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Advance Praise for Simply Imperfect

Simply Imperfect is an inspiring breath of fresh air and freedom in our consumerist society — a book that awakens us to the beauty of life’s imperfections. In looking beyond the contemporary world of shallow materialism, Lawrence invites us to celebrate the depth and elegant grace of authentic simplicity, both in our possessions and in our awareness of life.

— Duane Elgin, author of Voluntary Simplicity and The Living Universe

Do those TV home shows where every kitchen and bath “needs updating” drive you bats? Are you very DISinclined to follow the latest fashion trends? Do you find grace and beauty in things that are handmade and well-worn rather than in things that are new and flashy? Then I predict you will be simply delighted to read Simply Imperfect and discover the Japanese aesthetic known as wabi-sabi.

— Cheryl Long, editor-in-chief, Mother Earth News

Robyn Griggs Lawrence applies an ancient Japanese philosophy to today’s world and comes up with relevant, poetic solutions for modern living. This book is a must-read for anyone looking to simplify and create peace — and respite — in their homes.

— Wanda Urbanska, author, The Heart of Simple Living: 7 Paths to a Better Life and coauthor, Less is More

Simply Imperfect is a meditation, a path to be walked upon slowly, a breath to be inhaled and exhaled consciously. Its use of the ancient Japanese philosophy “wabi-sabi”, as a design point of view and, more importantly, a way of being in the world, returns us to the simplicity and beauty of home-made, home-grown, naturally inspired, and all that the cyber-world of virtual and superficial realities has seemingly forgotten. Wabi-sabi is the breeze through a screen door, the patina of a copper roof, the smoothing and grooving of an old wooden table. It is life unfolding without the need to change or correct it ...it’s simply, and wonderfully, imperfect.

— Skaie Knox, editor-in-chief blogger, DiggersList.com

Simply Imperfect is the ideal antidote to the strident, guilt-ridden environmentalism of yesteryear. Robyn Griggs Lawrence gives readers the perspective they need to really enjoy their homes and their lives while making changes in their routines that benefit the planet, and their peace of mind. This is a wise book that I find myself revisiting again and again.

— Bryan Welch, publisher, Mother Earth News, Utne Reader, Natural Home & Garden, and author, Beautiful and Abundant: Building the World We Want (2010)
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To Suzanne Griggs, with love

My mom’s not wabi-sabi at first glance.
She’s much more refined than rustic.
But she taught me gracious manners —
the most important of all wabi traits.
Thank you, Mom.
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I also dedicate this book, with love and respect,
to the honorable Japanese people. A portion of the
proceeds from sales of this book will be donated to the
Tzu Chi Foundation, a Buddhist nonprofit humanitarian
organization providing relief to the devastated region.
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Every spirit builds itself a house; and beyond its house, a world; and beyond its world, a heaven.

Ralph Waldo Emerson
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Rustic yet refined, wabi-sabi celebrates imperfection.
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Kate NaDeau’s hand-built cottage furnished with flea market finds epitomizes wabi-sabi living.

part 1 | discover
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The voyage of discovery is not in seeking new landscapes but in having new eyes.

— Marcel Proust



CHAPTER 1

chasing wabi-sabi

I LANDED AT KATE NADEAU’S SWEET, RUSTIC STONE HOUSE ON A hillside near Belfast, Maine, while scouting houses and gardens to feature in Natural Home magazine. I had gone to see Kate’s gardens, bountiful with vegetables, flowers and herbs that she sells at the farmers’ market under the moniker Stone Soup Farm, but I couldn’t stop asking about the stone cottage. Kate and her former husband, both disciples of back-to-the-landers Scott and Helen Nearing, had built the house over the course of five years, she told me. They had placed every stone with their own hands. Kate was clearly proud of her house, but I had to invite myself to see inside. Kate said she didn’t think a magazine editor would appreciate the way she lived. I told her that Natural Home wasn’t just another home décor magazine. Eventually, she let me in.

Kate’s home was charming, appointed with cozy, flea-market furniture and dumpster finds. Her 1930s stove had narrow rust rivulets in its chipped and yellowing enamel, but it worked well enough to accomplish regular meals as well as some heavy canning and preserving. The wooden dining chairs didn’t match, and a wine-colored armchair near the woodstove had seen better days. Herbs and flowers hung drying from beams overhead. I wanted to sit down and spend the rest of the afternoon in the sunlight at the kitchen table, helping Kate snap beans. I loved her casual, frugal decorating style; nothing was new, and everything had a story and a reason for being in her home. I asked about a rusty grate hanging on the wall.

