
Nisargadatta's View of Life

The realized man is beyond life and death. Life and death appears to him but a way of expressing
movement in the immovable, change in the changeless. He has died before his death and he saw
that there was nothing to be afraid of. The moment you know your real being you are afraid of

nothing.

In death only the body dies; life does not; consciousness does not; reality does not. Life is never
so alive as after death. It is a reflection in a separate body of the one reality.

The search for reality is the most dangerous of all undertakings for it will destroy the world in
which you live.

There is no such thing as an expression of reality. Neither action nor feeling nor thought express
reality. I know that life itself is only a make-believe. I just watch events happening, knowing them

to be unreal.

The unreal appears to be real only because you believe in it. You impart reality to it by taking it
to be real. Doubt it and it ceases.

Once you realize that there is nothing in this world which you can call your own, you look at it
from the outside as you look at a play on the stage or a picture on the screen. To know the picture
as the play of light on the screen gives freedom from the idea that the picture is real. In reality I
only look. Whatever is done is done on the stage. Joy and sorrow, life and death, they are real to

the man in bondage. To me they are all in the show, as unreal as the show itself.

To realize that is the end of all seeking. You come to it when you see all you think yourself to be
as mere imagination and stand aloof in pure awareness. It is not difficult but detachment is

needed. It is the clinging to the false that makes the truth so difficult to see. Discard what is not
your own until nothing is left which you can disown. You will find that what is left is nothing.

In reality nothing happens. Nothing happens to space itself. In pure consciousness nothing ever
happens. Onto the screen of the mind destiny forever projects its pictures, and thus illusion

constantly renews itself. The pictures come and go as light intercepted by ignorance. See the
light and disregard the pictures.

As life before death is but imagination, so is life after death. The dream continues.

To be free in the world you must die to the world.

I Am the great destroyer; whatever I touch dissolves into void.

Now I Am become Death, the Destroyer of worlds.

The unreal has no being; the real never ceases to be.


