Source 1 (English in the original) PR T
Okakura Kakuzd, The Ideals of the East wzth Spectal Reference to the Art
of Japan. London: J. Murray, 1903." :
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THE RANGE OF IDEALS (1903)

ASIA is one. The Himalayas divide, only to accentuate, two mighty civilisa-
tions, the Chinese with its communism of Confucius, and the Indian with its
individualism of the Vedas. But not even the snowy barriers can interrupt
for one moment that broad expanse of love for the Ultimate and Universal,
which is the common thought-inheritance of every Asiatic race, enabling
them to produce all the great religions of the world, and distinguishing them
from those maritime peoples of the Mediterranean and the Baltic, who love
to dwell on the Particular, and to search out the means, not the end, of life.

Down to the days of the Mohammedan conquest went, by the ancient
highways of the sea, the intrepid mariners of the Bengal coast, founding their
colonies in Ceylon, Java, and Sumatra, leaving Aryan blood to mingle with
that of the sea-board races of Burmah and Siam, and binding Cathay and
India fast in mutual intercourse.

The long systolic centuries—in which India, crippled in her power to give,
shrank back upon herself, and China, self-absorbed in recovery from the
shock of Mongol tyranny, lost her intellectual hospitality—succeeded the
epoch of Mahmoud of Ghazni, in the eleventh century. But the old energy
of communication lived yet in the great moving sea of the Tartar hordes,
whose waves recoiled from the long walls of the North, to break upon and
overrun the Punjab. The Hunas, the Sakas, and the Gettaes, grim ancestors of
the Rajputs, had been the forerunners of that great Mongol outburst which,
under Genghis Khan and Tamerlane, spread over the Celestial soil, to deluge
it with Bengali Tantrikism, and flooded the Indian peninsula, to tinge its Mus-
sulmaan Imperialism with Mongolian polity and art.

For if Asia be one, it is also true that the Asiatic races form a single mighty
web. We forget, in an age of classification, that types are after all but shining
points of distinctness in an ocean of approximations, false gods deliberately
set up to be worshipped, for the sake of mental convenience, but having no
more ultimate or mutually exclusive validity than the separate existence of two
interchangeable sciences. If the history of Delhi represents the Tartar’s im-
position of himself upon a Mohammedan world, it must also be remembered
that the story of Baghdad and her great Saracenic culture is equally significant
of the power of Semitic peoples to demonstrate Chinese, as well as Persian,
civilisation and art, in face of the Frankish nations of the Mediterranean coast.
Arab chivalry, Persian poetry, Chinese ethics, and Indian thought, all speak of
a single ancient Asiatic peace, in which there grew up a common life, bearing
in different regions different characteristic blossoms, but nowhere capable of a
hard and fast dividing-line. Islam itself may be described as Confucianism on
horseback, sword in hand. For it is quite possible to distinguish, in the hoary
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communism of the Yellow Valley, traces of a purely pastoral element, such as
we see abstracted and self-realised in the Mussulmaan races.

Or, to turn again to Eastern Asia from the West, Buddhism-—that great
ocean of idealism, in which merge all the river-systems of Eastern Asiatic
thought—is not coloured only with the pure water of the Ganges, for the
Tartaric nations that joined it made their genius also tributary, bringing new
symbolism, new organisation, new powers of devotion, to add to the treasures
of the Faith.

It has been, however, the great privilege of Japan to realise this unity-in-
complexity with a special clearness. The Indo-Tartaric blood of this race
was in itself a heritage which qualified it to imbibe from the two sources,
and so mirror the whole of Asiatic consciousness. The unique blessing of
unbroken sovereignty, the proud self-reliance of an unconquered race, and
the insular isolation which protected ancestral ideas and instincts at the cost
of expansion, made Japan the real repository of the trust of Asiatic thought
and culture. Dynastic upheavals, the inroads of Tartar horsemen, the carnage
and devastation of infuriated mobs—all these things, sweeping over her again
and again, have left to China no landmarks, save her literature and her ruins,
to recall the glory of the Tang emperors or the refinement of Sung society.