The essence of education is not to transfer knowledge; it is to guide the learning process, to put responsibility for study into the students’ own hands.

— Tsunesaburo Makiguchi

“Oh, that,” she said. “That is so wabi-sabi.”

“Wobby what?” I asked.

She described wabi-sabi as the Japanese art of appreciating things that are imperfect, primitive and incomplete, and she sent me home with a slim volume, Wabi-Sabi for Artists, Designers, Poets & Philosophers, by Leonard Koren — one of the most important gifts I’ve ever received. Before I even read Koren’s book, I knew I’d been wabi-sabi all my life. This ancient Japanese concept of revering gracefully weathered, rusty things exactly matched my own proclivities. Finally, I would have a word I could use when my mother asked whether I was going to paint those old wooden French doors or replace the 1940s enamel table I worked on with a real desk. I delved more deeply and found that décor was wabi-sabi’s surface, one facet of a philosophy that promotes attention, reverence, generosity and respect — the foundation of a happy home.

Wabi-sabi isn’t a “look,” like French country or shabby chic. Intimately tied to Zen Buddhism and the Japanese Way of Tea, it’s a subtly spiritual philosophy that offers a path toward home as sanctuary, a simple place devoid of clutter, disturbance and distraction — including the voices in our heads that attach all sorts of tasks and to-do lists to home. Wabi-sabi doesn’t suggest we ignore these tasks, but it does say we can pay attention when attention is due and stop worrying about them when we should be enjoying dinner with our families. It focuses on things as they are, right now. Everything in our homes — from the breakfast table to the attic windows — presents an opportunity to see beauty. Wabi-sabi is a lens.
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I went to Japan to learn more about wabi-sabi. I found it in the crowded, twisted alleyways of Tokyo’s Asakusa district, where I was always lost and strangers would walk me to my destination if they didn’t speak English. I understood it every time I watched a store clerk carefully wrap a jar of pickles in pretty paper, turning it into a small moment of celebration. I felt it when my host or hostess would turn my shoes around to face the door, so they would be easier to slip into when I left.

I feasted on wabi-sabi. In Japan, simple food — fish, rice, vegetables, seaweed and vinegar — becomes a visual feast, honoring the guests, the food, the dishes and even the utensils. There’s nothing more beautiful than pan-seared hake’s golden-brown edges picking up the rusty flecks of the platter it’s on or five thin slices of raw tuna and a dab of bright green wasabi fanned on an opalescent shell-shaped plate. On a hot summer day, a smooth, thin square of chilled tofu (hiyayakko), floating on half-melted ice chunks in a shallow bamboo bowl, is sublime.

Greek writer Lafcadio Hearn, who explored late-19th-century Japan extensively, described the Japanese culture as having “an ethical charm reflected in the common life of the people.” According to Hearn, “the commonest incidents of everyday life are transfigured by a courtesy at once so artless and so faultless that it appears to spring directly from the heart, without any teaching.” That generous attention to the moment, so prevalent throughout Japan, is my understanding of wabi-sabi.

In Japanese, the same character used to write tsukaeau, “to be of service to one another,” can also be read as shiawase, or “happiness.”
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Robert Compton’s wood-fired pottery belies his wabi-sabi mastery.

I traveled to Shigaraki, an ancient pottery center, to visit Buddhist priest and tea master Shiho Kanzaki. Kanzaki-san’s exquisite vases, pots and tea bowls, fired in traditional wood-fired Anagama kilns, embody wabi-sabi’s very essence. Over lunch with Kanzaki-san and his wife in a weathered Shigaraki tea house, we stopped before each course to admire the pottery. The bowls and plates had been made by Kanzaki-san’s apprentices, and he quietly pointed out the color variations and the markings left by ash when the dishes were fired. We admired how the rustic acorn-colored bowls embraced lightly battered shrimp and soba noodles as steam rose from the thick dark cups holding our strong green tea. Then he turned the conversation to relationship. “Manner and behavior is most important,” Kanzaki-san told me. “You always have to think of other persons. If you are always thinking of other persons, you can understand the real wabi-sabi.”
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wabi

Enduring poverty in life

I prepare fire on the hearth

and enjoy the profound touch of Tea.

— Matuo Basho

Wabi stems from the root wa, which means harmony, peace, tranquility and balance. In early Japanese poetry, wabi meant sad, desolate and lonely, but also simple, humble by choice and in tune with nature.

