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INTRODUCTION

WaiLe the distant civilization of China delays the
hour of its death by turning to its past, while India,
tl} EINH'I.HIgi‘ 1':"'| ft't’t'r. bl)rl"-l{lh are ]Iglilll ACTDss \hl-l. tll-l_"'
shadows deepen, little by little, over the shores on
which was passed the ]:-rllll.iut and wvirile youth of the
western world, From the beginning of history, the
ocean of the peoples ebbs and flows from the plateau of
Iran to the fresh and healthful lands that face the
Atlantic. On the plains of northern Europe silent in-
vasions have accumulated reserves of men who will
renew the innocence of the southern peoples when a
too enervating contact with Asia shall weaken their
faith in their own intelligence. We have seen the Phoe-
nicians bring to Greece and to Italy, together with the
science and the ideals of Chaldea and Egypt, the echo
from India of the mystic intoxications through which the
religious thrill of universal life entered the order of the
Oceident.  We have seen Greece, in the train of Alex-
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ander, transmitting its spark of inspiration to the
troubled and tired soul of India. Rome, in its turn, is
to feel the sensualism of Asia when it brings peace to
that land. . . . The movement was exhausting its
rhythm little by little. A long repose had to follow the
expenditure of energy from which the future of the
world had come forth; human nature had to retire
into itself to allow its overstrained mind and its per-
verted senses to forget their conquests and to renew
the desire to get back to their natural sources.

From the day when the unity of the Greek soml
begins to disintegrate, when two currents appear in the
thought of the philosophers and the sensibility of the
artists, when Plato and Praxiteles oppose spiritual life
to the materialism of Lysippus and Aristotle; from that
day the youth of mankind ceased to enchant the world.
Their antagonistic tendencies—rationalism that halts
the movement of instinet, and sensualism that unseats
the will—both lead to the negation of effort. And the
skeptic and the mystie open the road to the apostles
who come to sow, in the anxious heart of the multitudes,
remorse at having lived too fully and an eager desire to
purge themselves of the impurity of the body by such
an exaltation of the soul that a thousand years will be
required by the peoples of the Oecident to recover
their dignity in a new equilibrium.

It was by the spiritual fusion’ of metaphysics and
morality, by the projection beyond ourselves—who
are wicked and corrupt—of an absolute which makes it
our duty to repent having been born, that monotheism
without compromise was formulated for the first time
in the doctrine of the Hebrew prophets. God was
outside of the world henceforward, man could no longer
attain Him save beyond the econfines of his own life.
This unity of the divine, which was asserted by the
theologians, implanted in our nature that terrible
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dualism which was doubtless an indispensable trial for
all of us, and which still remains so. It was this
dualism that caused us to wander for long centuries in
search of ourselves. It kept alive for a thousand
years, in the depths of our minds, the painful conflict
between the solicitations of the senses and the haunt-
ing idea of salvation. But it is perhaps, thanks
to this dualism again, that we know that our strength
lies in the harmony, which we seek in suffering and
realize in joy, between our animality—which is sacred
—and our reason—which is sacred.

The most expressive and highest manifestation of
that harmony —art, the living form which sprang
from the marriage of matter and mind to affirm
their unity—art had to die at the same time that
the nature-creeds died, when the ethical religions ap-
peared, denying its usefulness and precipitating hu-
manity upon paths the reverse of those it had trod up
to that time. First, the Jews, who brought into Oeci-
dental thought the imposing and sterile spirit of the
solitudes, hated and condemned form. The Arabs,
born of the same stock, were also to manifest their dis-
dain for it. To change all this there was needed the
contact with the soil of Europe, with its bays, its
mountains, its fertile plains, its vivifying air, its variety
of appearances, and its problems. And it was only after
ten centuries of painful struggle, of efforts forever de-
feated and forever renewed, that the peoples of Europe
tore themselves from the powerful embrace of the Semitie
idea. It was necessary that India should feel in the very
substance of the Buddhistic idea, vibrant within it
and creating its strength and its compelling beauty,
the incessant action of fecundity and death which
causes its forests and rivers to move, in order that it
should repeople the temples with its hundred thousand
living gods.
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After the pantheism of Vedic India and the poly-
theism of Hschylean Greece had attained their highest
expression, and their decline had commenced, there
appeared, in the depths of the great moral religions
which began to elaim dominion over the world, the
same despairing sentiment of the final uselessness of
action. Man everywhere was fatigued by living, by
thinking, and he deified his fatigue as, when he loved
action, he had deified his courage. The resignation of
the Christian, the belief in Nirvana of the Buddhist,
the fatalism of the Arab, and the traditionalism of the
Chinese are born of the same pessimistic need for
avoiding effort. For some centuries the Arabs escaped
the consequences of this discouraging idea, but only
because the sole effort demanded from them by the
Prophet was an outward effort, satisfying the essential
needs of their nomadie and conquering life, and because
repose was promised them in death itself, to which they
hurled themselves in the charge of their cavalry, leaving
to the vanquished peoples the task of working for them.
The Chinese, again, escape only through their absence
of idealism and their positive spirit whose energy is
employed, precisely, to fetter and retard action. But
the generalizing peoples of the Occident, the sensual
peoples of India, could extricate themselves from these
consequences only if they profited by the repose that
the doctrines themselves imposed on them. And so
they drove the roots of their instinet deeper into their
earth and fought with all their rejuvenated power
against the spirit of renunciation to which the disciples
of Sakyamuni and of Jesus had dragged the erowds
whose interest it was to listen to them while they hid
the faces of the two men who were all love and therefore
all action.

Now that the ethical religions are a part of history,
now that we have learned that the moral need loses its
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power when it presumes to annihilate or diminish the
eesthetic need of which it is only one aspect, we are
sufficiently strong to recognize that Christianity and
Buddhism introduced into the world an admirable
element of passion. In India, Buddhism had never
really assumed the character of radical opposition to
Brahmanism that Christianity adopted toward the
pagan religions. It was not the spirit of one soil and
one race going forth to combat the spirit of another
soil and another race. It was born of the very current
that urged the peoples of India to mingle their soul
with the voices of the universe, and to beseech the
voices of the universe to permeate that soul inces-
santly; it was an extension in the moral world of the
formidable sensualism whose appeal men could not ig-
nore when that sensualism fused their mind with the
mind of the wild beasts, the forests, the waters, and
the stones. In the Occident, on the contrary, in the
bosom of Christianity, organized into a political system,
the invasion of the human soul by the forces of nature
could take on no other aspect than that of rebellion.
And therein we have the reason why the Christian soul
has stamped a profound imprint.on the form of our mind.

By teaching the hatred of life, Christianity multi-
plied our very power to live when the fatalitics of
economic and political evolution in Occidental society
brought them into contact with life, adapted their
organs to new functions, and assured new satisfactions
to their needs. Our sénses had kept silence for a thou-
sand years; for a thousand years the sap of humanity
had been turned back to our hearts; for a thousand
years the mind had accumulated, in a frightful solitude,
a world of confused desires, of unexpressed intuitions,
of fevers only partly allayed, which caused the love of
the world to burst forth from the mind when it could
be restrained no longer, and then it appeared with all
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the intoxication of the beasts of the forests when re-
leased from cages. There is no more magnificent spec-
tacle in history than that of humanity, in its religious
frenzy, hurling itself on form to make it fruitful again.

it is in this spectacle that we must seek for the
origin of the differences that are noticeable when we
consider in their ensemble the manifestations of ancient
art and medieval art, especially in India and in west-
ern Europe. The ancient world had never forbidden
the love of form; it had, on the contrary, arrived
through form—by a progressive, harmonious, eontinu-
ous effort—at the philosophic generalizations formu-
lated by the sculptors of Athens toward the middle of
the century of Aschylus, of Sophocles, and of Phidias.
Egypt, confined by the theocracy within the metaphys-
ical limits from which it was forbidden to go onward,
had studied man in his structure and had defined for
all time the form of the shadow that he will cast on the
earth so long as the sun shall shine upon him. Greece,
freed from dogma, had scrutinized the relations that
unite man with nature, had found again in the volumes
and gestures of living forms, the laws which determine
harmony, in the revolution of the heavenly bodies, in
the unfurling of the profiles of the earth, in the rising
and falling motion of the seas. It rested with the
Middle Ages of the Occident to render in form the rela-
tionships created between man and man by the griefs
that have been lived through together, by the hopes
too long deferred, by the joy of the senses liberated
after centuries of asceticism and of physical and moral
compression. The new spirit manifests itself every-
where by a wild eruption of reveling in matter that
establishes an obscure and magical understanding
between medimval Europe and medizeval India. Brah-
man India felt living within itself the soul of Buddha
as Gothic Europe, carried along by its social needs,



INTRODUCTION XV

felt living again within itself—despite the theologians,
the councils, and the fathers of the Church—the
loving soul, the pitiful, artist soul of Jesus.

The reawakening of the sensuality of men took on
many forms. Among the Christians it had a revolu-
tionary appearance; among the Indians it found its
nutriment as well in the moral passion of Sakyamuni
as in the pantheist fever of Brahma: it manifested
itsell against the very spirituality of Islam in the thrust
of Berber mosques, in their embroidery of metal and
of wood, and in the shimmer of jewels in Persian paint-
ing; it attempted a painful escape from the clasp of
the fearful nightmare of the Aztecs, bringing together
again the strips of flesh that were cut up before men’s
eyes; it appears in the patience of the Chinese, who,
through the language of form, render the entities of
their moral equilibrium fit for daily life. But every-
where in the Middle Ages, and whatever the aspect of
the revival, the peoples were ignorant of the real object
they were pursuing; everywhere their conquest of the
life of the universe was accomplished under the pretext
of religion, always with the support of the letter of the
dogma, always against its spirit. It is this which
emphasizes so powerfully, in the art of the Middle
Ages, its confused liberty, its drunken and fecund
plunge into the fields of sensation, its carelessness as
to spoken language—provided that language expressed
something, its disordered mixture of feelings springing
from the contact of the soul with the world, in the
naked strength of instinet. The philosophic idea,
which compels all ancient art to seek harmony of form,
is rendered useless here by the anchor of dogma, which,
outside itself, leaves the rejuvenated and unfettered
senses free to seek their realization and permits the
love, that is universal at the moment, to release itself
from the control of the human will. The admirable
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logic of the French eathedral builders of the Middle
Ages is primarily applied to realizing a practical object,
and if the Arab raises over the desert the abstract
image of the mind, it is with roses and with women
that he fills his cool Alhambras. Immortal Dionysus
has reconquered the earth, mingling with his sensual
fever the love of Buddha, the gentleness of Jesus, and
the dignity of Mohammed; and when Prometheus,
through the commune of the Occident, is reborn at his
side, Prometheus is unconscious of himself: he also is
flooded with mystic intoxication. The Middle Ages
have recreated consciousness despite the gods that
they adored.

It is always against the gods that the consciousness
of mortals is created, even when these gods, as those
of the Greek Olympus, express laws that are to be
understood in order that they may be obeyed. An
inevitable confusion has arisen in us, between the
pretext for our beliefs and their real meaning. From
the beginning of things we have seen art and religion
following the same road, art being willing to move
almost exelusively between the dikes of religious
symbolism and changing its appearance as soon as
one god replaces another, We have never asked
ourselves why all the religions, even when they combat
one another, express themselves in forms that con-
stantly survive them and that time eventually finds to
be in accord as well as a necessity. We have never
asked ourselves why the finest creations of the artists
do not always coincide with the moments of most
intense religious exaltation, why the same religion
often remains silent throughout its youth and expresses
itself only when it approaches its decline. We have
never asked ourselves why the French image makers
imprinted their desires on the stones of the cathedrals
only after the movement of revolt which assured the
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life of the commune against the oppression of the
priest and the lord, why the signs of discouragement
appeared among them precisely during the course of
one century, the fifteenth, when the Catholie faith
knew its moment of the most ardent fever and excite-
ment. We have never asked ourselves why India
mingled its contradictory gods in the same explosion
of sensual intoxication; why Islam—which has pre-
served to our own day the uncompromising fanaticism
of ten centuries ago—lets its mosques fall to ruin and
builds no others; why the Chinese artist sometimes
belongs to three or four different sects, whereas the
Japanese artist almost always gives the impression of
belonging to none; why the European raised altars
to a God of merey at the hour when the Aztec cansed
his altars to run with the blood of human vietims. We
have never asked ourselves whether the peoples did
not give to their beliefs the form of their sensations.
We must, however, in our hours of virility, have as
imperious a need of artistic ereation as of food and love.
This need sweeps our beliefs along in its triumphal
movement, for there is erealion even among those
peoples whose theologians and philosophers teach the
final nullity of effort; their own poets sing the vanity
of our activity in terms that create life. Christianity
is pessimistic, Islamism is pessimistic, pantheism is
pessimistic. ' What matter? The Christian causes a
sonorous forest of vaults, of windows, of towers to
spring from the soil; the Mussulman spreads the cool
shadow of his cupolas over his incurable inertin; the
Indian disembowels the mountains to make them
fruitful. Man wants to live, and he demands of those
who sing and carve to show him the way of the true
life, even when they speak to him of death. It is the
people that makes its gods, whichever they may be.
To be sure, we need a faith. It is only in faith that
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we gather the strength necessary to resist our disillu-
sionments and to maintain before our eyes the image
of our hope. But this faith, which we decorate with
new labels when a new system of metaphysies or of
morality imposes itself on our needs—this faith changes
only its aspect, it does not change in spirit; and as
long as it lives in us, whatever the period in which our
activity takes place, whichever the religion that serves
it as a pretext, the forms of art, even the most diverse,
will do no more than express the faith. It is simply
the confidence that comes after long slumbers, and that
grows weak upon a too prolonged contact with the
mystery which our ardor for life urges us to penetrate,
When a religion arrives at its most harmonious and
expressive degree of development, this faith is not
thereby awakened; on the contrary, the religion is
born of the faith, it is the projection, into the field of
our illusions, of the inner realities which guide and
exalt us. When man is near to self-realization, he
accepts, all at once and in the mass, a great simple
synthesis of everything he is ignorant of, so as not to
be troubled by doubt and anxiety in his search for
what he wants to know. When he has learned too
much, when his faith in himself weakens, his outward
beliefs may last or even become exaggerated, but
at the same time all the expressions of his thought
vacillate. Peoples in action foree any religion to bend
itself to the manifestations of their original virtues,
A religion models a people to its dogmas only when
that people no longer believes in itself. Whatever our
paradise, we realize it on earth when we have achieved
self-confidence. To declare this paradise divine, we
wait for centuries and search the world until the hour
comes when life mounts fully in our heart, and the
word “faith™ is the religious name we give to energy.

