   I merely seek to light the candle.

    Nothing else. 

   You do the rest. 

   You are the rest.

Disciple:   How do you, so to speak, light the  
   candle?

Krishnamurphy: A timely glance. 

   A word. 

   By using every trick in the book –  
   and a few of my own.
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Disciple:   And then?

Krishnamurphy: The candle burns. 

   It’s as simple as that.

Disciple:   To extinction?

Krishnamurphy: Extinction of the form, yes, of the  
   ego. 

   What else? 

   Allow the self to burn! 

   This is its true eternal nature from  
   before the beginning of time. 

   If you go guru-hopping hither  
   and thither the fl ame could easily  
   blow out – it could disappear in  
   your frantic seeking for that which  
   is already inherent. 

   There’s an Irish saying, ‘Ag lorg an  
   chapaill bháin is an capall bán fút!’ 

   Looking for the white horse and  
   the white horse under you! 

   Awake to the fl ame! 

   Allow the candle to burn. 

   If it goes out, it could take a long  
   time before the wick is ready again  
   for the fl ame.

Disciple:   My life’s destiny is to burn? Is that it?
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Krishnamurphy: Precisely. 

   Not in the fl ames of a medieval  
   hell but in the fi re of Reality, the  
   light of Reality, of the Present. 

   Unless you realise the fi re and  
   the light within you, you are  
   merely a dead shape, solid wax  
   – you are no more than a fi gure in  
   a wax museum, resembling life but  
   not truly alive.

Disciple:   You seem to be a passionate   
   man. May I suggest that not all of  
   us are temperamentally suited to  
   burn, as you put it?

Krishnamurphy: You know what you can do with  
   temperament? 

   Burn it! 

   In the fl ame, the fl ame that is like  
   a crouching lion as Yannai says.

Disciple:  Who?

Krishnamurphy: Yannai. 

   Sixth-century Hebrew poet.

Disciple:  I think you invent some of these  
   guys. Indeed, you have invented  
   yourself, haven’t you? And so, 
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   we came to you as you were billed  
   – a spiritual anarchist. Hoping  
   you might help us to destroy our  
   misconceptions. But, can you be  
   serious, just for a moment!?

Krishnamurphy: Why? 

   Burn the candle, I say; burn  
   the concept of the candle, the  
   concept of the fl ame until their  
   non-existence fl ares in your real,  
   eternal, incandescent self. 

   Now, let’s have some poetry. How  
   about Robert?

Disciple:   Robert who? Frost?

Krishnamurphy: Au contraire!

    Robert Burns – who else!

Disciple:   Jaysus …