The grandeur of Asoka—ideal type of Asiatic monarchs, whose edicts dic-
tated terms to the sovereigns of Antioch and Alexandria—is almost forgotten
among the crumbling stones of Bharhut and Buddha Gaya. The jeweled court
of Vikramaditya is but a lost dream, which even the poetry of Kalidasa fails
to evoke. The sublime attainments of Indian art, almost effaced as they have
been by the rough-handedness of the Hunas, the fanatical iconoclasm of the
Mussulmaan, and the unconscious vandalism of mercenary Europe, leave us
to seek only a past glory in the mouldy walls of Ajanta, the tortured sculptures
of Ellora, the silent protests of rock-cut Orissa, and finally in the domestic
utensils of the present day, where beauty clings sadly to religion in the midst
of an exquisite home-life.

It is in Japan alone that the historic wealth of Asiatic culture can be con-
secutively studied through its treasured specimens. The Imperial collection,
the Shinto temples, and the opened dolmens, reveal the subtle curves of
Hang workmanship. The temples of Nara are rich in representations of Tang
culture, and of that Indian art, then in its splendor, which so much influenced
the creations of this classic period—natural heirlooms of a nation which has
preserved the music, pronunciation, ceremony, and costumes, not to speak of
the religious rites and philosophy, of so remarkable an age, intact.

The treasure-stores of the daimyos, again, abound in works of art and man-
uscripts belonging to the Sung and Mongol dynasties, and as in China itself
the former were lost during the Mongol conquest, and the latter in the age of
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the reactionary Ming, this fact animates some Chinese scholars of the pres-
ent day to seek in Japan the fountain-head of their own ancient knowledge.
Thus Japan is a museum of Asiatic civilisation; and yet more than a museum,
because the singular genius of the race leads it to dwell on all phases of the
ideals of the past, in that spirit of living Advaitism which welcomes the new
without losing the old. The Shinto still adheres to his pre-Buddhistic rites of
ancestor-worship; and the Buddhists themselves cling to each various school
of religious development which has come in its natural order to enrich the
soil.

The Yamato poetry, and Bugaku music, which reflect the Tang ideal under
the régime of the Fujiwara aristocracy, are a source of inspiration and delight
to the present day, like the sombre Zen-ism and No-dances, which were the
product of Sung illumination. It is this tenacity that keeps Japan true to the
Asiatic soul even while it raises her to the rank of a modern power.

The history of Japanese art becomes thus the history of Asiatic ideals—the
beach where each successive wave of Eastern thought has left its sand-ripple
as it beat against the national consciousness. Yet I linger with dismay on the
threshold of an attempt to make an intelligible summary of those art-ideals.
For art, like the diamond net of Indra, reflects the whole chain in every link.
It exists at no petiod in any final mould. It is always a growth, defying the
dissecting knife of the chronologist. To discourse on a particular phase of its
development means to deal with infinite causes and effects throughout its past
and present. Art with us, as elsewhere, is the expression of the highest and
noblest of our national culture, so that, in order to understand it, we must pass
in review the various phases of Confucian philosophy; the different ideals
which the Buddhist mind has from time to time revealed; those mighty politi-
cal cycles which have one after another unfurled the banner of nationality;
the reflection in patriotic thought of the lights of poetry and the shadows of
heroic characters; and the echoes, alike of the wailing of a multitude, and of
the mad-seeming merriment of the laughter of a race.

Any history of Japanese art-ideals is, then, almost an impossibility, as long
as the Western world remains so unaware of the varied environment and in-
terrelated social phenomena into which that art is set, as it were a jewel. Defi-
nition is limitation. The beauty of a cloud or a flower lies in its unconscious
unfolding of itself, and the silent eloquence of the masterpieces of each epoch
must tell their story better than any epitome of necessary half-truths. My poor
attempts are merely an indication, not a narrative.

Source 2 (English in the original)

Okakura Kakuzo, The Book of Tea. London: G. P Putnam, 1906.
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... Teaism is a cult founded on the adoration of the beautiful among the
sordid facts of everyday existence. It inculcates purity and harmony, the mys-
tery of mutual charity, the romanticism of the social order. It is essentially a
worship of the Imperfect, as it is a tender attempt to accomplish something
possible in this impossible thing we know as life.