Never before had this energy arisen in the world in
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such a violent eruption of intoxicated mysticism. Tt
is this that causes really religious minds, from the
moment they cross the threshold of the cathedral, the
mosque, or the pagoda, to forget profoundly and com-
pletely the rite that is celebrated in the place; it is
this that causes them to be absolutely indifferent to
the dogmas on which these temples were built; hence,
too, their exaltation over the arrested and dead forms
of man’s religion and over the dead forms in the un-
limited field of his relations with his fellow-man. The
word “mystic™ is still to be defined. Tf mysticism is
that form of despair which urges the human soul, in
moments of lassitude, toward external gods in whose
hands it abdicates all will and desire, toward gardens
which open to the dead alone and offer them flowers
that smell of corpses, then the first periods of Chris-
tianity were perhaps the only ones to know this mysti-
cism, for at that time a minimum of humanity sub-
sisted in the multitude of superstitions and religious
practices. But if mysticismn appears under that form
of frantic and living hope that hurls itself on the rich
fields of sensation and action and gathers into its flesh
all the invading forces of renewal and exaltation which
the approving world pours into it simultaneously, then
it is the creative spirit itself, and its accord with its
flesh reveals to it the necessary means. Whatever god
he adores, or even if he rejects all the gods, the man
who desires to ereate cannot express himself if he does
not feel in his veins the flow of all the rivers—even
those which carry along sand and putrefaction, he
is not realizing his entire being if he does not see the
light of all the constellations, even those which no
longer shine, if the primeval fire, even when locked
in beneath the crust of the earth, does not consume his
nerves, if the hearts of all men, even the dead, even
those still to be born, do not beat in his heart, if abstrac-
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tion does not mount from his senses to his soul to raise
it to the plane of the laws which cause men to act,
the rivers to flow, the fire to burn, and the constella-
tions to revolve.

And everywhere, or practically everywhere, in the
Middle Ages, the creators had these hours of confused
and limitless communion with the heart and mind of
matter in movement. And what is admirable about
these men is that none or almost none of them has left
us his name. Therein lies a phenomenon, indeed, that
is perhaps unique in history—the very masses of the
people contributing their strength to the life whose tide
flowed in them incessantly; it is a passionate abandon-
ment by the multitudes to the blind impulse of their
regenerated instinets. Antiquity—or Greek antiquity,
at least—had not known this hour, because she had
achieved her conquests in a progressive effort. Here
the peoples recovered, at a single bound, the lost con-
tact with the world: and as the conquests of their
past still lived, though unknown to them, in the poten-
tial power that dwelt in them, the return to action
took place in a prodigious tumult. These multitudes
built their temples themselves; the heating of some
obscure heart sealed every stone in its place. Never
has there been such a spurting forth of vaults, pyra-
mids, belfries, and towers, such a tide of statues rising
from the soil like plants to invade space and capture
heaven. From the Dutch Indies and from the Hima-
layas to the Atlantic, from the Atlas to the North Sea,
from the Peruvian Andes to the Gulf of Mexico, a swift
current of irresistible love passed through space to weld
the worlds that were ignorant of each other. Archi-
tecture, the anonymous and collective art, the plastic
hymn of the crowds in action, issued from them with
50 deep a murmur, in such a transport of intoxication,
that it seemed the voice of the universal hope, the same
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among all the peoples of the earth, seeking in their
substance the gods who were concealed from their eyes.
When they had seen the face of these gods, the builders
of the temples stopped, but with such a gesture of
despair that it broke the iron armor within which the
theoeracies were walling in the intelligence, and decided
the individual to make the conquest of himself.
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.« the voices seemed all
to form the same song, so perfect was their accord.
Daxte Auicmiem
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Chapter I. INDIA

T the hour when the peoples of the
eastern Mediterranean were writing the
first page of history, India was also

| beginning to live a superior moral life.

But only the murmur of the Vedie

hymns, more ancient by a thousand or

two thousand years, perhaps, than the epics of Greece,
arises from the confusion of the past, Not a single
poem of stone, save a few megalithic monuments whose
antiquity is not known, exists to unveil the mystery
of the Indian soul before the Middle Ages of the Ocei-
dent, and it seems nearer to this period than to the
ancient eivilizations.

It is because the tribes of Iran, when they had left
the high plateaus to descend the lengths of the rivers
toward the horizon of the great plains, did not find
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everywhere the same soil, the same trees, the same
waters, the same skies. Some of them had to face the
unity of the desert, the source of the metaphysical ab-
solutes, Others peopled the countries of moderate size,
with scattered vegetation and clear-cut forms, which led
them to observe objectively, and brought about the de-
sire to complete in their minds the balanced forces that
make up the harmonious universe. The Iranians who
had followed the valley of the Ganges had first to give
way to the intoxication of the senses. Still keep-
ing within them the silence and the coolness of the
high country, they plunged without transition into
a world that overwhelmed them with its ardor and
fecundity.

Never, in any part of the globe, had man found him-
self in the presence of an aspect of nature at once so
generous and so fierce. Death and life impose them-
selves there with such violence that he was forced to
endure them no matter what their form. To escape
the dead seasons, to reach the seasons of fertility, it
was enough for him to move northward or southward.
Nourishing vegetation, roots, fruit, and grain sprouted
from a soil that does not exhaust itself. He held out
his hand and gathered up life. When he entered the
woods to draw water from the great rivers or to seek
materials for his house, death rose up irresistibly,
carried along by the waves, as with the crocodile,
hidden in the thickets, as with the tiger, writhing under
the grasses with the cobra, or breaking down the ram-
part of trees with the step of the elephant. Secarcely,
il at all, in the nocturnal tangle of tree stems, the
branches, and the leaves, could he distinguish the
movement of animal life from the movement of rotting
matter and the flowering of herbs. Born of the hidden
fermentations in which life and death fuse, the torrent
of sap which feeds our universe burst from the luxuri-



INDIA 5

ant body of the earth in healthful fruits and poisonous
flowers.

The mingling aspects of generosity and cruelty that
nature offered to man disarmed him mentally and

Saxcmt (11 Century B.C.). A gate of the Stupa.

physically. The possibility of attaining a moral ideal,
to be reached only through the conquest of tremendous
forests and multiplied temptations, seemed to him as
inaecessible as the brow of the Himalayas which lifted
the highest glaciers of the earth into the blue light of
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the north. Accepting life and death with the same
indifference, he had to do no more than lay open his
senses to the penetration of the universe and permit
the gradual rise from his instincts to his soul of that
grandiose, confused pantheism which is the whole of

Kanu (n Century B.C.). Bas-relief of the Chaitya.

the science, the religion, and the philosophy of the
man of India.

And yet, when Alexander reached the banks of the
Indus, a great social revolution was shaking the penin-
sula. A century before, Sakyamuni, the Buddha, had
felt the flood of pantheist intoxication in his inner
life, had felt it invaded by a love whose power swept
him on like a river. He loved men, he loved beasts,
he loved the trees, the stones — everything that



Ivpo-Hewesistie Arr. Buddha, (1 Century B.C.). (Private
Collection.)
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breathed, that throbbed, that moved; everything,
even, whose form could be grasped by the senses,
from the constellations of heaven to the grass on which
one trod. Since the world is but a single body, it must
be that an irresistible tenderness draws together all the
dispersed elements, all the different forms which

Evtora (vi Century). Basement of the Elephants.

wander through the world. Hunger, killing, suffering,
all are love. Sakyamuni tenderly offered his bare flesh
to an eagle that was pursuing a dove.

Whatever the fatalism and the sensualism of a
people, it always listens, at least once during the
course of history, to him who comes to pour the balm
of love upon its wounds. The tiger could not be con-
quered, it is true, the peak of the Himalayas could not
be reached, and the sacred rivers that descended from
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it could not cease to roll fever and life in their waters.
And yet the social machinery of the Brahman, the
implacable régime of castes which reflected from top
to bottom the relentless rigor of the energy of the uni-
verse, was shattered by the revolt of love. Half a
century after the incursion of Alexander, the emperor
Asoka was forced to follow the lead of the multitudes
and erect eighty-four thousand temples in commemora-
tion of a man who had never spoken of the gods.

How long did Buddhism last in India? Seven or
eight centuries, perhaps—an hour of the life of these
multitudes whose history, as it evolves in the past and
in the future, seems as infinite and as confused as their
swarming in space. India returned, insensibly, to
the Vedic gods; the Brahman, supported by the
prince, rebuilt the social pyramid and swept from the
earth man’s hope of paradise. Buddhism took refuge
in the soul of a few cenobites and, beyond the fron-
tiers of India, was to conquer Asia. Thus Christianity,
born of the Semitic ideal, was to conquer the whole
Occident, save the Hebrews. A revolution does not
vanquish the fundamental instinet of the surroundings
that provoke it.

It was from the depths of the Indian nature itself
that the materialistic mysticism had risen again to
stifle all the desires for humanity aroused by Buddhism.
The temples with which the crowds of neophytes
had sown the soil of India brought them, stone by
stone, to submit anew to the ritualization of the primi-
tive beliefs, which did not cease to be source of their
emotions. The Buddhistic monument, properly so
called, has almost disappeared from India. The
fopes, the great reliquaries of brick, are perhaps the
only edifices not dedicated to a god having a material
figure. And yet the history of Buddha, the whole of
his life as it was passed among the animals and the
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forests, is sculptured on the door. The chaityas, the
basilicas that were built about the first century,
already have capitals composed of animal figures,
When Sakyamuni himself appears in the sanctuary,
his teaching is forgotten and an instinctive sensualism
overcomes the moral needs.

What did it matter to the crowds of India? They
needed forms to love. The Brahmans had no diffi-

Brovwaxeswar (vi Century). The great temple.

culty in conquering. Were they even conscious of their
victory, and did the miserable multitude feel the defeat
weighing upon its hope? Was there a victory? Was
there a defeat? Is not defeat the abdication of the
real nature that has been developed by our geograph-
ical surroundings and the great secret atavism that
binds us to the very depths of our history? Is not
victory the triumph within us of that imperishable
nature through which alone the conception of the life
that is native to us can be manifested? Was a single
Buddhistic temple destroyed, a single believer perse-
cuted? Perhaps not. In India, the religious spirit
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dominates dogma. One tide rises after another and.
on the shore, leaves seaweed, shells, new corpses, new
palpitating lives. Everything is mingled and confused
—the Brahman officiates in the Buddhistic temples
and venerates the statue of Buddha as well as those of
Shiva, Brahma, and Vishnu. A given underground
temple, begun in the first periods of Buddhism, con-
tinues to be dug out when the Tartars, after the Per-

sians and the Arabs, have imposed Islam on half of
the Indians.

11

For the Indians, all nature is divine and, below the
great Indra, all the gods are of equal power and ean
threaten or dethrone the other gods, concrete or
abstract—the sun, the jungle, the tiger, and the ele-
phant; the forces which create and those which destroy
—war, love, and death. In India everything has been
god, everything is god or will be god. The gods change,
they evolve, they are born and die, they may or may
not leave children, they tighten or loosen their grip
on the imagination of men and on the walls of the rocks.
What does not die, in India, is faith—the immense
faith, frenzied and confused under a thousand names:
it changes its form ceaselessly, but always remains the
same immeasurable power that urges the masses to
action. In India there came to pass this thing: that,
driven forth by an invasion, a famine, or a migration
of wild beasts, thousands of human beings moved to
the north or to the south. There at the shore of the
sea, at the base of a mountain, they encountered a
great wall of granite. Then they all entered the
granite; in its shadows they lived, loved, worked,
died, were born, and, three or four centuries afterward.,
they came out again, leagues away, having traversed
the mountain. Behind them they left the emptied



Asaxta (n Century B.C. to v1 Century A.D.). Freseo, detail.
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rock, its galleries hollowed out in every direction, its
sculptured, chiseled walls, its natural or artificial
pillars turned into a deep lacework with ten thousand
horrible or charming figures, gods without number and
without name, men, women, beasts—a tide of animal
life moving in the gloom. Sometimes when they found
no clearing in their path, they hollowed out an abyss
in the center of the mass of rock to shelter a little
black stone.!