Until Zen Buddhism became widespread in the 14th century, wabi was a pejorative term used to describe cheerless, miserable outcasts. As respect for monks’ and hermits’ spiritual asceticism grew, wabi became respectful — even revered. Sixteenth-century tea master Jo-o described a wabi tea man as someone who feels no dissatisfaction even though he owns no Chinese utensils. Wabi is “the joy of the little monk in his wind-torn robe,” a man content with very little, free from greed, indolence and anger.

Desolate undertones still cling to the word wabi, sometimes used to describe “the helpless feeling you have when waiting for your lover.” It’s a diffuse, elusive concept that’s less verbal than emotive, so subtle that you almost miss it. “No other word could be more ambiguous in meaning than wabi,” Kazue Kyoichi wrote in Wabicha no Keifu in 1973. “It’s impossible to explain in other words.”

[image: image]

Sabi, meaning “the bloom of time,” honors rust and the seasonal cycles of birth, decay and rebirth.

sabi

Sabi means “the bloom of time.” It connotes natural progression — tarnish, hoariness, rust — the extinguished gloss of what once sparkled. Sabi things carry their years’ burdens with dignity and grace: a silver bowl mottles as it oxidizes, a wooden barn gently collapses in on itself, a naked winter bough has stark, muscular beauty. An old car left in a field to rust, as it transforms from an eyesore into a part of the landscape, is the sabi of the United States.

Sabi is based on the Buddhist law of annica, or impermanence. Celebrating crumbling, rusty, fraying things acknowledges poetically that nothing (including ourselves and this moment) remains unchanged. Sabi’s meaning has changed over time, from its ancient definition “to be desolate” to the more neutral “to grow old.” By the 13th century, sabi meant taking pleasure in things that were old and faded. A proverb emerged: “Time is kind to things, but unkind to man.”

The words wabi and sabi weren’t always linked, although they’ve been together for such a long time that many people use them interchangeably. I met a tea teacher who hates the phrase because the marriage dilutes the two words’ separate identities. A Kyoto tea master laughed and said they’re thrown together because it sounds catchy, like “ping-pong” and “ding dong.” I never did find out exactly why they came together, but as a phrase, wabi-sabi becomes more than the sum of its parts.

A luxurious house and the taste of delicacies are only pleasures of the mundane world. It is enough if the house does not leak and the food keeps hunger away. This is the teaching of the Buddha — the true meaning of Tea.

— Tea Master Sen no Rikyu

Honoring modest living and the ever-changing moment, wabi-sabi is the Japanese art of finding beauty in imperfection and profundity in nature, of accepting the natural cycle of growth, decay and death. It’s simple, slow and uncluttered — and it reveres authenticity above all. Wabi-sabi is flea markets, not warehouse stores; aged wood, not Pergo; rice paper, not glass. Minimalist wabi-sabi reveres age and celebrates humans over invulnerable machines. It celebrates cracks and crevices and all the marks that time, weather and use leave behind. It reminds us that we are all transient beings — that our bodies and the material world around us are in the process of returning to the dust from which we came. Through wabi-sabi, we learn to embrace both the glory and the impersonal sadness of liver spots, rust and frayed edges, and the march of time they represent.

Wabi-sabi is underplayed and understated, the kind of quiet, undeclared beauty that waits patiently to be discovered. It’s a fragmentary glimpse: the branch representing the entire tree, shoji screens filtering the sun, the moon mostly obscured behind a ribbon of cloud. It’s a richly mellow beauty that’s striking but not obvious, that you can imagine having around you for a long, long time — Katherine Hepburn versus Marilyn Monroe. For the Japanese, it’s the difference between kirei — “merely pretty” — and omoshiroi, the interestingness that kicks something into the realm of beautiful. (Omoshiroi literally means “white-faced,” and its meanings range from fascinating to fantastic.) It’s the peace found in a moss garden, the musty smell of geraniums, the astringent taste of powdered green tea. My favorite Japanese phrase for describing wabi-sabi is natsukashii furusato, “an old memory of my home town.” (As more Japanese people have moved from the countryside to Tokyo and Osaka, this phrase has become more prevalent. Even those who never had roots in a small village want the experience; well-off Japanese people can rent prototypical country houses — complete with grandparents — for weekends.)

Sitting quietly, doing nothing Spring comes, and the grass grows by itself.

— Zenrin, The Gospel According to Zen


many shades of pretty




The Japanese call hidden beauty “ah-ness.” Their lexicon is full of rich descriptions for how things (and people) outwardly appear.