The Philosophy of Tea is not mere aestheticism in the ordinary acceptance
of the term, for it expresses conjointly with ethics and religion our whole
point of view about man and nature. It is hygiene, for it enforces cleanliness;
it is economics, for it shows comfort in simplicity rather than in the complex
and costly; it is moral geometry, inasmuch as it defines our sense of propor-
tion to the universe. It represents the true spirit of Eastern democracy by
making all its votaries aristocrats in taste.

The long isolation of Japan from the rest of the world, so conducive to
introspection, has been highly favourable to the development of Teaism.
Our home and habits, costume and cuisine, porcelain, lacquer, painting—our
very literature—all have been subject to its influence. No student of Japanese
culture could ever ignore its presence. It has permeated the elegance of noble
boudoirs, and entered the abode of the humble. Our peasants have learned to
arrange flowers, our meanest labourer to offer his salutation to the rocks and
waters. In our common parlance we speak of the man “with no tea” in him,
when he is insusceptible to the seriocomic interests of the personal drama.
Again we stigmatise the untamed aesthete who, regardless of the mundane
tragedy, runs riot in the springtide of emancipated emotions, as one “with too
much tea” in him.

The outsider may indeed wonder at this seeming much ado about nothing.
“What a tempest in a tea-cup!” he will say. But when we consider how small
after all the cup of human enjoyment is, how soon overflowed with tears, how
casily drained to the dregs in our quenchless thirst for infinity, we shall not
blame ourselves for making so much of the tea-cup. Mankind has done worse.
In the worship of Bacchus, we have sacrificed too freely; and we have even
transfigured the gory image of Mars. Why not consecrate ourselves to the
queen of the Camelias, and revel in the warm stream of sympathy that flows
from her altar? In the liquid amber within the ivory-porcelain, the initiated
may touch the sweet reticence of Confucius, the piquancy of Laotse, and the
ethereal aroma of Sakyamuni himself.

Those who cannot feel the littleness of great things in themselves are apt to
overlook the greatness of little things in others. The average Westerner, in his
sleek complacency, will see in the tea ceremony but another instance of the
thousand and one oddities which constitute the quaintness and childishness of
the East to him. He was wont to regard Japan as barbarous while she indulged
in the gentle arts of peace: he calls her civilised since she began to commit
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wholesale slaughter on Manchurian battlefields. Much comment has been
given lately to the Code of the Samurai,—the Art of Death which makes our
soldiers exult in self-sacrifice; but scarcely any attention has been drawn to
Teaism, which represents so much of our Art of Life. Fain would we remain
barbarians, if our claim to civilisation were to be based on the gruesome glory
of war. Fain would we await the time when due respect shall be paid to our
art and ideals.

When will the West understand, or try to understand, the East? We Asiat-
ics are often appalled by the curious web of facts and fancies which has been
woven concerning us. We are pictured as living on the perfume of the lotus,
if not on mice and cockroaches. It is either impotent fanaticism or else abject
voluptuousness. Indian spirituality has been derided as ignorance, Chinese
sobriety as stupidity, Japanese patriotism as the result of fatalism. It has been
said that we are less sensible to pain and wounds on account of the callous-
ness of our nervous organisation!

Why not amuse yourselves at our expense? Asia returns the compliment.
There would be further food for merriment if you were to know all that we
have imagined and written about you. All the glamour of the perspective is
there, all the unconscious homage of wonder, all the silent resentment of
the new and undefined. You have been loaded with virtues too refined to be
envied, and accused of crimes too picturesque to be condemned. Qur writ-
ers in the past—the wise men who knew—informed us that you had bushy
tails somewhere hidden in your garments, and often dined off a fricassee of
newborn babes! Nay, we had something worse against you: we used to think
you the most impracticable people on the earth, for you were said to preach
what you never practiced.