It is in these monolithie temples, on their dark walls
or on their sunburnt fagade, that the true genius of
India expends all its terrific force. Here the confused
speech of confused multitudes makes itself heard.
Here man confesses unresistingly his strength and his
nothingness. He does not exact the affirmation of a
determined ideal from form. He incloses no system
in it. He extracts it in the rough from formlessness,
according to the dictates of the formless. He utilizes
the indentations and the accidents of the rock. It is
they that make the sculpture. If any room is left he
adds arms to the monster, or cuts off his legs if the
space is insufficient. If an enormous wall of rock sug-
gests the broad masses of monsters that he has seen
rolling in herds, rearing their heads on the banks of
the rivers or at the edges of the forests, he cuts the
wall into great pure planes to make an elephant of it.
Wherever, by chance, the hollows and the projections
occur, breasts swell, haunches tighten and move: the

! The illustration on page 15 represents a copy of the resco of Ajanta—
Shiva and Parvati—which the Indian Society has kindly authorized us to
reproduce.  This copy is from the brush of Nanda Lal Bose, o contemporary
Indian painter and o pupil of Abanindra Nath Tagore. The school of
Indian painting is being reborn, or rather, it continues. Tt has not censed
to take its inspiration from the Indian myths and legends that it trests—
notably in the work of the two masters just cited—with a grave and tender
melancholy, and according to the traditional forms of Hindu and Inde-
Persian arl.  (See No. 200 of L'Art Décoratif, February, 1914.)
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Reproduction aulr:_d'i'-l;-‘! Ihr ll; I:;c.llm;u Eoclety [ page 14),
Asanta (m Century B.C. to v1 Century A.ID.). Shiva and
Parvati. Fresco. Copy, by Nanda Lal Bose,
(Woodraffe Collection.)
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mating of men or beasts, combat, prayer, violence,
and gentleness are born of matter that seems itself to
be suffused with a vague intoxication. The roots of
wild plants may split the forms, the blocks may erum-
ble, the action of sun and water may gnaw the stone.

-

Buvwaxeswan (vi Century). The great temple, a pillar.

Yet the elements will not mingle all these lives with the
confusion of the earth more successfully than the
sculptor has done. Sometimes, in India, one finds enor-
mous mushrooms of stone in the depths of the forests,
shining in the green shadow like poisonous plants.
Sometimes one finds heavy elephants, quite alone, as
mossy and as rough skinned as if alive; they mingle
with the tangled vines, the grasses reach their bellies,
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flowers and leaves cover them, and even when their
debris shall have returned to the earth they will be no
more completely absorbed by the intoxication of the
forest.

The whole of Indian genius lies in this never-satisfied
need for setting matter in motion, in this acceptance of

AmravaT. Women in adoration.

the elements offered by matter, in this indifference to
the fate of the forms that it has drawn from matter,
Before the art that reveals to us this genius, one must
not look for the expression which the Egyptian gave
to his metaphysical system, an expression that was
imposed, perhaps, upon the sculptor, but was none
the less real; we must not look for the free expression
of a social philosophy, as among the Greeks. What
we have here is the dark and troubled expression—
anonymous and profound, but immeasurably strong
for that very reason—of the intuitive pantheism of the
Indian. Man is no longer at the center of life. He
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is no longer that flower of the whole world, which has
slowly set itself to form and mature him. He is min-
gled with all things, he is on the same plane with all
things, he is a particle of the infinite, neither more

Manaverurore (vin Century). Monolithie temple.  Milking,

nor less important than the other particles of the
infinite. The earth passes into the trees, the trees into
the fruits, the fruits into man or the animal, man and
the animal into the earth: the circulation of life
sweeps along and propagates a confused universe
wherein forms arise for a second, only to be engulfed
and then to reappear, overlapping one another, pal-
pitating, penetrating one another as they surge like
the waves. Man does not know whether yesterday he
was not the very tool with which he himself will force
matter to release the form that he may have to-
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morrow. Everything is merely an appearance, and
under the diversity of appearances Brahma, the spirit
of the world, is a unity. To be sure, man has the
mystical intuition of universal transformism. Through
transmigrations, by passing from one appearance to
another,and by raising within himself, through suffering
and combat, the moving level of life, he will doubtless
be pure enough one day to annihilate himself in
Brahma. But, lost as he is in the ocean of mingled
forms and energies, does he know whether he is still a
form or a spirit? Is that thing before us a thinking
being, a living being even, a planet, or a being cut in
stone? Germination and putrefaction are engendered
unceasingly. Everything has its heavy movement,
expanded matter beats like a heart.  Does not wis-
dom consist in submerging oneself in it, in order to
taste the intoxication of the unconscious as one gains
possession of the force that stirs in matter?

In the virgin forests of the south, between the heat
of the sun and the fever of the soil, faith caused the
temples to spring two hundred feet into the air, multi-
plied them from generation to generation, and sur-
rounded them with ever-growing inelosures, whose
position was constantly changed. Such an archi-
tecture could not issue from a source less powerful and
less dim than the grottos hollowed out of the depths
of the rocks. Artificial mountains were raised up,
graded pyramids, wherein the thicket of forms moves
as if alive. One is tempted to say that there was no
plan for the construction of these forests of gods,
as they bristle like cactus and evil plants, as they
present profiles like the backs of primitive monsters,
They seem to have been thrust up from the crust of
the earth as if by the force of lava. It must have re-
quired ten thousand laborers, working together and by
their own inspiration, but united by their fanaticism
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and their desires, to build these titanic platforms,
carve them from top to bottom, cover them with
statues as dense as the lives of the jungle, and support
them in space on the aérial festoon of the lacelike
ogives and the inextricable scaffolding of the columns.
Here are statues upon statues, colonnades upon colon-
nades; thirty styles are mingled, juxtaposed, super-

Manaverurore (vin Century). Bas-relief on the rock,

imposed. The columns may be round or square or
polygonal, in sections or monolithie, smooth or fluted or
covered with carving that has an appearance of danger,
like masses of reptiles moving in oily cireles, like pus-
tules that throb and rise, like bubbles bursting under
leaves spread over a heavy water. There, as every-
where in India, the infinitely little touches the infinitely
big. Whatever the power of these temples, they seem
to have sprung from the earth through the power of
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the seasons, and at the same time to have been carved
out minutely like an ivory sculpture.

Manaverurore (vin Century). Monolithic temple. Bas-relief
on a wall, detail

Forms are everywhere, tufted bas-reliefs are every-
where, from the surroundings of the temples to their
summit, on the inner walls, and often on the top of the
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columns where the whole of humanity, mingled with
the whole of animal life, supports the burden of the
entablatures and the roofs. Everything may serve to
carry a statue, everything may swell into a figure—the
capitals, the pediments, the columns, the upper stages
of the pyramids, the steps, the balustrades, the banis-
ters of stairways. Formidable groups rise and fall—
rearing horses, warriors, human beings in clusters like
grapes, eruptions of bodies piled one over the other,
trunks and branches that are alive, crowds sculptured
by a single movement as if spouting from one matrix.
One has the impression that the old monolithic temple
has been violently twirled and shot out of the earth.
Save in the more recent epochs when he modeled
bronzes of astonishing tenderness, firmness, and ele-
gance, the Indian has never conceived sculpture as
being able to live independent of the construetion that
it decorates. It seems a confused mass of buds on the
body of a heavy plant.

Even out of doors, even in the full daylight, these
forms are surrounded by a mysterious obscurity.
The torsos, the arms, the legs, and the heads com-
mingle—when a statue itself has not twenty arms, ten
legs, four or five faces, when it is not ladén with all
these aspects of tenderness and fury by which life
reveals itself. The depths of the sculpture undulate
heavily, as if to force back into the moving eternity
of primitive matter the still unformed beings that
attempt to emerge from it. We see writhing larvae,
vague embryos; they seem incessant and successive
attempts at gestation which start and miscarry in the
intoxication and fever of a soil that continually creates.

As one views this sculpture from near by one must
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not attempt to find in it the scientific modeling of the
Egyptians or the philosophic modeling of Phidias,
although Egypt and, to a greater degree, the Greece
brought in by Alexander, profoundly influenced the
first Buddhistic sculptors, perhaps even to the extent
of revealing them to themselves. Sculpture is no
longer considered in its planes and its passages, save
summarily and by instinct. It might better be defined
in terms of painting, for in these gigantic bas-reliefs
light and shade play a vital and continuous part, as
if a brush moved over them to soften and caress them.
But Hindu painting, itself, while preserving the quali-
ties of materiality that are in the sculpture, is perhaps
more purified by the mind. The painting is usually
the work of the monks; Buddhism has left a clear
imprint on it. And later on it is especially in painting
that, when Islam arrives, the influence of Persia makes
itself felt. From the great Buddhistic decorations to
the Mussulman miniatures, the spiritualization of the
work sometimes touches the rarest, the highest, the
most human harmony. One may not assign a place
lower than that of the great classic works to the fres-
coes of Ajunta, in which the lyrical pantheism of the
Hindus seems to fuse, for an hour, the spiritual radiance
of Egyptian paintings and the moral intoxication of
the old Chinese artists. By a kind of ethnic paradox
the great painting of India would seem nearer to the
linear rhythms, which are the chief preoccupation of
the Egyptian or Greek sculptors, than Hindu sculpture
itself, for the latter seeks to transfer to stone or metal
the fleeting, flowing modeling of the painter. When
we compare this sculpture with that of the anonymous
workmen of Thebes or with that of the Athenian mas-
ters, we find something in it that is absolutely new,
that is difficult to define—something like the obscure
fermentation in a crucible, as compared with the
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limpidity of a theorem. The modeling aims at move-
ment rather than at form. It is never considered in an
isolated way nor in its abstract relationships with the
neighboring figures. Material passages unite the
figures among themselves; they are always heavy
with atmosphere; the background is always felt;
other figures partly absorb them; the modeling is
fluctuating and billowy, like the mass of the leaves
when labored by the wind. What models the rock,
what rolls it into storm waves, is desire and despair
and enthusiasm. It undulates like a crowd ravished
by voluptuousness and fury. It swells and grows tense
like the torso of a woman as she feels the approach of
love.

As we have observed, it is the movement and not
the form that interests the Indian sculptor, and so we
do not find him seeking harmonies of relationships or
clearly stated abstractions, but expressive masses
which give an intoxicated, florid image of the whole
world, and no longer seek for an equilibrium be-
tween the laws of the universe and the laws of the
mind. By flashes, veiled by obscurity and by torpor,
one can doubtless find everything in this art, over-
lapping the neighboring element, oppressing it or being
oppressed by it; one can meet with brief jets of con-
sciousness and sudden starts from the most rudi-
mentary realism to the highest idealism. When one
sees them isolated one notes the special quality of the
figures, especially the figures of women, innumerable,
gentle, religious, and yet formidable in their grace,
their sensuality, their carnal heaviness. At every
moment they give evidence of the effort—gigantic,
vague, but often of a mighty fervor—toward a higher
adaptation to their role in humanity. The man of
India loves to see the waist bend under the weight of
the breasts and the haunches, he likes long tapering
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forms and the single wave of the muscles as a move-
ment surges through the whole body. But this hymn
to the more tender forms of beauty is lost in the clamor
of the universe, At one and the same time he can

The Dance of Shiva (xmx Century). Bronze, detail. (Museum of
Madras.)

adore Indra, the supreme being; Brahma, the creator;
Shiva, the destroyer; Krishna, the redeemer; Surva,
the light of day; Lakshmi, who is love; Sarvasti,
who is science; and the horrible Kali seated in putre-
faction and the clotted blood of his victims. He can
adore the ten inearnations of Vishnu and the erowd of
heroes and monsters of his immense mythology and of
the national epies, Ravana, Sougriva, Hanoumat, and
Ananta. He can invoke Rama, the incorruptible hero
who would have led the Greeks to the threshold of
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divinity. Ramaisonlyone
idol more in the prodigious
pantheon, an idol lost
among the gods of fecun-
dity and death. On his
walls he can bring together
ferocity and indulgence,
asceticism and lubricity,
fornications and apostle-
ships; he can mingle ob-
scenity and heroism.
Heroism and obscenity ap-
pear no more important
in the life of the universe
than the fighting or mating
of a pair of insects in the
woods. Everything is on
the same plane. Why not
let instinet spread out
through nature with the
indifference of the ele-
mental forces and, in its
onrush, sweep away mo-
ralities and systems?
Social idealism is vain.
Impassible eternity wears
away the long effort of
man. The Indian artist
has not the time to bring
the human form to its
realization. Everything
that it contains is con-
tained as possibility. A
prodigious life animates it
—an embryonic life, how-
ever, and one that seems

31

Lagsii, bronze (x1v Century)-
(Pricale Collection.)
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condemned never to choose between the confused solici-
tations of the energies of the will and the energies of
the senses. Man will change nothing of his final des-
tiny, which is to return sooner or later to the uncon-
scious and the formless. In the fury of the senses or

Gwantor (xv Century). The Palace.

the immobility of contemplation, he must therefore
descend unresistingly into the chaos of the elements,
The withdrawal of the Indian soul from preoccupa-
tion with morality, its pantheistic confusion and dis-
order, cut it off almost constantly from the great
abstract constructions that characterize the aspiration
of the ancient peoples of the Occident. In India, the
eye does not seize things in their ensemble until it has
taken in all their details. In Egypt, the desert, the
horizon, and the straight line of the river, as in Greece
the winding bays, the transparent waters, and the
clear-cut crests of the hills, had made of man a meta-
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physician or a philosopher, loving the rhythm or the
sinuous continuity that he observed in the universe;
but here it required too many days to reach the moun-
tains, the rivers were too vast and too muddy for one
to see to their depths, the forests were too dense to