Iki: suggestive, coquettish, sexy; mature but young at heart (Betty White)

Hade: bold, exuberant, youthful, gaudy (Lady Gaga)

Jimi: sedate; proper and unobtrusive but rich and expensive (Queen Elizabeth)

Shibui: severe good taste; quiet but distinctive (Norah Jones)

Miyabi: refined sensibility associated with educated tastes (Barack Obama)

Kirakirashii: shining, brilliant, bright, flashing (Jay-Z)



wabibito: be free

Daisetz T. Suzuki, one of Japan’s foremost English-speaking authorities on Zen Buddhism and an early interpreter of Japanese culture for Westerners, described wabi-sabi as an active aesthetical appreciation of poverty. He refers to poverty not as we Westerners interpret — and fear — it, but establishes the difference between a Thoreau-like wabibito (“wabi person”) and a Dickensian makoto no hinjin, whose poverty makes him desperate and pitiful.

Wabi-sabi is a celebration of the freedom that comes from shedding the huge weight of attachments and material concerns. “Wabi is to be satisfied with a little hut, a room of two or three tatami mats, like the log cabin of Thoreau,” Suzuki wrote, “and with a dish of vegetables picked in the neighboring fields, and perhaps to be listening to the pattering of a gentle spring rainfall.”
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Spending a quiet afternoon soaking up the sunlight can tune you into wabi-sabi.

In wabi-sabi conversations, the word authentic pops up. Everyone, from an authenticity snob who likes certificates to an Eastern-religion seeker who holds authenticity in a completely different realm, has a different idea about what it means. For the purpose of this conversation, I’m defining an authentic wabi-sabi home as one that feels right, without pretense or compromise.

The lapse of time will not turn a bad building into a good, any more than it will turn bad wine into good, but it will most often make a good building very much more beautiful; because it will assimilate it to the surrounding nature, until it seems at last scarcely to have been made, but rather to have grown up from the very soil, an unartificial, inevitable growth.

— William Morris

Homemakers in the Depression era knew wabi-sabi (even if they never uttered the phrase). In their homes, things were patched and mended but scrubbed and clean, handmade or chosen and paid for with care. Their linens may have been thin from many washings, but they were crisply white from lemon-juice treatments. Floors may have shown the wear of many feet, but they were swept clean and warmed up with a rug that had faded gracefully from brilliant red to pale rose. Wood had scratches, but it was polished to show off its grain. For those indoctrinated to believe that anything less than perfect should be replaced, our ancestors’ hands-on frugality is enlightening — welcome respite in our prosperous age of planned obsolescence.

In a wabi-sabi home, possessions are pared down, and pared down again, to those that are necessary for their utility or beauty (ideally, both). What makes the cut? Useful things: the hand-crank eggbeaters from the flea market that work as well and with much less hassle than electric ones. Things that resonate with the spirit of their makers’ hands and hearts: a handmade chair, a six-year-old’s lumpy pottery, a lumpy sheep’s wool afghan. Pieces of history: sepia-toned ancestral photos, baby shoes, a set of dog-eared Nancy Drew mysteries.

Wabi-sabi interiors are muted, dimly lit and shadowy — giving the rooms an enveloping, womblike feeling — with natural materials that are vulnerable to weathering, warping, shrinking, cracking and peeling. The wabi-sabi palette, limited to browns, blacks, grays, earthy greens and rusts, implies a lack of freedom but actually offers the ultimate creative opportunity. In Japan, kimonos come in 100 shades of gray.

living right now: a zen story

Kichibei, a common villager, had a wife whose illness kept her bedridden. Every day, in addition to caring for his wife, he had to cook, sweep and clean his home. One day a neighbor remarked that he must be exhausted. “I do not know what fatigue is,” Kichibei replied, “because caring for my wife every day is always both a first experience and a last experience. There is no doing it again, and so I never tire of it.”
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Depression-era homemakers stitched wabi-sabi into worn but well-loved linens.
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Wabi-sabi stems from Japanese Tea Ceremony, an ancient art that endures to this day.

I draw water
I carry wood
This is my magic.

