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“LabeledTulip: 
A = petal, B = anther, C = filament, D = stigma, E = style, F = 
ovary” 

Functions: 
“The petals serve to protect the reproductive organs and in most 
species to attract pollinators. The sepals (not shown) protect the 
flower bud before it opens. The anther and filament make up the 
stamen, the male reproductive organ. The anther produces pollen 
grains (male gametophytes) and the filament supports the anther 
and supplies it with nutrients. The stigma, style, and ovary make 

!1



up the carpel, the female reproductive organ. The stigma is sticky 
and collects pollen. The style supports the stigma and provides a 
pathway for pollen tubes to reach the ovary. The ovary contains 
the female gametophytes - the ovules, which produce eggs.”(1)  

Scientifically speaking, we could stop here and be amazed at 
how much the tulip has in common with the male and female of 
the human species and dispense with the birds and the bees. 
We’re using the tulip symbolically in this essay because for a 
time it was the most popular flower on earth. It became a symbol 
of wealth and power. The question is, was the tulip valuable 
because of it’s beauty, or was it considered beautiful because of 
it’s value? Somewhere in that distinction of things beautiful, lies 
an aesthetic determination with almost every natural and human 
creation that exists. A little history might be in order.  

“The Tulip was originally a wild flower growing in Central Asia 
and were first cultivated by the Turks as early as 1,000 CE. The 
flowers were introduced in western Europe and the Netherlands 
in the 17th century by Carolus Clusius, a famous biologist from 
Vienna. In the 1590’s he became the director of the Hortus 
Botanicus in Leiden, the oldest botanical garden in Europe, 
founded in 1587. He was hired by the University of Leiden to 
research medicinal plants and while doing so he got some bulbs 
from Turkey from his friend Ogier Ghiselain de Busbecq, the 
ambassador of Constantinople (present day Istanbul). He had 
seen the beautiful flower, called tulip after the Turkish word for 
turban (taliban), grown in the palace gardens and sent a few to 
Clusius for his garden in Leiden. He planted them and that was 
the start of the amazing bulb fields we see today. 

“In the beginning of the 17th century, the tulips were starting to 
be used as a garden decoration in addition to medicinal purposes. 
It soon gained major popularity as a trading product, especially 
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in Holland. The interest in the flower was wide spread and bulbs 
were sold for unbelievably high prices. Botanists started to 
hybridize the flower and they soon found ways of making more 
decorative  specimens. Hybrids and mutations were seen as 
rarities and a sign of high status.”  

“In the months of late 1636 to early 1637 there was a complete 
“Tulip-mania" in the Netherlands. Some examples could cost 
more than an Amsterdam house at the time. Even the ordinary 
citizen took part in the business. They saw how much money the 
upper class made on the commodity and thought that this was an 
easy way of making a fortune at no risk. The bulbs were usually 
sold by weight while they were still in the ground. The trade with 
the un-sprouted flower came to be called ‘wind trade.’” 

“The flower became popular because of the bright colors, 
dramatic flames and frilly petals. To have tulips in one’s home 
was a way to impress. The wealth spread down the social ladder 
as did the demand for tulips.The traders made huge amounts of 
money every month, and many followed suite by selling their 
businesses, family homes, farm animals, furnishings and dowries 
to participate in the market. The government could do nothing to 
stop it, the trade was all about supply and demand. Finally, the 
tulip lost it’s value. Over-supply led to lower prices as dealers 
went bankrupt. Many lost everything when the bottom dropped 
out of the market. This "Tulip Crash" made the government 
introduce special trading restrictions for the flower.” 