Such misconceptions are fast vanishing amongst us. Commerce has forced
the European tongues on many an Eastern port. Asiatic youths are flocking
to Western colleges for the equipment of modern education. Our insight does
not penetrate your culture deeply, but at least we are willing to learn. Some
of my compatriots have adopted too much of your customs and too much
of your etiquette, in the delusion that the acquisition of stiff collars and tall
silk hats comprised the attainment of your civilisation. Pathetic and deplor-
able as such affectations are, they evince our willingness to approach the
West on our knees. Unfortunately the Western attitude is unfavourable to
the understanding of the East. The Christian missionary goes to impart, but
not to receive. Your information is based on the meagre translations of our
immense literature, if not on the unreliable anecdotes of passing travelers. It
is rarely that the chivalrous pen of a Lafcadio Hearn or that of the author of
“The Web of Indian Life” enlivens the Oriental darkness with the torch of
our own sentiments.
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Perhaps [ betray my own ignorance of the Tea Cult by being so outspoken.
Its very spirit of politeness exacts that you say what you are expected to say,
and no more. But [ am not to be a polite Teaist. So much harm has been done
already by the mutual misunderstanding of the New World and the Old, that
one need not apologise for contributing his tithe to the furtherance of a bet-
ter understanding. The beginning of the twentieth century would have been
spared the spectacle of sanguinary warfare if Russia had condescended to
know Japan better. What dire consequences to humanity lie in the contemp-
tuous ignoring of Eastern problems! European imperialism, which does not
disdain to raise the absurd cry of the Yellow Peril, fails to realise that Asia
may also awaken to the cruel sense of the White Disaster. You may laugh at
us for having “too much tea,” but may we not suspect that you of the West
have “no tea” in your constitution?

Let us stop the continents from hurling epigrams at each other, and be sad-
der if not wiser by the mutual gain of half a hemisphere. We have developed
along different lines, but there is no reason why one should not supplement
the other. You have gained expansion at the cost of restlessness; we have cre-
ated a harmony which is weak against aggression. Will you believe it?—the
East is better off in some respects than the West!

Strangely enough humanity has so far met in the tea-cup. It is the only
Asiatic ceremonial which commands universal esteem. The white man has
scoffed at our religion and our morals, but has accepted the brown beverage
without hesitation. The afternoon tea is now an important function in Western
society. In the delicate clatter of trays and saucers, in the soft rustle of femi-
nine hospitality, in the common catechism about cream and sugar, we know
that the Worship of Tea is established beyond question. The philosophic
resignation of the guest to the fate awaiting him in the dubious decoction
proclaims that in this single instance the Oriental spirit reigns supreme. . . .

The Taoists relate that at the great beginning of the No-Beginning, Spirit
and Matter met in mortal combat. At last the Yellow Emperor, the Sun of
Heaven, triumphed over Shuhyung, the demon of darkness and earth. The
Titan, in his death agony, struck his head against the solar vault and shivered
the blue dome of jade into fragments. The stars lost their nests, the moon
wandered aimlessly among the wild chasms of the night. In despair the Yel-
low Emperor sought far and wide for the repairer of the Heavens. He had
not to search in vain. Out of the Eastern sea rose a queen, the divine Niuka,
horn-crowned and dragon-tailed, resplendent in her armor of fire. She welded
the five-coloured rainbow in her magic cauldron and rebuilt the Chinese sky.
But it 1s told that Niuka forgot to fill two tiny crevices in the blue firmament.
Thus began the dualism of love—two souls rolling through space and never
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at rest until they join together to complete the universe. Everyone has to build
anew his sky of hope and peace.

The heaven of modem humanity is indeed shattered in the Cyclopean
struggle for wealth and power. The world is groping in the shadow of egotism
and vulgarity. Knowledge is bought through a bad conscience, benevolence
practiced for the sake of utility. The East and the West, like two dragons
tossed in a sea of ferment, in vain strive to regain the jewel of life. We need
a Niuka again to repair the grand devastation; we await the great Avatar.
Meanwhile, let us have a sip of tea. The afternoon glow is brightening the
bamboos, the fountains are bubbling with delight, the soughing of the pines
is heard in our Kettle. Let us dream of evanescence, and linger in the beautiful
foolishness of things.