Bmxnerasuxo (xvi Century}. A temple,

permit the eye to take in at once the harmonious line
of the trees, the outline of their leaves, the true form of
the creeping animals that appear only in a flash, to
flee from death or to inflict it. Man is surrounded by
an unpassable barrier of luxuriant life, the eye is daz-
zled by the ceaselessly broken and mingled colors and
lines of flowers that rain sparkling dust, of vines, of
beasts fantastically marked; one is caught up in the
feverish spirit of the germs of life and death that roll
under the ocean of leaves. The disorder of the material
world of the Indian intoxicates his soul and brings him
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to that pantheistic mysticism that every sensual being
can feel rising within him in supreme moments of
love, when, through the embrace of the woman who
vields to him, he feels the confused and real presence
of the universe. In the architecture of India we must
not seek that linear abstraction which, by its con-
tinuity, expresses the visible thythm of life; what is
sought and found is life itself. gathered up hastily
and pressed pell-mell into form. It is part of the
quivering skin of the earth from which it was torn.
The unity of the world is expressed in it by the heaping
up at one point in space of everything that belongs to
life, from the densely populated soil to the solitude of
the heavens, and from the motionless mountains to the
roll of the seas,

v

However, to the north and the northeast of India,
in the regions where the forests are less heavy, where
the glaciers are nearer, and the jungle is cut into here
and there by great desert spaces, the syvnthesis was
infinitely less instinetive, more abstract, and therefore
more sober. It was by this route, indeed, that Greece
had entered India, as Rome came later, and Byzantium
and Persia which, from the depths of its history,
brought the memory of Assyria, of Chaldea, and per-
haps of Egypt. With Persia also came Islam, a spiritu-
alizing force that did not love the images and despised
the idols. Finally, by way of Lisbon and Venice, there
came the Occident of the Gothic age and of the Renais-
sance. But India is a crucible so ebullient in its heat
that for centuries it forced Islam to submit to its genius,
to cover the walls of its mosques with living arabesques
—lotus, flowering vines, figures of men and of monsters.
The Greek statue, hastily imitated by the first sculp-
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tors, was forgotten as quickly as it had become known.
The disquieting elegance of the works that it inspired
was only a prelude to the retaliation soon to be made
by a sensuality impossible to restrain. Though capti-
vated for a moment by the unbounded grace and

Inpo-Mussvruan ARt (xvir Century). The Taj-Mahal of Agra.

reason of the Greeks, India was to manifest its own
power through the wandering smile of the mouths,
through the smothered flame, the enervation, and the
ascetic thinness of the bodies. When northern India
carried its religion into the south, it also brought with
it the pure column that had supported the luminous
pediments on all the acropolises of the Occident.
But the column was to be overwhelmed by the extrava-
gant growth of the living forests of stone. India assim-
ilated everything, transformed everything, submerged
everything under the mounting tide of her ever-moving
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force. Grandiose civilizations passed over her and
sowed her deserts and her woods with the cadavers of
cities. What matter? Here neither time counts, nor
men. Evolution returns upon itself at every moment.
Like a sea, the Hindu soul is eternally mobile, between
fixed shores. At no moment can one say, here the race
ascends, here is its apogee, here its fall. In the crucible
some substances melt, others are liquid and burning,
and others cold and hard. India is the enigma, the
protean, unseizable being without beginning and with-
out end, without laws and without purposes, mingled
with everything and yet alone in the intoxication which
she eannot exhaust,

Thus the aristocratic and more abstract art of the
north, although we may find in it traces of the Mediter-
ranean civilizations, from Chaldea and Egypt to feudal
and neopagan Furope, remains at bottom as Indian
as the art of the Dravidians of the south. As it rises
from the Dekkan toward the Himalayas, the pyramid
becomes rounder. In central India its lines become
curves, and though it is still striped like the skin of the
tigers, it is less laden with ornaments and is almost
without statues. In the valley of the Ganges, the
curvature, upon contact with the Persian dome, is
more pronounced and the vault, built of flat stones in
tiers, takes on the form of the cupola or of the kiosk,
supported by frail pillars hemispherical, ovoid, stocky,
pressed down or swelling out, polygonal or circular,
sometimes bare like those of the mosques, or earved
and capped with turbans like those of the Dravidian
pyramids—the domes look like enormous fat tubercles
bulging with spongy matter. The form is just such a
one as Indian sensualism has at all times desired.
India, land of ruins that it is, must have seen the com-
plete disappearance, a thousand years before our era,
of edifices that much resembled those forests of bul-
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bous domes, temples, or mausoleums that she was still
building in our day. The Ramayana speaks frequently
of “palaces whose white peaks foam into heaps of
cloud.”

Even before the domination of the Great Moguls,

Miniature of the xvir Century. (Prirate Collection.)

the Tartar emperors, who came at the beginning of
modern times to impose order and peace on northern
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India, the temple of the basin of the Ganges already
had, despite its wealth of ornament, a character of
equilibrium and of abstract unity that one never finds
in the south. The sensualism of the Indians, which
cansed the southern sculptors to enter the mountains,
germinates in the consciousness of the north in trage-

TricurxororLy (xvinm Century). Pagoda of Sriringam.

dies, in poems, in hymns of words and of stone. But
if the walls are barer, the forms more peaceful and
retiring, if there are longer silences, and if the dome is
more abstractly calculated, the temple receives its
visitors with more reserve, the mystic intoxication is
less heavy. In the south what spoke was the profound
soul of India, a wild murmur which we hear through-
out the whole existence of this people, and which
breaks out spontancously at every place that it inhabits,
In the north the voice of the higher castes dominates
the chorus of the people, and does so with infinitely
more majesty, power, and splendor because these
castes grew from the soil of India like a natural vege-
tation and because they were able to build up the
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most grandiose philosophic synthesis that man has
ever conceived.

The sensual richness of the soutn, purified by the
metapnysical spirit and rarefied by the aristocratic
spirit, is found again in the details of ornament in the
sanctuaries, as soon as one has crossed their threshold.
The Jain temples of central India have pillars as finely
cut as glassware, and the arches that carry their forests
of white cupolas to the heavens turn into lace under
the hands of the sculptors; and yet, despite the over-
minute science of the decorators, these buildings
express a living faith. In the monarchies of the north,
on the contrary, the vanity of the rajahs throws so
luxurious a garment over the artists’ enthusiasm that
its bareness and also the best of its human value are
lost together. There are temples stuffed with gods of
silver and gold, whose eyes are rubies or diamonds.
Drops of fire gleam in the shadows; the royal robe of
the tigers, the iridescent plumage of tropical forests,
their flowers, and the shining tails of peacocks incrust
the sheathing of metal, ivory, or enamel that covers
the pillars and the walls with emeralds, amethysts,
pearls, topazes, and sapphires. It is an art of externals,
and its unvarying magnificence is of a paler light than
that of statues in a temple underground. The spirit
of feudali India is rather in the great rectangular
castles, bare and austere, closed in like fortresses,
defended by high towers, and cuirassed with poly-
chromed enamel; it is in the palaces of white marble
by the silent waters.

¥

The Occident of the Middle Ages, the Occident of
the fortresses and the Romanesque buildings, is cer-
tainly less out of place in the hierarchical India of the
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north than in the demoeratic India of the south. 1In
one place as in the other, the abstraction descends
from the dominating classes to crush the miserable
classes beneath the petrified symbol of its external
power. But the Hellenie
Occident where, on the
contrary, the abstraction
rose from the masses to
express its inner power
through the voice of the
heroes—the Hellenic Oc-
cident and also the Gothie
Occident would more
easily recognize the trace
of their dream if they
followed the torrent of
ideas that crossed the
mountains, the swamps,
the wvirgin forests, and
the sea, to spread to the
peninsula of Indo-China,
to the Duteh Indies, and
to Java. The spread of
Indian ideas is witnessed
in the gigantic temples
that coverJava; it is seen
even more in the for-
tresses, the palaces, and Knmuer Arr. Head of Buddha.
the temples absorbed

little by little by the jungles of Cambodia, the home of
the mysterious race of the Khmers. They lived in a
country less overwhelming than India, for, despite the
denseness of the forests, the undergrowth was certainly
less redoubtable, the fruits were more abundant, the
rivers more full of fish, and life was easier and freer.
}!Ziomnw'er, the metaphysical and moral life of China had
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come to give something of its peace to the troubled
and heavy atmosphere of tropical nature. Finally, five
or six hundred years after the disappearance of Bud-
dhism from Hindustan, perhaps about the tenth century
of our era, the Khmer people were still Buddhists, as
were the people of Java. Among the latter the decora-
tive sculpture of eastern Asia, sending forth one of its
most heavily laden branches, causes the monuments of
Java to blossom from top to bottom with bas-reliefs as
mobile as paintings. The moral epic of Buddha unrolls
in them amid perfumed forests crowded with fruit,
with birds, and with beasts, among choruses and mu-
sicians who furnish accompaniment to the nonchalant
and lascivious grace of the women that pray and
dance and people the intoxicated sleep of the god with
abundant dreams. But the Khmer people, in its Bud-
dhism, betokened a preoccupation with moral balance
and with harmony that is practically unknown to the
sculptors of the grottos of Ellora and of the pyramidal
temples.

The orgy of ornament, to be sure, never went farther.
This was a necessary result of the still denser, more
flowery, and more populous forests of the country, of
the humidity which is warmer, and of the fever which
is more intoxicating. But the ornament obeys a
splendidly balanced rhythm. Twining lines of flowers,
of fruits, of vines, of palms, and rich plants creep over
the walls from top to bottom, over the sloping surfaces,
over the tops of the doors, and up to the summit of the
four sides of the high tiaras of Brahma which here
replace the Indo-Persian cupola and the Dravidian
pyramid; but the decorative forms marry so well with
the line of the architecture that they lighten it and seem
to lift it to an aiérial level of leaves, of winding stems,
of hanging foliage that together form a silent, whirling
rain of petals and perfumes.
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The Khmer senlptor gives a form to all those things
which, as a rule, strike our inner sensibility only
through what we hear, what we taste, and what we
feel. His carving tells of the murmurs, the gleams, and
the odors of the forest, the cadenced sound of marching

Kmver Art. The rowers, bas-relief.  (Palace of Anglor-Vat.)

troops, low tones of birds that coo their love song, the
hoarse, dull rattle in the throats of wild beasts as they
roam through the jungles, and the invisible fluid that
circulates in the nerves of the women who dance when
the music drones and when voluptuons feeling mounts
in their veins. The secret heart of the world beats,
tumultuously and regularly, in the crowds that pass
under impenetrable branches, whether they sing all to-
gether or prepare for massacres or the feast, for death,
for justice, or for the building of palaces. And yet, in
that inner order which gives these sculptural sym-
phonies so much rhythmical strength, everything inter-
penetrated without a break. The transmigration of the



INDIA 45

thinkers of India causes the rock itself to guiver.
Animal forms and vegetable forms pass one into the
other, vines blossom into figures; reptiles, feet, and
hands sprout and become lotus flowers., What matter?
The luxuriant universe is good, since the divine coun-
tenance of him who consoles appears behind every leaf,

Kuven Awrr. Fricze of the Apsaras, fragment. {Palace of
Anghor-Vat.)

since he loved evervthing, down to the snakes them-
selves. The heroes, the elephants, and the tigers that
guard the temples or border the avenues, the immense
cobras with seven heads stretched out, that frame the
pl‘l{iﬂlt"l]tﬁ oar Urt‘t"]} H‘.IHI]H :hl“ llil.hl.‘i-i'rillli“.‘i. Illl.\'l' in iI'I.i!.HI'
gent visage and a welcoming smile, despite their elubs,
their claws, and their teeth. Buddha is all love. The
forces of the earth have penetrated him to spread
humanity throughout his being.  And so. on the highest
branch of black trees, full of poisonous juices and
swarming from roots to leaves with beasts that distil
death, there is a flower.
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The story of Sakyamuni, from his birth to his sleep
in Nirvana, flowers on the walls of the sanctuaries.
The Khmer sculptor grows tender over the god man of
the Orient even as, at about the same time, the Gothic
artisan grows tender as he recounts the birth and
passion of the god man of
the Occident. Evervwhere
we find smiles of goodness,
everywhere open arms,
heads inclining on friendly
shoulders, hands clasping
gently, and the ingenuous
impulse toward abandon
and confidence. Man is
everywhere in search of
man. The spirit of evil,
Ravana, with the hundred
hands from which plants
and grasses are born, whose
feet traverse forests peo-
pled with animals — the
spirit of evil may come
upon the scene, innumer-
able figures of men may
struggle under avalanches
Kiner Awr. Decorative figure. of flowers, like the spirit

{Anglor-Thom.) besieged by the sedue-

tions of the earth. What

matter? Against backgrounds of heavy trees, armies
march. Rama advances across forests. Man will end
by attaining, were it only for a moment, the accord
between his social life and his most tyrannical instinets.
Neither bestiality nor asceticism. Not only are the
heroes of the will surrounded by friendly flowers and
the fruits they may easily pluck from the branches
that bend over their passing, but there are even gar-




Detail from the! life of Buddha.

(FPemple of Boro-Bowdaur.)

The musicians.

Java (1x Century?).
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lands of naked bayaderes who await them at the end
of their road, each one different and all the same,
dancing yet almost motionless, as they mark the rhythm
of the musie that one guesses, the inner pulsation of the

Java (ix Century?). Detail
from the life of Buddha.
(Temple of Boro-Bowdour.)

wave that runs through
them. For the second
time since the origin of
man, intellectual effort
and the joy of the senses
seem to agree for the space
of an hour. Furtive, no
doubt, and more sum-
mary, but also fuller, more
musical, more clogged with
matter, heavier laden, and
moving against a back-
ground of trees and
flowers, the modeling of
Greece seems to suggest
itself here and there.
Thus, eternally balanced
between its heroism and
its sensuality, passing at
every moment and with-
out transition from the ex-
treme of moral love to the
extreme of material intoxi-
cation, from the highest
aristocracy of culture to
the most impulsive satis-

factions of instinet, the Indian soul wanders across living
forests of sentiment and system in search of the law.
In its ensemble, and in spite of its oases of hope and
of cool sentiment, it is pessimistic and eruel. The men
of India have no more need to inflict pain or death than
other men. They are of the true human clay; they
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are kneaded with weakness, they are armored with
iron and gold, they are swept along to love at one
moment, to death at another, according as the air they
breathe brings them the odor of the trees, of the oceans,
or of the deserts. In every case, here as elsewhere, the

Java (mx Century?). Detail from the life of Buddha, bas-relief.
{ Temple of Boro-Boudour.)

loftiest energy and brute matter wed constantly. The
manifestations of instinet, which is hurled with all its
strength into the immensity of life, arouse the loftiest
sentiment of superior natures. 1f, after much suffering,
the Indian sages rise above good and evil to gain indif-
ference, it is because the crowd, in India, had plunged
into the intoxication or the horror of life without
knowing either good or evil.