“In the 20th century it was discovered that the frilly petals and 
dramatic flames that gave the flower its stunning look, in fact 
were symptoms of an infection by a mosaic virus. A healthy 
flower was supposed to be solid, smooth and monotone. The 
virus came from a louse living on peaches and potatoes. These 
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diseased varieties have long since gone, only the hybrids that 
look similar but are genetically stable are propagated today.”(2) 

Anyone who has lived in the colder climes has risen from the 
winter doldrums in joyful anticipation of these glorious bulbs 
awakening from their winter slumber. As the earth tips all too 
slowly towards the sun, color comes back into a grey and white 
landscape. The fields and gardens become splendidly adorned 
with the magnificent blooms of tulip, daffodils and hyacinth and 
a hundred other less regal blooms, presenting themselves to us 
while nodding and dancing in the fresh, southern breezes. They 
greet us by opening us up once again to great expectations of a 
new summer season: the time of the rose: the shasta daisy and the 
marigold: of beach and barbecues: of no school: new beginnings: 
daydreams and dallying. We need this time to think aesthetically, 
to set aside the “wind trade” and science of it all, and come to 
rest on the “beautiful” by simply accepting it without too much 
dissection and critical examination. Like simply looking into the 
cup of a tulip and letting our imagination take over. 

Those who say that “beauty is in the eyes of the beholder,” 
understand that their mental states educe from primary, sensual 
perceptions as they experience things which they may decide to 
call beautiful. An independent judgement on the part of every 
beholder. Others apprehend beauty in things or nature with un-
enhanced perceptions. The eye picks out an object or an 
arrangement of objects, or hears a certain melody, or understands 
a literal idea and  knows it immediately as something good in 
itself, without decision, judgement or reason. It is not something 
that is seen, heard, touched or smelled, then deliberated 
intellectually. It is something unique only for particular people; 
contiguous with their experience of life itself. Beauty in this case 
is perceived in the “soul” not in the mind. Those who say there is 
no soul, in my opinion, have already begun to intellectualize, 
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preventing themselves from being able to reach the point of 
human distinction where the “supernatural” and the natural come 
together; a place deep in the human being (not only in the 
psyche) where life and love are joined. Perception in this form 
lies in the consciousness that precedes the apparatus of thought. 
Beauty may not necessarily be in “the eyes of [every] beholder.” 
One may assign the word beauty to a work of art or nature, or 
even to another person by the usual reasoned parameters and 
judgements, or by popular acclaim based on general consensus 
and assumptions. These judgements of one thing or another can 
be given the attribution of “beautiful,” but if they are not 
perceived in the depths of our being, in the soul so to speak, they 
may simply be transitory mental concepts. Things that are 
personally pleasing and attractive but can fade over time; like a 
dream you forget upon awakening. There’s much more than a 
hint of eternity in the “beautiful” and it is revealed to our psyche 
as an aspect in the order of the good and the true, which is not 
transitory. What is personally pleasing such as one’s morning 
coffee, a cold beer on a hot day, a young woman in a new 
“Speedo” or Don Juan in a Lamborghini should not be 
considered beautiful in an aesthetic sense. I’m reminded though, 
that the most common colloquialism when commenting on 
something good is not “beautiful” but even “awesome.”  

The study of beauty (if one can really study it), is a branch of 
philosophy called aesthetics. German ästhetisch, from New Latin 
aestheticus, from Greek aisthētikos of sense perception, from 
aisthanesthai to perceive — First Known Use: 1798. 

It occurs to me that if we cannot make a distinction between 
“good” and “bad” it would be impossible to to make a judgement 
between what is beautiful and what is not. There seems to be an 
order about things of beauty rather than confusion and 
asymmetry— objectively speaking. Even in great complexity 
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order reigns over chaos. Dis-ease, an un-beautiful phenomenon is 
something out of order. Homeostasis fails as physical things 
breakdown but even this happens in an orderly, physiological 
fashion.  