— Zen poem



CHAPTER 2

teasing out its roots: zen, tea and wabi-sabi

WABI-SABI’S ROOTS LIE IN ZEN BUDDHISM, BROUGHT FROM China to Japan by 12th-century traveling monk Esai, who also picked up a few tea seeds while he was there. Zen, with its principles of “vast emptiness and nothing holy,” stresses austerity, communion with nature, and reverence for everyday life and everyday mind as the path to enlightenment. Zen monks lived ascetic, often isolated, lives and sat for long periods of concentrated meditation. To help his fellow monks stay awake during these sessions, Eisai taught them how to process tea leaves into a hot drink. Tea had arrived in Japan.

Once it left the monk’s hands, tea took on a life of its own. Around the 14th century, the ruling classes developed elaborate rituals that took place in large tea rooms built in a gaudy style known as shoin, with imported hanging scrolls and formally arranged tables for vases and incense burners. Tea practitioners proved their wealth and status through their collections of elegant tea utensils and lacquered serving ware during three-day weekends where up to 100 cups of tea — as well as food and sake — were served. All of the day’s revered tea masters pushed the opulent style, to the delight of the Chinese merchants and importers.
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Zen’s seven ruling principles lead to simple, unpretentious beauty.

In the 15th century, influential tea master and Zen monk Murata Shuko began placing humble, understated utensils made by local artisans next to his finest Chinese porcelain. Saying “It is good to tie a praised horse to a straw-thatched house,” he showed the consuming classes that marrying rough with brilliant made both more interesting, and the market for simple bamboo tea servers and hand-shaped tea bowls blossomed. Shuko’s successor as Japan’s elite tea master, Jo-o, took his master’s criticism for rarefied displays a step further by using everyday items such as the mentsu, a wooden pilgrim’s eating bowl, as a waste-water container, and a Shigaraki onioke, a stoneware bucket used in silk dyeing, as a water jar. Jo-o also brought inexpensive unadorned celadon and peasant wares from nearby Korea into the tea room, making the once-upper crust ceremony accessible to the middle classes.

Jo-o’s disciple, Sen no Rikyu, is widely credited with creating the quiet, simple ceremony that made it possible for everyone — not just the wealthy — to practice tea. In the 16th century, at the end of several centuries of war and an age of extravagant consumerism, Rikyu’s tea ceremony provided a simple, unpretentious oasis that society craved. He served tea in bowls made by anonymous Korean potters and indigenous Japanese craftsmen, and he commissioned pottery from the Raku family, in a style that endures to this day. Rikyu made some of his own utensils out of unlacquered bamboo (as common as crabgrass in Japan, but nowadays a Rikyu original is worth as much as a Leonardo da Vinci painting), and he arranged flowers simply and naturally in bamboo vases and common fishermen’s baskets. His tiny tea huts (one-and-a-half-tatami-mats, as opposed to the four-and-a-half- to eighteen-mat norm), based on the traditional farmer’s hut of rough mud walls, a thatched roof and organically shaped exposed wood, included a low entryway that forced guests to bow and experience humility as they entered. Rikyu held tea gatherings by dim sunlight, filtered through bamboo lattice screens, or moonlight.

guiding lights

Zen’s seven ruling principles are wabi-sabi’s foundation.

Asymmetry (Fukinsei): Stiff, frozen symmetry and artificial perfection are imagination’s nemesis. More human than godlike, asymmetry is loose and spontaneous.

Simplicity (Kanso): Zen is sparse, fresh and neat.

Austerity (Koko): Zen asks us to reduce to “the pith of essence,” down to the essentials.

Naturalness (Shizen): Zen is without pretense or self-consciousness.

Subtle Profundity (Yugen): Within Zen lies a deep reserve, a mysterious, shadowy darkness. The hint of soft moonlight through a skylight would be yugen.

Freedom from Worldly Attachments (Datsuzoku): The Buddha taught non-attachment to life, things and rules. “It is not a strong bond, say the wise, that is made of iron, wood or hemp. Far greater an attachment than that is the longing for jewels and ornaments, children and wives,” he said.

Silence (Seijaku): Inwardly oriented, Zen embraces the quiet calm of dawn, dusk, late autumn and early spring.

The art of chanoyu consists in nothing else but in boiling water, making tea, and sipping it.

— Tea Master Sen no Rikyu

For wealthy merchants and shoguns, this simple, unembellished atmosphere felt like the ultimate luxury — the epitome of high art. For peasants and commoners, it made the art of tea accessible. Through Rikyu’s simple ceremony — known as wabichado (chado means “the way of tea”) — everyone, from warlord to peasant, could experience tea. Wabisuki (“a taste for all things wabi”) took hold of Japan and seeded a revolt against the ruling classes’ gaud. Rikyu’s “aesthetic of the people” made tea available to even the everyday samurai, who had little in the way of material comforts. Preparing and serving the bitter green leaf became a means for ordinary people to escape for a moment and share a ritual. Tea ceremony became a venue for Japan’s finest poets and artists and an important piece of most Zen Buddhists’ practice. Wabichado endures in Japan to this day.