As balance, for them, could be realized only at brief
moments in the average life of society, they sought it
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outside the conditions of that society, in the bosom of
an immeasurable harmony, where life and death, whose
origins and ends we do not know, mingle their equal
powers and know no other limits than themselves.
Let life, then, exhaust itself with living until death
comes! Let death, in its putrefaction, cause life to
flower and reflower! Why should one try to infuse the
energies of nature into the harmony of consciousness?
Disciplined for a moment, the energies of nature will
take the upper hand again, and once more will roll the
will and the hopes of man into the confused intoxica-
tion of their regenerated youth.
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Chapter 11. CHINA

1

N India, it is still ourselves that we see.
If the grandiose pessimism, which makes
her plastic language so intoxicating,
aopens up to us regions in ourselves that
we had not explored, it dominates us

; from the first, because the rhythm of
that language relates it, secretly, with all those other
languages that express Occidental optimism. In

China, on the contrary. we no longer understand.

Although it includes a third of mankind, this country
is the most distant, the most isolated of all. We are

confronted with a method that escapes us almost
absolutely, with a point of departure that is not ours,
with a goal that does not resemble ours, with a move-
ment of life that has neither the same appearance nor
the same direction as ours. To realize unity in-the
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spirit is, doubtless, what the Chinese tends toward,
as we do. But he does not seek that unity along the
roads where we seek it.

China has not, however, remained as closed as it is
said to have been. It mingled with Arvanism inces-
santly, to the point of producing mixed civilizations,
as in Indo-China and in Tibet, for example, where it
allowed the rivers of love pouring from the Hindu
soul to carry a little of their disquieting ardor into its
serious, positive, easy-going, and rather sullen soul.
It knew the worlds that were the farthest removed
from it, and the most ancient. Rome trafficked with
it two thousand years ago; Chaldea, twenty centuries
before Rome, taught it astronomy. Nearer to our time,
Islam affected it to the point of bringing twenty or
thirty millions of Chinese to the god of Mohammed.
In the sixteenth century, after the Mongol conquest,
Pekin was perhaps the most cosmopolitan and the most
open city in the world. The Portuguese and the Vene-
tians sent their merchants there, and the imperial
court had artists and savants come from India, from
Persia, and even from western Europe.

However, as far back as we look into the past of
China, it seems not to have moved. The myth period
of its life ends about the century of Pericles, perhaps;
the apogee of its vital power oscillates between the
fifth and the fifteenth century of our era, its decline
begins at the hour when the Occident is about to put
its stamp on history. But one must look closely to
distinguish one or another of these phases of its activity.
The material testimony of its legendary period that
comes down to us does not differ very greatly from
what it is producing in our own day, and if its most
vigorous effort coincides with that of the Middle Ages
of the Occident, the fact would seem to demonstrate
only the more clearly—through the insensible passages
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that attach it to its past and its present—that it has
never come out of its own Middle Ages and that we do
not know when it entered upon them. In reality, it
is the inner world of the Chinese that has never opened
for us. It isin vain that we feel their social civilization
as more perfect than our own, it is in vain that we

Crane Dyxasty (xvimn to xn Centuries B.C.). Daiban bowl,
bronze. (Musée Cernuschil)

admire the results among them of a moral effort that
wis as greal as our own. We do not :j.]w.'i.}':v' understand
them better than we do the ants or the bees. There
is the same mystery, awe inspiring and almost sacred.
Why are we so made that we can conceive only of our
own mode of association and only our own mechanism
of reasoning? Whether the Chinese is superior to us
or inferior is something that it is impoessible for us to
say, and the problem, thus presented, is without sig-
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nificance. The Chinese has followed an evolution that
we have not followed: he constitutes a second branch
of the human tree that separated from the first; we do
not know whether their branches will reunite.

The Indo-European world turns, with all its instinet,
toward the future. The Chinese world, with all its
consciousness, turns toward
the past. Therein lies the
gulf which, perhaps, cannot
be crossed. There is the
whole secret of the power
of expansion of the Occi-
dent, of the hermitism of
China, of the strange im-
personality of its plastic
language. Taken in the
mass, China shows no
change in time, no move-
ment in space. One would
say that it expresses a
people of old men, ossified
from infancy. TL is never
to himself that the Chinese
Cuow Aer (vir Century B.C.). looks for his law: it is to

Tripod, terra cotta. his father, to his grand-
(Charles ['iy-m'rr Collection.) I"“H“tr' {u“_l' I_"_:.v{""i hi-'".i
father and grandfather, to
the infinite multitude of the dead who govern him
from the depths of the centuries. And in fact, it is
not the law that he asks, but the recipe for adapting
himself to the surroundings that nature has made for
him, surroundings, moreover, which change but little.

At first, one thinks of Egypt, of its geological and
agricultural immobility, of its impersonal, collective
art, hermetical and abstract. But Egvpt is restless; it
cannot quench the flame that, despite the will of the




Hax At (from the 11 Century B.C. to the n Century A.D.).
Tiger, marble, guardian of the temple of Sniang-fou.

(Charles Vignuer Collection.
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people, bursts from the heart of the material in which
they worked with such passion. An invineible idealism
crowided them to a horizon which was distasteful for
them to behold. The Chinese also evolved under out-
side influence, unquestionably, but around the same

Hax Aur (from the 1 Century B.C. to the 11 Century
AD). Bas-reliel of Ou-Lang-Tse, print of the stone.
(Ed, Chavannes Mission.)

fixed point. He remained practical and self-centered,
narrowly realistic, devoid of imagination, and, in
reality, without desires. Where the Egyptian people
suffers from the domination of the priest and tries to
forget him by exploring life in its depths, the Chinese
accepts without revolt the tyranny—the benevolent
tyranny, we may observe—of the mandarin, because it
in no wise disturbs the doting satisfaction of his tastes,
At least, we know nothing of the immemorial evolutions
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which must have led him to that state of mind. Con-
fucius regulated morality once for all; it remained fixed
in very accessible formulas and kept to its traditional
rut through the unquestioning, dogmatic respect,
ritualized and blind, that one owes to one’s parents, to
the parents of one's par-
ents, to the dead parents
of one’s ancestors. The
upward movement,
which characterizes life
for us and prevents us
from arresting it in a
definite formula, crys-
tallized, for the Chinese,
into a form which is per-
haps not always the
same, but through which
one gets back to the
same principle, a form
determined by this prin-
ciple to the minutest
detail. The Chinese is
satisfied with it, he has
no need to seek any

: R o _ Anrt Later toaxy Hax (m to v
?thu- principle. .In real Century A1), Ovoid vase with
ity, if he remains mo- ey Beoiatan
tionless, it is because he (Charles Vignier Collection.)

has s0 many native vir-

tues and because his imagination atrophies through
never having to exert itsell or to struggle. He will
receive without diffieulty the moral teachings of Bud-
dhism and later on of Islam, becanse they are practi-
cally in agreement with the essential part of what
Confucius brought to him. In the religion of Con-
fucius he will find even the belief in Nirvana of the

one and the fatalism of the other, and they will cause
5
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him to lull into indifference whatever momentary im-
pulses toward revolt he may have.

As far back as we go into the distant childhood of
China, we find the race already molded to certain meta-
physical abstractions and certain moral entities from
which all later forms of expression will descend. The
Aryan goes from the concrete to the abstract, the
Chinese from the abstract to the concrete. With the
Aryan, the general idea is the flower of objective obser-
vation, and abstraction is always a thing in process of
evolution. With the Chinese, the general idea seems
to precede the objective study of the world and the
progress of the abstraction ends sharply as soon as a
moral law sufficient to sustain social relationships has
appeared to the philosopher. In the Occident the sym-
bol comes out of life, and frees itself from life, little
by little, through progressive generalizations which
are forever broadening, or which start out anew on
other bases. In China the symbol governs life and
shuts it in from every side,

The ever-changing reality which the Oeccidental
desires, the idealistic conquest which tempts him, and
man’s attempt to rise toward harmony, intelligence,
and morality seem to remain unsuspected by the
Chinese. He has found, at least he thinks he has found,
his mode of social relationships. Why should he
change? When we denounce his absence of idealism,
perhaps we are only saying that his old ideal realized
its promises long ago and that he enjoys the unique
privilege of maintaining himself in the moral citadel
of which he has been able to gain possession, while,
around him, everything ebbs away, decomposes, and
re-forms itself. However that may be, we shall never
see him approach form with the desire to make it
express the adaptation by the human being of his
intellect and his senses to surrounding nature. That



Bropmist Art (Wei) (v Century, second hall). Kwan-Yn, soft
stone. (Charles Vignier Collection.)
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is what the whole of ancient art and the whole of
Renaissance art did, but when the Chinese turns to
form, it is with the will to draw from it a tangible
symbol of his moral adaptation. He will always aim
at moral expression, and will do so without requiring
the world to furnish him with other elements than
those which he knows in advance he will find in it; he
will require no new revelations from the gestures
which translate it. Morality will be erystallized in the
sentences that guide him. He has only to treat nature
as a dictionary whose pages he will turn until he finds
the physiognomies and the forms which, in their com-
bination, are the proper ones to fix the teachings of
the sages. The agitation of the senses no longer comes
upon him save by surprise—when he studies the ele-
ments of the plastic transposition too closely, and his
science of form, detached wholly from material things,
no longer serves him for more than the defining of
abstractions. His immobile art demonstrates acquired
truth, instead of affirming new intuitions.

To sum up, the Chinese does not study the material
of the world that he may ask it to instruct him. He
studies it when he needs to objectify his beliefs in order
to attach more firmly to them the men who share
them. It is true that he brings to this study gifts of
patience, tenacity, and slowness which are beyond
comparison. The ancient gropings of the first Chinese
artists escape us. . . . One would say that for ten or
twenty centuries they studied, in seeret, the laws of
form before demanding of form that it express the laws
of the spirit.

I

In China, plastic expression is a kind of conventional
graphology analogous to writing. The first Chinese
painters were the Buddhist monks who, in the course
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of the same centuries in which the Christian monks
were gathering up the debris of the mind of antiquity,
cultivated in their monasteries the only flower of high

Buppnisr Arr (Wei) (v Century). Grottos
of Yunkang. The great Buddha.
(Ed, Chavannes Mission.)

idealism that blossomed on this immovable soil for
thirty centuries; and note that these first Chinese
painters were also writers. There were no other
painters than the poets, and they painted and wrote
with the same brush and caused the poem and the
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image to comment one on the other interminably.
The ideographic signs which required a lifetime to
learn and which were clothed in a kind of spiritual
beauty that the artists seized in the tenuity, the thick-
ness, or the complexity of the black arabesques with
which they covered the white paper, brought them

Buppmst Art (Wei) (v Century). Grottos of Yunkang.
Bas-relicf.  (Ed. Chavannes Mivsion.)

little by little to handle the brush dipped in India ink
with consummate ease. Whenever their poetry, born
of the same current of feeling as the painting, had felt
the freshness and the calm of the world around the
monasteries, isolated in the upper valleys, the painters
who commented upon this poetry looked upon the
world with an innocence that had never before been
permitted, by their traditional philosophy, to Chinese
artists. Landseape, that instrument of liberation and
conquest, appeared to them suddenly. And at that



Buoomst Art (v Century). Bas-relief on rock. Grottos of
Yunkang. (Ed. Charannes Misgion.)
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moment the Buddhist soul found in them its most
serene expression.!

Never did the Chinese painters, despite the brevity
of their style, go so far as their pupils, the artists of
Nippon, in the schematized stylization of mnature.
Here there was no question of decorating houses or
temples. They illustrated poems for themselves, in
that profoundly gentle and yet profoundly egoistic
spirit of the anchorite who has attained to peace from
the life of the passions. The agitation of the cities
did not reach them. The images, which they traced on
the silk with a minuteness that knew no lassitude, or
which they slowly brought to birth from the dabs of
ink that their brush pressed into the rice paper, often
expressed nothing but the inner peace of the philosopher
as he thumbs the writings of the sages, amid indulgent
trees or at the edge of pure waters. They heard no
other sounds than those of the torrents in the moun-
tain or the bleating of the herds. They loved the
hours when the day is undefined, the glow of moonlight
nights, the hesitation of the middle seasons, the mists
that mount at dawn from the flooded rice fields.®
They had gathered a freshness of soul like that of the
morning in which the birds intoxicate themselves.

It is almost impossible to consider Chinese painting
according to that harmonious curve which, in the case
of almost all the other schools, seems to sum up all
the elements of the work: from its beginning, through
the progressive expansion of the elements later on into
a balanced expression, and, later still, to their disorder
and their dispersal. According to the place, according
to the circumstances, the aspect of a century will
change. Here, for example, Buddhistic hieratism will
not appear. There, it will be prolonged up to the
threshold of the modern world, isolated in some region

Ly & f'.n.i:'\ulupmc, L' Art Chinots. ® T,
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that lies far away from the centers of life, or, in the
depths of some well-guarded cloister, thoroughly cut

off from the surrounding
world that lives and moves.
It sometimes takes two
hundred years for a prov-
ince to accept and to yield
to the sentiments of an-
other province, where they
have already been forgot-
ten. Among the Tibetans
this is constant, but it is
also more explicable.
Korea, for example, al-
ways lags behind China,
whereas Japan, which
leaps over transitional
stages, can imitate at will
either a form which dis-
appeared from China ten
centuries ago or one that
is scarcely born to-day.
Tibet is impregnated by
India, Turkestan by Per-
sia, Indo-China by Cam-
bodia and Laos. In China
itself we find the same
thing, according to
the dynasty, the
school, the region, or
the religion. A thing
apart, as it is every-
where, and almost im-
movable in time and

Century).