The great interrogatory is: “Why?” Why is there so much dis-
order in the world, etc.? Almost everything that is not in the least 
disorderly is “awesome.” We search for causes because it is our 
nature to try to explain the why of things since the brain to mind 
transformation, when we became human beings. We need to 
place or avoid blame when things go wrong; we also need to give 
or take credit when things go right. We know ourselves and have 
the power of reason to help us decipher the things that puzzle us. 
It is possible to solve the riddles that the laws of man and nature 
hand us – – we are all “reasonable” people. However, reasoning 
is a process too, it also has an order to it that is not always 
perfectly logical. Reason is useless for judgement when it starts 
with a false premise. I believe that when a person plays the role 
of “devil’s advocate” he plays a game of false reasoning. Reason 
can only operate in truth. To reason in un-truth has gotten to be 
known as lying. When reasonable people are honest with 
themselves and with others, and deal with true facts, reasoned 
judgements can be  beautiful. It qualifies us as human when we 
perceive the ultimacy of truth. In fact, caritas, i.e., love or charity, 
given honestly, is actually humility standing before optimal truth 
in recognition of how weak we humans can be. It is called grace 
when we are able to perceive our dependence on Truth Itself. 
Grace cannot be earned— it is really Truth’s reward. 

Selfishness, is one’s own truth often masquerading as many 
things. Reasonable, honest people, always need to be on guard 
against those who present dishonest reasons. Love for those who 
deceive us has really nothing to do with what he or she is, 
fundamentally, as a creature. Our only concern should be what he 
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or she does with his or her freedom– and how they act in the 
name of truth. Even then, the quality of mercy is of the highest 
importance. When we consider the truth of our own 
abandonment of “veritas,” and lament our personal 
transgressions against it, only then can we hope to qualify for any 
mercy that may come our way.                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                    

We brushed past the search for causes too quickly. We must look 
a bit further into this matter with respect to aesthetics and what it 
means in terms of effects and how it affects. “To affect something 
is to change or influence it; to effect something is a rather formal 
way of saying `to make it happen’ or the result of a happening. 
It’s confusing because either may produce an 'effect' or a result; 
this can make a big difference in meaning in terms of aesthetics. 
An event can have an effect without affecting someone. 
Experiencing something “beautiful” when it is perceived deeply 
enough can affect people in such a way as to cause a change in 
the individual known as “being moved” by it. The same may 
happen with events called “shocking” or “stunning,” but not in 
the same way as things beautiful. Aesthetic experiences can be 
the motivation or the cause for particular individuals to create 
visual works, literature, music, poetry— art of all types.  

I’m not at all sure that aesthetics can be taught. Techniques and 
good-taste can be acquired, but a deep sense of the beautiful can 
be far above the perceptions of even above average people. 
Whether there are genetic or cultural components, I’m not 
qualified to say. Many cultured people are touched by the arts, by 
nature, or by certain elaborative processes such as higher 
mathematics, etc., but not “moved” by them never really 
knowing why. Is it a sense in the soul, in the depths of being 
where beauty establishes it’s affect? We will get into this a little 
later on. 
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Aristotle (384-322), in Part I, Book II of his Physics says: 

“It would be absurd to try to prove that nature exists, for it is 
obvious that there are many kinds of things, and to prove what is 
obvious by what is not is the mark of a man who is unable to 
distinguish what is self-evident from what is not.”(3)  

Aristotle goes on in Part III of Book II to elaborate on the causes 
of things.  

“Knowledge is the object of our inquiry, and men do not think 
they know a thing till they have grasped the 'why' of (which is to 
grasp it’s primary cause). So clearly we too must do this as 
regards both coming to be and passing away and every kind of 
physical change, in order that, knowing their principles, we may 
try to refer to these principles– each of our problems.”(4) 

Ordinarily, when we speak of causes we mean putting something 
in motion, giving rise to action. Aristotle, in pursuing the “why” 
of things, frames his famous four causes more in the sense of 
principles by which things come to be. Had he known of 
quantum physics (no reference to the atomists of his time), 
perhaps he would have had a different point of view. Most first 
year college students hear about Aristotle’s four causes in 
Philosophy 101. It’s good to briefly refresh ourselves here. 

His first cause is known as the “material cause.” “That out of 
which a thing comes to be.” He gives us an example: “The 
bronze of the statue, the silver of the bowl, and the genera of 
which the bronze and the silver are species.” This is the stuff of 
the first cause. 

His second cause is his “formal cause.” He says: “The form or 
the archetype, i.e. the statement of the essence, and its genera, are 
called 'causes' (e.g. of the octave the relation of 2:1, and 
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generally number), and the parts in the definition.” This is the 
mental essence, the idea, the concept, the plan out of which 
things can come to be. 