Though most Westerners don’t see the delight in spending four hours kneeling (painfully) to watch someone build a charcoal fire and whisk a bitter green powder known as matcha into a froth, Chanoyu, or tea (literally “hot water for tea”), has been a revered art in Japan for centuries. We could learn a lot from the ceremony’s thoughtfully drawn-out rituals. Tea practitioners are accomplished in the arts of flowers, fine cuisine and — most importantly — etiquette and hospitality. During tea ceremony, a poem is read, a scroll is unveiled and the bamboo tea scoop is given a poetic name. The season is deeply honored in everything from the food to the pottery, and Sen no Rikyu’s canons are revisited. For that alone, everyone should attend at least one tea ceremony.
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Daniel R. Blume

the way is ordinary

Although everything has Buddha nature, we love flowers and we do not care for weeds.... A flower falls, even though we love it, and a weed grows, even though we do not love it.

— Dogen-zenji

Buddhists never hate what’s ugly or love what’s beautiful, because such absolutes don’t exist in a continuous world. If the entire universe is one’s own true self — heaven, earth and humans all stemming from the same root — the natural order includes things that are beautiful and ugly, sweet and bitter, happy and sad. Buddhists love all aspects of life and everything in between. Seeing this way makes imperfection, decay and death easier to accept — and life easier to live.

Rikyu’s four principles of tea — harmony (wa), respect (kei), purity (sei) and tranquility (jaku) — are the means to any good life. “Give those with whom you find yourself every consideration” has been a primary tea tenet since Rikyu’s wabi tea style took hold, in a medieval society rife with warfare. In Rikyu’s tea house — and in tea houses across Japan — samurai set aside their rank and swords and bowed humbly upon entering the tea room. Inside, they were equals. Nanboroku, one of the oldest and most important tea textbooks, said: “In this thatched hut there ought not to be a speck of dust of any kind; both master and visitors are expected to be on terms of absolute sincerity; no ordinary measures of proportion or etiquette or conventionalism are to be followed. A fire is made, water is boiled, and tea is served; this is all that is needed here, no other worldly considerations are to intrude.”


surrender




Believing that tea tools chosen by Japan’s foremost tea master would elevate his status, a poor tea practitioner from the country sent Sen no Rikyu all of his money and asked him to purchase some utensils for him. He was highly disappointed when Rikyu spent all the money on white cloths. When he complained, Rikyu said, “In the wabi style of Tea, even though one owns nothing, if one has only a clean white cloth for wiping the bowl, one is able to drink tea.”



“Tea brings people together in a non-threatening place to escape the modern world; then they can go back out and take that with them,” Gary Cadwallader, an American-born tea master who teaches Rikyu’s wabi style of tea at the Urasenke Center in Kyoto, explained to me. Tea masters teach that every meeting is a once-in-a-lifetime occasion to enjoy good company, beautiful art and a cup of tea. (This is known as ichigo, ichie, “once in a lifetime.”) “If a friend visits you, make him tea, wish him welcome warmly with hospitality,” Rikyu’s predecessor, Jo-o, wrote. “Set some flowers and make him feel comfortable.”

This hospitality endures in Japan today, in the common phrase shaza kissa, “Well, sit down and have some tea.” It’s a phrase that can change everything. A cup of tea makes everyone a friend.
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the ten virtues of tea

When Zen priest Eisai brought tea seeds from China to Japan in the 12th century. He also imparted its ten virtues.

1. It has the blessing of all deities.

2. It promotes filial piety.

3. It drives away evil spirits.

4. It banishes drowsiness.

5. It keeps the five internal organs in harmony.

6. It wards off disease.

7. It strengthens friendship.

8. It disciplines body and mind.

9. It destroys all passions.

10. It gives a peaceful death.

sen no rikyu’s seven rules of tea

1. Arrange the flowers as they are in the fields.

2. Lay the charcoal so it boils the water.

3. Create a cool feeling in summer.

4. Make sure the guests are warm in winter.

5. Be sure everything is ready ahead of time and do not fall behind.

6. Be prepared for rain even if it is not raining.

7. Always be mindful of the guests. (They’re your first, your last, your everything.)
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