Bunpmst Art (Wei) (second half of w

Kwan-Yn in soft stone.
(Charler Vignier Collection.)

space, Buddhist art remains distinet from everything

that is not itself.

It weakens. evidently, in proportion
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as faith descends, but it still remains distinet and dis-
tant, a language symbolic of the infinite and the uni-
versal, a spiritual light concentrated in a seated human
form and flowing inexhaustibly from all the surfaces of
that figure,

If we consider Chinese painting in its entirety and
without allowing for its local attempts at emancipa-
tion, the artificial survivals from periods when it
succumbed, and the general confusion of its develop-
ment, we may say that some fifteen centuries passed
before Chinese egoism consented to tear itself from the
contemplative life. Only then could jt go down to the
torrent where the kingfisher watches for his prey, or
furtively approach the bough on which the nightingale,
chilled by the dawn, ruffles his plumage as he rolls his
last sob, or observe the blackbirds hopping on the
snow. It was scarcely before the Ming dynasty, in the
fourteenth or in the fifteenth century, that the Chinese
painters looked closely at the birds, the fishes, and the
flowers, as if to bequeath to Japan, which was asking
their instruction, the incomparable science with which
two or three thousand years of practical and imme-
diately interested observation had equipped them.
With disconcerting facility they disdained, at this
moment, the conventional language that had made their
art so glorious; they abandoned the disciplined liberty
that enabled them to express abstractions of sentiment
merely by respecting and exalting the laws of harmony.

Let us turn away from the birds, the fishes, the
flowers, the things to be described in their physical
aspects; let us for the moment disregard the direct,
pure, and clear portraits whose candid penetrating
glance astonishes us: let us also forget the embroidered
screens and the decorative paintings with their tremu-
lous movement that recalls the flutter of wings., We
then perceive what the great painting of China is:
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it invades our spirit like a wave of music. Tt awakens
intimate and vague sensations, impossible to seize,
but of a limitless profundity; they pass one nto

Buopmst Arr (Wei) (vi to vir Century)., Grotlos
of Long-Men. Guardian of the Gates.
(Ed. Chavannes Mission.)

another, gradually welling up until we are completely
overcome by them. We cannot discern their origin or
their end. The forms in Chinese painting have the
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appearance of still being partly in the clasp of the
primeval clay. Or one might say that they appear
through a layer of water so limpid, so calm, that it
does not disturb the tones which have been fixed and
immobilized under it for a thousand years. Whether

Buopmst Arr (Wei) (vi to vir Century). Grottos of
Long-Men, bas-relief. (Ed. Chavannes Mission.)

they tell us of a pollen of flowers, of the undefined
shades on the throats of birds, or of the subtle colors
that rise from the depths of ripening fruits, the silk
paintings of China have nothing in commeon with the
object. They are states of the soul in the presence of
the world, and the objeet is only a sign—deeply loved,
certainly—which, according to the way it acts and com-
bines with other objects, suggests that state of soul.
The transformation is complete and constant. And
through it, when the Chinese paints or rather evokes
things like the depths of the ocean, which he has
never seen, he does it with a poetry so profound that
it creates reality. Thus, on a canvas the size of a nap-
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kin, a heron preens his plumage in the morning mist—

and the immensity of space is suggested.

Space is

the perpetual accomplice of the Chinese artist. It

condenses around his
paintings with such slow
subtlety that they seem
to emanate fromit. The
masters lay on their
blacks and their reds with
gentleness and power, as
if they were drawing
them forth little by little
from the patina of dark
amber which they seem
to have foreseen and cal-
culated. Children play,
women pass, sages and
gods converse, but that
is never what one sees,
One hears peaceful
melodies that light on
the heart in waves of
serenity.

But serenity, unfortu-
nately, is exhausted as
quickly as is enthusiasm,
for it also is a result of
effort. When the Chinese
artists l;lt‘r.lﬂi'tl’d from the
original sources of their

Tama Arr (vin Century). Tomb
of Tehao-Ling. Mandarin,
(Ed. Chavannes Mission.)

inspiration, they resorted to wine in order to attain
the mental state prescribed by the sages, and in the
artificial enthusiasm of the stimulant, in which they
indulged more and more, they discovered their fire, their
joy, their irony, their serenity even, in proportion to
the amount they drank and to the turn of their minds.
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In gaining mastery over themselves they destroyed
their own life. From century to century, with the
strange slowness that characterizes the activity of the
Chinese, their painting, which had been taken into the
service of the imperial court as soon as it left the
monasteries, followed the evolution of their other
means of expression. It turned to traditionalism, and
did so with an obstinacy especially dangerous, since,
if painting is to live, it must remain the most individual
of all languages. Here it developed in an almost
unbreathable atmosphere of formulas, of rules and
canons which were written down in twenty thousand
works, codes, histories, lists of practitioners, titles of
pictures, and technical treatises that transformed the
art of painting into a kind of exaet science and engen-
dered thousands of imitators and plagiarists of an
ability beyond belief. And so Chinese painting returned
to its origins as a graphic art; it created enormous quan-
tities of models to which the artist could resort for
forms drawn in all their details and all their aspects,
leaving him only the work of grouping them. The
capital vice of Chinese calligraphy, which arrests the
development of the mind by blocking the exchange of
ideas and which carries abstraction into puerile soph-
istry, reappeared in the last expression of the art
which it had endowed with its first technieal tool. It
is the form of revenge which the objective world takes
when it is forgotten too quickly. That intoxication of
the spirit known to men who have rid themselves of all
shackles is denied to him who has lost the right to seek
other forms for his equilibrium than those in which his
ancestor found peace.

jiag

Here we have at once the anchor that holds firm the
soul of China and its pitfall. The architecture of
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luxury, the pagodas and the palaces, reveal this in the
clearest light. Everyvthing in them is preconceived
and artificial, arranged for the demonstration of a
certain number of immemorial rules of metaphysies
and common sense. The faience and the enamel of the

T'axg Anr (vo Century). Tomb of Tchao-Ling, bas-relief.
(Ed. Chavannes Mission.)

roofs, the blues, the greens, and the yellows, shining
in the sun under the veil of dust always hanging over
them, exist above all for the joy of the eyes, although
each one of them symbolizes a meteorological phe-
nomenon, or the forests, the plowed land, the waters,
or some other strip of the earth’s robe. And if every-
thmg is blue in the temples of heaven, everyﬂuug red
in the temples of the sun, everything yellow in the
temples of the earth, everything blue- ‘white in the
temples of the moon, it is that there may be estab-
lished, between the harmonies of the senses and the



Buppnsr Arr (early T'ang, vir Century). Bodhisatva.
(of. Doucet Collection.)
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harmonies of nature, an intimate and continuous co-
herence, in which the serenity of the heart fixes itself,
becomes immobile, and demonstrates to itself its certi-
tude and necessity. But beneath the great need for
unity and calmness,
fetishism and magic
patiently assert their
rights. The placing
of the edifice, the in-
variably uneven
number of roofs su-
perimposed on one
another and turned
up at the corners—
a memory of Mongol
tents—the little bells
jingling at the slight-
est breeze, the mon-
sters of terra cotta
on the openwork
cornices, the moral
maxims painted
everywhere, the
serolls of gilded
wood, the whole
mass of thorn bushes,
arrises, crests, brist- iy Apr (vin Century). Tomb
ling and clawlike of Chouen-Ling. Ram.
forms—everything (Ed. Chacannes Mission.)
shows how con-

stantly the Chinese were concerned with attracting
the genii of wind and water to the edifice and to
the neighboring houses, or of keeping them away.
We observe a similar idea in the great artificial parks,
where all the accidents of the earth’s surface, moun-
t::]ins, rocks, brooks, cascades, forests, and thickets
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are imitated to the point of mania. It is as if the
Chinese who, outside of the cities, never change the orig-
inal aspect of their native soil, were expressing the re-
spect it inspires in them by bringing it down to the
scale of human luxury. The Chinese people is more
submissive than religious, more respectful than enthu-
siastic. It is not that it lacks gods or that it does not
believe them to be real. Those men who called them-
selves the disciples of the profound Lio-Tsze, the Tao-
ists, introduced among the Chinese as many divinities,
perhaps, as are born and die every day on the soil of
India. Moreover, all those beliefs that are interpreted
only by the practices of popular superstition grind one
against another and interpenetrate, so that in the same
individual we almost always find them existing side
by side. 1In reality, whether he is a Buddhist, a Taoist,
a Moslem, or a Christian, the Chinese believes what he
has been advised to believe, without experiencing the
great mystic need to inerease. to modify, or to impose
his faith on others. His gods are abstractions of a prac-
tical and positive kind: longevity, riches, sensuality,
literature, charity—or they are demons, protecting
or hostile genii, the spirits of the earth, of the sky, the
sea, the stars, the mountains, the cities, the villages,
the winds, the clouds, and the running waters; or again
they are deified scholars and writers, But they have
no other importance, If the Chinese conduets himself
properly, observing filial respect, obeying his ancestors
and the Emperor and the mandarins who represent the
Emperor, if he takes care to place his house in such a
way that the spirits shall not be disturbed and that
their watery, agrial, or subterranean dwellings are
preserved—all of which reveals Chinese mastery of
hygiene, meteorology, and agriculture—he does not
doubt then that these spirits will look upon him with
benevolence. No disquieting thoughts plow the



T'axc Arr (vim Century). Tomb of Kino-Ling. Ostrich,
bas-relief. (Ed. Chavannes Mission.)
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depths of his soul. When one roots out desire one kills
remorse, but one also makes an end of the life of the
dream.

What increases, in this age-old habit of discipline
and moral obedience, is patience, The Chinese does
not permit himself to imprint on matter the symbol of
his abstractions until he has serutinized forms for so
long a time that all of them are defined in his memory
by their essential character. When the flash of intu-
ition illuminates our minds and we need to reach the
law, we do not hesitate to thrust aside the accidentals
that mask it. The Chinese, on the contrary, collects
these accidentals, eatalogues them, and uses them in
order to demonstrate the law. His audacities cannot
shock those who know his science. Sinece his abstrac-
tion is fixed, he may express the fact more clearly if he
bends, warps, and twists form in every direction; and
so he makes the wrinkles in his faces so deep that they
must cut into the bone; he arms the mouth with a
hundred teeth, and the shoulders with ten arms: the
head is surmounted with a monstrous skull; the
features grimace; the eyes stick out of the sockets or
are sunk deep in them; he accentuates laughing or
weeping with the most improbable lines: the breasts
fall in folds on the fat of bellies: hips, arms, and legs
are all awry, and fingers are knotted like tendrils of
grape vine. Because of his philosophy he can cause
monsters to erawl on his cornices, unfurl them in the
vellow silk of his standards, and raise them up at the
threshold of his palaces; he has created a whole army
of heraldic dragons, of pheenixes, unicorns, and writhing
chimeras, which are perhaps nothing more than a
vague memory, transmitted by the old legends, of the
last primitive monsters straying among the first men.
In all of this we see the spirit that forces the literary
men to obey a ritual until all their gestures are studied,



T'sxc Art (618-006). Three figurines, terra cotta.
(Charles Vignier Collection.)
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that causes the historians to deform history in order
to make it fit the outline of their systems, that causes
the gardeners to gnarl the trees and manufacture
flowers, the fathers to crush the feet of their daughters,
and executioners to cut men to pieces. Traditional
morality will destroy life rather than adopt its free
movement.

But also, when life is in accord with morality, when
emotion and will meet in harmony, when the spirits
of goodness, kindness, and justice dwell in the ming
of the artist naturally, what goodness, kindness, and
justice there are in the faces and the gestures of the
gods! The great Buddhas of gilt wood sit on their
beds of lotus, their hands open, their faces illumined
by peace, their whole forms filling the shadow of the
sanctuary with the glow of the absolute which pene-
trates them. To combat them and make men forget
their serenity, the Taoist priest gathers from life every
engaging expression that he can find—the divine smile
and the dance of women, the quizzical kindness of the
sages, the childlike joy of the saved, the indeseribable
and blithe atmosphere in which floats the trinity of
happiness, A strange sweetness emanates from all
those little works of wood and ivory, of jade and
bronze, that people the pagodas and encumber the flat
baskets with the colored-paper signs along the erowded
streets where the refuse of humanity accumulates. In
the heart of this philosophic people the philosopher has
indeed extinguished all of that disquietude which racks
men, but so often causes them to rise higher. What
matter? Situated as they are, they have the strength
of those who know little, but who are certain of what
they know. Their peace is a little stupid, no doubt;
their absence of cares, their absence of dreams, has
something that perhaps irritates one in course of time
and is even unhealthful. But one reads in it such a



Kovaxn-Hiov (#) Lohan, painting (first half of the
x Century), (Charlex Vignier Collection.)
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certitude of honesty that one feels oneself attached
to these men. They have given their singular expres-
sion to the moral life by studying the incessant struggle
that takes place in the depths of human nature and
by realizing that it has its origin in the aspiration
toward higher levels. The strange thing is that we
should see beauty in that struggle itself and that the
Chinese should find it in the victory his ancestors won
for him in ages past. He expresses his obstinate,
unlyrical enthusiasm for those who gave him repose of
conscience for all time. And it is the weight of that
repose that we feel in his art.