The third cause is the “efficient cause.” “The primary source of 
the change or coming to rest; e.g. the man who gave advice is a 
cause, the father is cause of the child, and generally what makes 
of what is made and what causes change of what is changed.” 
This is the activity, the cause that does the making.

The“final cause” is the last of his four causes. “In the sense of 
end or 'that for the sake of which a thing is done, e.g. health is 
the cause of walking about. ('Why is he walking about?' we say. 
'To be healthy', and, having said that, we think we have assigned 
the cause.) The same is true also of all the intermediate steps 
which are brought about through the action of something else as 
means towards the end.” This, simply stated is purpose which, 
according to Aristotle, a thing has for the sake of its being made.

“This then perhaps exhausts the number of ways in which the 
term 'cause' is used.”(5) Aristotle then goes on to explain how the 
word “cause” has several senses and more. For our purpose, 
regarding the mystery of aesthetics, we can begin to offer a few 
opinions at this point. 

The partial quote from William Blake (1757-1827) on the cover 
of this booklet illustrates a point about purpose. “Blake was an 
English painter, poet and printmaker. Largely unrecognized 
during his lifetime, he is now considered a seminal figure in the 
history of the poetry and visual arts of the Romantic Age.”(6) The 
full quote says:

“The tree which moves some to tears of joy is in the eyes of 
others only a green thing that stands in the way. Some see nature 
all ridicule and deformity... and some scarce see nature at all. 
But to the eyes of the man of imagination, nature is imagination 
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itself.”

Here, it appears that Blake sees nature as imagination. Nature 
doesn’t imagine, nature generally is what is imagined about. 
Imagination, on the other hand, is in human-nature since the 
body/mind became a human soul. Humans are the only creatures, 
as far as we know who are capable of transcending the mundane 
and perceive beyond their own selves. With this great gift man 
can be considered a creature of “super-nature.” Someone who is 
able to replicate nature and in many ways improve on it. On the 
contrary, with his absolute freedom he can also be a destroyer of 
nature. Blake sees some individuals as unimpressed, unwilling or 
unable to regard nature as the gift it is, ready to “ridicule and 
deform” it. 

Now, let’s give some consideration to Aristotle’s causation with 
regard to Blake’s understanding.  In his “material cause,” the 
philosopher doesn’t go beyond the stuff out of which something 
is made, although he does give some indication with his “genera 
of which bronze and the silver are species.” He’s not doing 
chemistry. He is elaborating on the stuff of cause— out of which 
things come to be. When Blake speaks of the effect the tree has 
on his aesthetic sense, he’s not talking scientifically about an 
acorn, the soil and the rain which produced the tree, he’s talking 
about the beauty with which the tree affects his super perception. 

In the tears of joy which Blake experiences, we can only presume 
that we are seeing a manifestation of his affectation, the deep 
feeling he sensed with respect to the beauty of a living oak or 
maple, etc. One cannot discount the religious significance of 
Blake’s affections; he was a bit of a mystic though not an 
orthodox churchman. Jesus, for Blake, symbolizes the vital 
relationship and unity between divinity and humanity: "All had 
originally one language, and one religion: this was the religion 
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of Jesus, the everlasting Gospel. Antiquity preaches the Gospel of 
Jesus.”(7) For the philosopher, the “formal cause,” is the plan. 
Something can be made from a mental image, thought of and 
conceived in consciousness. Something comes to be by what is– 
called human creativity, and depending on the thing, the idea 
may be said to have been divinely inspired. Blake’s “vital 
relationship between divinity and humanity”as symbolized by 
Jesus, surely suggests the effects of creation, when “all had 
originally one language, and one religion.”(8) 

Aristotle’s “efficient cause” is the actual fabrication of a thing. 
This cause needs a maker depending on the kind of a thing made. 
The tree that gives Blake such joy can be in a garden or in the 
forest, where ever it stands we can say it’s maker is nature, and 
by inference we may consider nature’s maker as well. For the 
philosopher, the maker is the artist or the artisan, the sculptor, the 
shipwright, carpenter and so forth. It is also understood that the 
composer can conduct an orchestra playing his work, the 
puppeteer may manipulate his own creations in an efficient 
cause.  

In the sense of an end, or for the sake of which a thing is done, 
we have Aristotle’s “final cause.” It would be difficult, at least 
for me, to try to think of something which has no purpose. 
Blake’s tree, of itself, satisfies it’s purpose in Blake’s eyes, by 
serving as the beautiful thing he sees in his aesthetic soul. For the 
shipwright it may become the hull or mast of a beautiful vessel, 
for the builder, the framing of a beautiful home, for the artisan a 
wonderful table, a Stradivarius, hundreds of baseball bats, and so 
on. Even saw dust has a purpose. It is a fair question to ask 
whether all these utilitarian purposes can supersede the living 
beauty of the tree’s original nature. The answer does not 
necessarily depend on the tree, but on all the important predicate 
uses the tree provides for humans, like heat to help them survive 
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freezing winters, clearing for farming or fencing for domestic 
animals, or the carving of a totem  representing the deities, 
similar to Blake’s “ancient” scenario, etc.  

Blake’s context is not utilitarian, but we cannot say that it was 
not useful for him when he was able to satisfy his need for 
beauty as well as provide us with fine works on cold pressed 
paper. I have seen many nature lovers come to swords point with 
the International Paper Company, but I have never doubted for a 
moment that they do not use dry leaves in their privies. It’s also 
been a very long time since writers wrote histories on clay 
tablets, or painters used red ochre and saliva on cave walls. 
Nature provides for us in so many ways, both aesthetically with 
her undeniable beauty, as well as with her motherly provisions 
such as paper-towels and Kleenex to wipe our runny noses. There 
can be no real argument here. However, I will agree with Joyce 
Kilmer: “I think that I shall never see a poem as lovely as a tree.” 

Considering the tree as multi purposeful is obviously the most 
common way people think about trees. But why Blake thinks 
about a tree with such intensity and his counterparts so casually, 
is really the subject of our essay. Beauty then, in the abstract, 
must be in the eye of some beholders but not all beholders, or all 
beholders, each having different degrees of intensity. Perhaps 
Blake perceives beautiful things in an emotional (deeper) way 
while others, to one degree or another, by decision, as we have 
suggested. Can a person simply decide what is beautiful and 
what is not for himself or does the mystery in aesthetics prohibit 
such conclusions? At this point we could reduce this inquiry of 
aesthetics to neuropsychology and sociology, but I would rather 
stay in the neighborhood of philosophy where an abstraction 
such as the concept of beauty belongs. Although there is science 
in art, there is no science of art. 
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Consider the term “work of art.” What an artist re-creates from 
inspiration or natural phenomena is actually work. Artists make 
things. Many “artists,” do not produce one real work of art in 
their lifetime, others, hundreds, depending on their energy and 
sensitivity.  Generally, artists, whether they’re painters, sculptors, 
poets, musicians, etc., are not very pragmatic people. I wouldn’t 
say they live a “harder” life than others, though some do, but 
they are considerably more conscious of existent conditions and 
surroundings. That is to say, more sensitive than most people. 
They don’t see or hear differently from others, but when certain 
instantaneous impressions eventually reach their mental 
apparatus, charging up the right neurons and firing the right 
synapses, they become highly motivated. Their imagination and 
other faculties go into a high level of excitation as they use the 
tools of their particular art to generate the “work.”   