Therein lies the mystery of this soul which is com-
plex on its surface, but infinitely simple in its depths.
It achieves a seience of form so sure that it can carry
the grimace of its logic to a point that we should call
impossible; but it can also attain to essential and pro-
found beauty when it is lit up by a flash of emotion
or when it is confronted with the necessity of con-
structing a durable and immediately useful work.
We must not allow ourselves to think that their arti-
ficial parks are lacking in freshness and silence. We
must not fail to see that the whole Orient is in the
torrent of strange flowers they cultivate there. They
gather into their triumphal symphonies the color of its
coral reefs strung with pearls, its sumptuously figured
silks that display the red or blue of the heraldic dragons
on the imperial yellow which is strewn with flowers of
dark and gleaming enamel. It is, indeed, the whole
Orient that they give us: the rising and setting of its
hosts of powdery stars in the clearness of rain-swept
skies, Neither must we allow ourselves to believe that
Chinese architecture lacks science and solidity. The
fact that the most ancient examples of it do not date
much farther back than the tenth century is due to
the fragility of the materials. To protect the buildings
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from heat and rain, the Chinese know what slope and
what projection to give to the roofs, which they sup-
port by combinations of demountable framework, as
powerful and as light as the ereations of nature. There
is one thing that they know especially well, and therein
they are like the Romans, nay, more, they are like all
the ancient peoples of the massive continent in which
great summits alternate with great deserts, and great
forests with great rivers: they know how to give to
their work the appearance of style. Whether an airy
or a heavy style, it affords invariably a firm and
sublime base on which to rest our certitude of having
achieved our aim completely. We find this appearance
in the utilitarian edifices of the Chinese,in their bridges,
trinmphal gateways, and gigantic arches, their battle-
mented ramparts and the immense walls that inclose
the plains and climb the mountains. Like the old
sculptors of the valley of the Nile, they have animated
the desert with avenues of ecolossuses, whose modeling
is so vast and so summary that they seem to be installed
in the solitudes for all eternity; the undulation of the
sands, as they spread out to the buttresses of the
mountains, seems gathered up into their structure, and
the sphericity of the sky as it spans the circle of the
plains.

v

If, at about the time that Mareus Aurelius was
sending embassies to China, there had not been the
strange essay at sculpturing the walls of the temple of
Hiao-tang-chan with flat silhouettes that look like
shadows on a wall, or if we had not begun our acquaint-
ance with certain archaic figures that date back at
least to the beginning of our era, we might still believe,
as we did for a long time, that not a stone had been
sculptured in this land until the conauerors of the
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northern provinees had, in the fifth ecentury, intro-
duced the moral contagion of the religion of Buddha.
Here, as in the Indies, we find mountains hollowed out
and rocks submerged by the great wave that rose from
hearts filled with hope to overflowing. When the flood
had receded, it left behind it colossal figures with pure
faces and lowered eyelids, seated giants whose two
hands lie open across each other; palm branches and fans
are waved over the processions that pass with mighty
rhythm across the walls of the temple, ten thousand
gods, smiling, silent, and gentle live in the darkness.!
The cliffs, from top to bottom, were sculptured, the
walls of every rift in the rock became alive, the glow
of the spirit descended from the pillars and the vaults
as they were hewed out along the lines indicated by the
accidents of their projections and their hollows. A
hundred sculptors worked in the shadows to complete
the summary modeling of some gigantic statue; and
such was the unity and power of the creative energy
which animated them, that the divine monster seemed
to issue from two hands and from one intelligence;
it seemed the ery of love that a single breast prolonged

! The monolithie temples of Ta-t"ong-fou, of Long-Men and of Kong, were
discoversd by M. Edouard Chavannes in the eourse of his admirable and
fruitful explorations in 1907, 1 thank him most warmly for having author-
izesd me to reproduce the innumerable photographs that he brought back
with him, and of which I have been able to reproduce only a few because of
lack of space.  (Note to the first edition.)

Also, thanks to Charles Vignier, I have been able to recast completely
the illustrating of this chapter of the present edition. It is to him that 1
owe the information eoncerning origins and chronology which has per-
mitted me, as far as possible, to get a fresh estimate of Chinese urchmology,
o subject that is barely advancing beyond its embryonic stage. 1 hope that
this rare spirit will pardon me if 1 do not venture to use the ordinary formulas
in expressing my thanks to him. The distant and slightly ironie character
of the Chinese sages has exercised so charming an influence on the education
of his sensibility that he must not hesitate to recognize a reflection of that
influence in the very affectionate sentiment entertained toward him b
his unworthy pupil in Sinology.



L1 Kovei-reness (about 910). Children playing on buffaloes,
painting. (Charles Vignier Collection.)



84 MEDLEVAL ART

across the ages. And it is here perhaps that Buddhist
sculpture attained the supreme expression of a science
of light for which there is no equivalent elsewhere,
even among the greatest sculptors. The light does not
seem to mingle, as in Egypt, for example, with the
planes of the statue in order to render subtle its pas-
sages and profiles. One would say that it floats round
the statue. The form seems to swim, to undulate in the
light, like a wave that passes without beginning and
without end. But we have here a specifically Buddhist
quality, shared by this school of the northern con-
querors with the statue makers of India and Korea,
of Japan, of Cambodia, of Tibet, and of Java. It is
held in common by all the representatives of this
strange international school of Buddhist seulpture, in
which the Greek influence is always manifest, through
the nervous purity of the Occidentalized profiles, the
harmony of the proportions, and the manner in which
intelligence sums up and idealizes objectivity. China
proper did not share fully in the faith which the in-
vader from the plateaus of central Asia brought
within her borders. Doubtless, it was but for an hour
that she consented to abandon herself to the supreme
illusion of the promised paradises. The most medita-
tive, but, perhaps because of that, the least idealistic
people in history had consented only against its will to
go with the current that swept all eastern Asia and
gave it that impersonal, secret art, of a spirituality so
pure that ten centuries passed before China had freed
herself from it.

To tell the truth, it was in this land that the wave of
Buddhism lasted the shortest time. China reverted
quickly to her habits of positivist meditation. Bud-
dhism, with its brief climax of love, was still to give
a greater depth and weight to her thought, as happens
on the morrow of a passion tender and too clear-sighted.
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She turned again toward death, and as the men who
had hollowed out the mountains under her eyes had
taught her to bring out
of chaos the architec-
tured form on which
the light and shade
paint the spirit of life,
she was able to give
to the funeral chant
which she sang for a
thousand years, from
the seventh to the six-
teenth century, a pleni-
tude and a gravity of
accent that had been
forgotten since the
days of Egypt. There
is a heavy, categorical
strain to it as of a set-
tled thing — like the
final conclusion of an
intelligence that has
turned round itself in
a complete cirele with-
out discovering a single
fissure through which
doubt could enter.
Certainly, we do not
find in the funerary
statues of China that Suxc Anr (960-1260). Water lilies.
secret illumination (Charles Vignier Collection.)
which mounts from the
depths of the Egyptian colossuses to unite, on the
plane of their undulating surfaces, the mind of man
with the light. The Chinese people, as the masters of
their soil and their culture, never suffered enough to
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seek inner liberty and the consolation for living in a
constant hope of death. They looked on death with
placidity, with no more of fear than of desire. But
the fact that they did not lose sight of death gave to
Chinese positivism a formidable importance. Medi-
tating on death causes one to see essential things. The
anecdote, in which one loses oneself when one is con-
cerned with the adventures of life, leaves the mind
forever. The things that interest and hold the majority
of men cease to fetter the mind, which realizes that it
passes like the daylight between two flutters of an
evelid, and that in the light of this flash it must seize
the absolute. And because it perceives nothing be-
yond life its hymn to death gathers up and confides
to the future everything that is immortal in life.
Funerary sculpture increased in grandeur as the
power of China increased, and decreased when Chinese
power began to wane. From the time of the T ang
tombs to that of the Ming tombs, from the dynasty
that represents China at its apogee to that which marks
the end of the period, the red and yellow desert that
runs in slow waves to the distant mountain chains
where copper and iron repose—the desert of China
saw the rise of massive forms: men, elephants, camels,
rams, horses, and ostriches; some are standing, some
lying down—all are motionless and on guard over the
sleep of the emperors.! The whole plain was a work of
art, like a wall of decoration, snd the sculptors used
the curves, the projections, and the perspective of the
plain to give value and accent to the giants of stone.
They were seen advancing from the horizon, marching
like an army, climbing the hills, descending the wal-
leys, and when they had once arisen for their march

! These tombs of the first great dynasties, from the seventh to the eleventh
eentiry, were discovered also by M. Edouard Chavannes in the course of
his exploration.



Leaxe Arr (x Century). Children playing,
painting. (Langweill Collection.)
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or parade, they heeded neither the grasses nor the
briers that began to grow again as soon as the hewers
of images had disappeared. They followed one another

Iron Pagoda of K'ai-fong-fou (x1v Century).
(Ed. Chavannes Mission.)

and gazed upon one another; and the erouching lions
witnessed also the passing of men laden with tribute
—now hidden, now revealed by the undulations of the
soil. Separated, absolute and definitive, the lone and
silent multitude of forms rose up in the dust, under the



CHINA 89

sky, as if to bear, to the ends of the earth and to the
time when the sun itself should be burned out, the
formidable testimony that man had passed this way.
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Vault of Kiv-yong-kouan (xiv Century). Bas-relief.
(Ed, Charannes Mission.)

S

Starting with the tombs of the T’ang dynasty, from
the powerful, bas-reliefs that remind one of an Assyria
visited by Greece, the Chinese sculptors, already pos-
sessing the most direct vision, condense their science
gl;_adua]ly to arrive at a more summary expression.
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Under the Sungs they were able to conceive an object
as a mass so full, so shorn of details and aceidents, so
heavy and condensed, that it seemed to bear the weight
of thirty centuries of metaphysical meditation. Thence-
forward they could permit themselves all the styliza-
tions, all the deformations, all the audacities needed
for the affirming of the moral truths revealed to China

Wall of Glazed Brick of Ta-t'ong-fou.
(Ed. Chavannes Mission.)

by the sages of the ancient days. Under the Mings,
at the moment when the artists were about to lay down
their tools, when China, then only marking time, was
ubout to let Japan slip from her embrace, to rush into
the life of freedom and self-conquest, the Chinese had
acquired an imposing virtuosity. They cast enormous
iron statues to guard their temples, They decorate
walls and vaults with strange figures that form melodic
lines undulating in curves which, while irregular, are
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as continuous and rhythmie as the ripples on the sur-
face of the water. Along the colossal avenues, the
grimacing monsters and the chimeras alternate with
the massive elephants, the dromedaries, and the
warriors as straight and as pure in line as towers.
Thus we reach the same conclusions whether we
study this race in the forms farthest removed from
the realism of the early ages, or whether we consider
the sculptured stones that best recall the living masses
one sees outlined against a dusty plain at the approach
of evening—the real domestic animals, the herds, and
the caravans: we may seek in one type of art as well
as in the other for the center of the Chinese soul. It
is a soul devoid of imagination, but so firm and so
concentrated that it is not impossible that its motion-
less realism will one day drive hack the upward-looking
idealism of the Oceident and impose itself on the
Western races when they have beecome eager for repose.
Chinese art is an immensity. The art workman plays
a role in China that is as important in the life of his
people, and as permanent, as in Egypt. For thirty
centuries he peoples the dwellings of the living and the
dwellings of the dead with furniture, carpets, vases,
jewels, and figurines. Three-quarters of his produe-
tion perhaps is still buried. The wvalleys of his two
rivers constitute a mine of art that is doubtless as
inexhaustible as that of the valley of the Nile. Also,
the forms that it yields vary to as great a degree—
from the grave or terrible to the charming, from the
pots of bronze that the Chinese buried for centuries
so that the juices and minerals of the earth should
slowly give them their patina to the swarms of *Tana-
gras™ that issue from the necropolises. These latter
are less picturesque, certainly, than their Greek sisters,
but they are also purer and more summary; they are
conceived with more fleeting contours, more decisive
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planes, and rounder masses, and they offer a more
touching homage to feminine grace, chastity, and
majesty. What matter if this infinite art scems para-
doxical at first sight? As in the case of that Egypt
which at first appeared so monstrous, we are beginning
to perceive here the simplicity, the unity, the grand
coherence of the strangest conceptions. Under the

Tomb of the Mings (xv Century).
Trinumphal Gateway.

grimaces of the statues, under the complicated robes
that cover them, under the outlandish cornices of the
architecture, the bristling masses of the varnished
monsters, and the flaming of red and gold in the
sanctuaries, there is present a real and indestructible
pnnmplt- of construction. Sculptural modeling, which
is sinuous and balanced among the Greeks, a thing of
movement with the Indians, and rectangular with the
Egyptians, is spherical with the Chinese. Under the
ornaments and the symbolic attributes, under the most
disordered coilings and twistings of the monsters, the
passage and the plane of the sculptor penetrate each
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other in a slow and continual progress, as if to produce
a closed block. In its essential examples, one would
say that this sculpture causes form to rise slowly to
abstraction, that the abstraction descends slowly
toward form, and that lightning flashes from the two
as they fuse, eternal, compact, and pure. At such
moments China, like Egypt, Greece, India, and the
France of the Middle Ages, attains one of the summits
of the mind.

v

The spherical unity of the modeling, which expresses
the immemorial soul of China, is the image of its sub-
stance. By its configuration, by its soil, by the race
that peoples it, the Middle Kingdom is a unit. China
and the Chinese form one agglomerate thing in which
the moral and the social solidarity, the passivity and
the impersonality of the crowds, cause their inmost
being to become a mere extension of the country itself.
It is a yellow mass without contours, composed of the
dust and clay of the land: the age-old dust that is
brought by the north winds and that whirls in never-
ending clouds across the disk of the sun, and the clay
carried along by the rivers to cover the earth with
their deposits; the dust and the clay are mixed into
plaster for the walls of the houses, and the houses,
again, and the men with their yellow skin which con-
tinues the soil, merge into the entity which we call
China. The vellow earth goes to the very heart of the
cities, and the perpetual exchange of misery, of dirt,
of provisions brought in by the caravans and the river
traffic, gives to the whole mass. and to the life that
runs through to its depths, a slow, compact movement
that never leaves the circle which it first followed.
The horizon is as closely limited as the life, and all the
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space and all the duration of the world cohere and
are one.

An agriculturalist, or rather, a gardener—for ten
thousand years, perhaps—cultivating his square of
earth with slow patience and solicitude, accumulating

Tomb of the Mings (xv Century). Triumphal Way. Monster,

human fertilizer for it, getting his food and the food for
his family and his beasts out of the smallest space,
always bending over his soft soil and often living
beneath its surface, his whole skin, his feet, and his
hands impregnated with that soil—the Chinese knows
its weight, its consistency, its degree of moisture and
dryness, its very taste. He hears the dull murmur
that stirs it when seed is sprouting. One would say
that his whole sensual imagination has econcentrated in
the desire to handle that unctuous earth and the sub-
stances that he takes from it, the fat jade, cornelian
stone, ervstal, agate, chalcedony, the hard stones
whose spots he knows how to utilize, whose veins he



96 MEDLEVAL ART

knows how to follow, the kaolin and the flint, the white
earth, the copper and the tin that he melts together to
produce his black bronze. He knows his material so
well, he is acquainted to such a degree with its habits
and customs and peculiarities, that he can melt or

Towb of the Mings (xv Century). Triumphal Way. Elephant.

hoil it by holding back or by forcing the fire, so as to
render it more or less hard, more or less brittle, to vein
it, to mix it with other materials: he causes powdered
metal that has been liquified by heat to flow through it,
or breaks its surface with a crackle. His brass is
deeply mottled with the green gold that he runs through
it, with yellow, red, or violet gold, and with irised
blues that have an appearance of danger, like sleeping
waters. As he works his brass, weighty, dense, sonor-
ous, and hard, the metal flattens and swells and takes
on the aspect of solid blocks; the incrustations on its
rough outside, with all the interlacings of slimy skins, of
spines and tentacles, still leave its heavy profile intact
and pure. His bloated dragons aroused by the rum-
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bling and writhing of the sea monsters, his snails and
his toads swollen with pustules, are brought from
within the metal by repoussé, and with so sure a stroke
of the hammer that the creatures seem to adhere by
their own viscosity. The Chinese artist grinds coral

Painting. (H. Verer Collection.)

and turquoise into an imponderable powder that he
may melt it again and compel it to flow between narrow
bands of copper or of gold. and in the enamel made
somber by flame his deep blues, his mat greens, and
his dull, opaque reds form flowers of blood, thick
leaves, and the shining, golden plumage of the birds.
On poreelain, finally, he defines his gifts as a painter,
for they had never been quite able to become a part of
their own time and free themselves from the calligraphic
processes to which they adhered in the monasteries.
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When he reaches porcelain painting, the Chinese can
incorporate the color with the paste and with the
glazes of vitrified silicates, and in strokes as fine as
cobweb or as broad as petals he projects upon the
object to be decorated his childlike gardens, his lakes,
brooks, and cascades, his kiosks and bridges, his butter-
flies and dragon flies, his beloved and well-fertilized
countryside that blooms under the spell of his science
of the sky, the winds, and the crops; there are rain-
washed azures, there are flocks of birds swept along by
squalls, there are clouds, flowered branches, reeds, and
aquatic corollas. Here is the flower, here the insect;
all the living tissues are here—the wing, the stamen,
the antenna, the pulverulent pollen: all the moods of
the air are here—its unfathomable transparence, its
sudden opacity, its infinitude of shades from dawn to
night, from the shower of rain to the dust, and from
the pale moonlight to the red of the sun. Against the
moving background of the blues, the greens, the reds,
the pinks, the vellows, the violets, the whites, and the
blacks, he sets the varied stage on which are performed
the painstaking, concrete, and monotonous labors of
those who cultivate the soil. If he desires to present
clear daylight and smiling gardens, his painting is as
if drenched with dew, it is as fres has a water color,
and it is sharply outlined against the beautiful glazed
and translucent backgrounds. If the cloudy sky
blackens the surface of the waters, then the branches,
the leaves, the dragons, and the landscapes arise
from infinitely opaque depths and are seen vaguely,
like mosses and plants through the water of a spring.
And if a sumptuous evening is the subject which
the ceramist has in mind, he lets the flame of his
furnace creep over the sides of his vase again,

and the variegated enamel gleams amid its wall of
gold.
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Brass and terra cotta take on the sheen of great,
ripe fruits armed with thorns and ready to leave the

branch. How heavy,
how subtle, and how
pure is Chinese form!
One might say that
it is less a material
form, despite its
heaviness, than a
erystallized sound.
The strange, positiv-
ist people! without
an ideal, it still hears,
in the depths of its
obscure soul, this
clear music. In the
cylindrical form, the
ovoid form, or the
spherical form there
is always the eircular
rhythm of China.
Will China alwavs
turn in a ecircle, with
the same patient, in-
defatigable, and slow
effort which permits
her to keep up the
movement that is her
salvation and to live
without advancing?
Or will she break this
circle and adopt as

Mixe Art (xvi Century). Divinity
offering lichens and ehryvsanthemurms,
(Charles Vignier Collection.)

her ideal the constant renewal of herself at the crest
of the mounting waves of things? Will she not at-
tempt, in this incessant pursuit, to gain the illusion of
freedom? 1t is probable. She is stirring. Her five
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hundred million men are going to be swept into the
movement of the Occident; they will break our pain-
ful, age-old equilibrium, overturn the economic rhythm
of the globe, and perhaps, in their turn, impose on
us an immobility that they themselves will require a
thousand or two thousand years to regain. We know
nothing. The complexity of the present and future
world is a thing beyond our grasp. Life rumbles, life
rises. It will yield up its forms to the men yet to be
born, that they may be consoled for having been born.



View 1N JaPas

Chapter 11I. JAPAN

1

— JAPAN, fifty years ago, had not emerged
-0 “| from a social state which recalls that of
the Middle Ages. The Daimyos divided
up the empire into a few great hereditary
i fiefs. Between them and the peasants
- - -5 *
was a warrior caste, the Samurai, and a
priestly caste, the Buddhist monks. Above was the
Emperor, whom no one perceived, the mysterious
intermediary between Heaven and men—and the
Shogun, the real chief of the political and military
organization, having powers of life and death. To
bind the whole fabric together was the steady aim of
the Japanese. Here, then, is our medimval society
in its entirety—less sincere and better policed.!

1Tt is this medieval character, retained by social and political Japan
until the end of the nineteenth century, which decided me to place this
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When the revolution of 1868 caused the feudal
system to fall like a piece of stage setting which had

Broomst Awr. Lacquered wood.  (Lourre.)

concealed from Western eyes the true nature of Japan,
the Occident was astonished at the speed with which

entire chapter, as also all the others treating of the non-European arts, in
the volume devoted to the Middle Ages, which should be looked Upon as o
state of mind rather than as a histories) period. 1t i Lo be observed, how-
ever, that Japanese individualism tends, from the Glteenth century onward,
as in the Oceident, to detach itsell from the religious and philosophic syn-
thesis which charncterizes the medipeval spirit.
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Japan assimilated the external form of the.European
civilizations. At a bound it covered the road that we
had taken four hundred years to travel. The Occident

Buoomisr Arr. Buddhn, Wooden statue, (Lowrre.)

could not understand. It thought the effort dispro-
portionate to the means and destined to failure. It
took for servile imitation the borrowing of a method
whose practical value Japan could appreciate before
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she utilized it, because old habits of artistic and meta-
physical abstraction had prepared the mind of the
people for Western ideas. Under her new armament
of machines, of ships, and of cannons, Japan retained
the essentials of what had constituted and what still
constitutes her strength —her faith in herself, her
controlled passion, her spirit of analysis and recon-
struction.

The reproach addressed to Europeanized Japan is
not new. She had been accused of acquiring from China
—and through China from India—her religion, her
philosophy, her art, and her political institutions,
whereas she had transformed everything, recast every-
thing in the mold of a savagely original mind. If one
were to go back to the sources of history, one would
not find a single people, outside of primitive tribes, to
which another people had not transmitted the essen-
tials of its acquirements. It is the wonder and the
consolation of our human nature, By this solidarity,
which rises victorious above all the wars, all the disas-
ters, and all the silences, everyone who bears the name
of man understands the language of man. Chaldea
fructified Assyria; Assyria transmitted Chaldea to
Persia and, through Persia, stretched forth its hand to
India and to Islam. Egypt educated Greece, Greece
animated Italy and, across the Middle Ages, guided
the modern Occident. The Middle Ages of Europe
rejoined the Arabs, through Byzantium and the Orient.
China, which had felt the contact—by way of India—
of Egypt, of Assyria, and especially of Greece—China
carried over all these mingling forces to Japan that the
latter might make such disposition of them as the
teachings of her soil and her passion should dictate,

When, at about the time of Europe’s conversion to
Christianity, Korea transmitted Buddhism to Japan
and with it the philosophy and the art of the Chinese



Kopo Damsnr (rx Century). Wooden statve, (L'Art du Japon,
publ. by Brunoff.)
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and the Indians, the island empire occupied the same
position that Dorian Greece did in relation to Egypt
and western Asia. Silent, as early Greece had been,
Japan did not know, any more than Greece, that she
would have found the traces of her ancient life if she
had sought the formless statuettes in her tombs.
Although Shintoism deified the forces of nature, it
had proscribed images. This was doubtless a matter
of dogma that was foreign to the soil of Japan and that
came, like Buddhism, from one of those ethnic elements
—DMongol, Malay, or Ainu—which contributed to the
formation of the race. It is certain that Japan accepted
it only half-heartedly. As soon as Buddhism had
opened its sanctuaries to all the Shinto gods, and fixed
their look in bronze and wood, the Japanese recognized
the image of their real desires in them.

But so long as the original materials of the race
cohered, its artists did not free themselves from the
need of Korea, from the immemorial will of the Hindus
and the Chinese. The seated gods with the lowered
eyes and the open hands are like a block, round and
pure and modeled by the light. The spirit that in-
habits them flows from everywhere and envelops them
in solitude and silence, One feels them as bound up
with space, and from all points they seem to gather
its vibrations into their fluid surfaces. Are they
Japanese, Hindu, or Chinese? They are Buddhist.
It is but very slightly that religious seulpture begins,
in the eighth century, to reveal the silent germination
of the true national sentiment. The development is
seen in the work of Kobo Daishi, the old statue maker.
In his statues of warrior gods, so radiant with energy,
there is something of arrested gentleness and of arrested
violence which is already purely Japanese, He will
not surrender his self-control. Whatever his fervor,
his anger, and the impulse of his heart, the Japanese,



Priest of the Tendai seet (about the x Century).
{From The Kokka.)
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when he has attained his true nature, will dominate
the expression of these feelings.

Even when men think they are the masters of those
decisions which seem freest, it is their general and
unreasoned needs which dictate those decisions. When
Japan closed her ports, at the hour when the Fujiwara
came into power, it was because she wanted to grasp

Topa-Souo (xu1 Century). Painting, detail,
(L'Art du Japon, publ. by Brunof.)

in herselfl the meaning of her own effort, amid the
merging currents of the military migrations and mari-
time exchange. This people does not barter either its
power of withdrawing into itself or its power of expan-
sion. As soon as it perceives that it is too much cut off
from the world or that it has been too active, it bends
all its strength to dissipate rapidly the need for repose
that had succeeded action, or of the need for action
which it gathered from repose. It starts out on new
roads with such a frenzy that it must suddenly stop
to retrace its steps and, turning its back on the horizon,
take an inventory of its conquests. In the ninth and
the seventeenth centuries, it forbade the foreigner to
enter its harbors, once in order to assimilate Buddhism
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and again to study in itself the deep echoes of the
Mongol invasions and the first incursions of the Occi-
dental navigators. And it arrives at the decisive stages
of its creative genius at a moment about equally dis-
tant from the time when it closed itself in and the
time when it reopened.

i

The archaism that followed the first closing and the
classicism that followed the second both developed in
the same atmosphere of quietude and work. The
political life concentrated in a single capital, Nara for
the Fujiwara, Yedo for the Tokugawa. The people,
which had been warlike until that time, confided the
care of its defense to the military classes, so as to exploit
the wealth of the torrents and the coasts and to clear
the soil in security. And the sudden peace produced
its usual harvests.

Half-effaced symphonies remain to us from these
first ages of intellectual concentration, in which Bud-
dhism, shared but very little by the people, shut itself
up in the monasteries in order that their silence should
enable it to illumine the old silk kakemonos. And
through these works Japan saw within herself the rise
of her veritable realities, At the moment which is
summed up by the work of Kose Kanaoka, for example,
we find a hieratic art full of the spiritual radiance of
Buddhist painting; and this is paralleled by the appear-
ance, in the somber harmony, of its reds and blacks,
of the gold of the backgrounds and the aureoles, to give
a warmer patina. But the new problems—those of the
idea and those of technic—offer no more than tem-
porary obstacles to the nascent spirit of the Japanese
in its manifesting of a vision that was already more
direct, more incisive, and clear-cut than that of the
artists of the continent. Those three obscure and very



Statue of

the Jingo Kuago (x Century). (From The Kolka.)
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slow centuries, when the artists are held in the archaic
mold, do not yet, to be sure, permit the Japanese s