Techniques vary from what they have learned by experience and 
have been taught, or from works of others they have admired. 
That’s how “schools of art” get started, e.g., Avant Gard, Dada; 
or in music Jazz or Blues, etc. The work goes through a process, 
usually in stages, until it meets the artist’s satisfaction-threshold 
where he or she can walk away from it considering it complete. 
Artists almost never consider a work finished. As I have said, I 
don't know whether there’s an aesthetic gene or certain 
enculturation that distinguishes artists from non-artists, or both, 
but artists are unique individuals, probably more in touch with 
the “transcendental” or the “spiritual” than others. Someone who 
is genuinely, aesthetically inspired, will produce works of art of 
some kind depending on the depth of the inspiration. Try as it 
will, science will never be able to tell us what makes a thing 
beautiful. Inspired artists show us every day. 
I don’t think there can be any doubt that “beauty” is available to 
every human being. Race, religion, gender, nationality, economic 
status or certain physical conditions do not seem to inhibit  
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particular people from apprehending the beautiful. Why Blake 
and not his contemporaries? Why Clusius of Vienna and Leiden 
and not the marketeers of tulips in the Netherlands? Speaking of 
the Netherlands, consider Van Gogh, he never sold one painting! 
Were people not able to see the beauty that he saw in the Iris or 
the Cypress, or even in a pair of old shoes; and the enthusiasm in 
his brushwork, until he was gone? Today, his work is worth 
millions.  

What is this curiosity of some being able to perceive deeply, and 
others not? I don’t know that there is a definitive answer to this 
question, although I’m sure an educated determinist or 
neuroscientist would find one. However, since we’re waxing 
philosophic, we can certainly speculate. Let’s try to do it using a 
narrative and dialectic to frame a reasoned disagreement.  

Where we use to live there was a boardwalk. It stretched for 
about a mile or so next to a railroad embankment along the beach 
of a large bay to an inlet which led westward up a narrow river;  
there were moorings and docks there. The bay opened to the 
ocean about three miles to the east. Early mornings, on nice days, 
people would walk along the boardwalk to catch the sun rising 
over the water, or jog to get their exercise. The air was always 
fresh and clean coming off the ocean, although this morning a 
land breeze brought a light scent of the backwater, while the 
gulls and sandpipers had their breakfast skittering among the 
wavelets. Conversations were always easy to come by even 
though no one knew the others name. This Sunday morning the 
sun, below the horizon, had been casting a reddish glow on the 
undersides of the moisture-laden clouds as they traveled west to 
east.  

A blond, heavy set woman with a cherubic face was cleaning up 
after doing an acrylic sketch of the earlier reddened seascape.  
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A tall man in a jogging outfit and a blue baseball cap with the 
word YALE in white on it, had been watching her from a short 
distance away. As she was putting her tools away, the man 
approached her: 

Woman: Good morning, beautiful sunrise today, wasn’t it? 

Man: I dunno, maybe not. 

Woman: You don’t know?  You didn’t see it? 

Man: Sure, I saw it, but y’know what they say “Red Sky in the 
morning, sailor take warning.” 

Woman: (with a smile) Oh, you’re a sailor then? 

Man: No, I was just mentioning the old adage about the red sky 
in the morning that’s a sign of a rainy day ahead. You’ve heard  
that, right? 

Woman: Oh yes.  Doesn’t that go along with the one “Red sky at 
night shepherd’s delight or sailors delight?” 

Man: That’s it! That’s the saying. It’s probably gonna rain some 
time today, probably this afternoon. I’m glad I got all my yard 
work done yesterday. 

Woman: Well, it was a good morning for me.  I was out here real 
early waiting for this. You don’t get too many like this one. A 
perfectly clear day is beautiful in its own way, but on a day like 
this, with the cloud cover, wow! The sunrises are spectacular!  

Man: What kind of paint is that you’re putting in your sack? 
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Woman: Oh, it’s acrylic, plastic I guess. I don't usually use 
acrylic; it drys too fast, but for a sketch like this it’s fine. The 
right moment doesn’t last more than a few minutes and a retarder 
wouldn’t help. Once I have the right notes I can transpose them 
to canvass and oils where I use acrylics only for the under-
painting.  

Man: That’s very interesting.  Ya know, we had a great art school 
at Yale, where I went to school. Where did you go to school? 

Woman: I went to the Art Students League in New York.  Did 
you study art? 

Man: No, I’m a lawyer. My wife does paint by the numbers 
though and she’s good at it.  Your work looks pretty good too. 
How come you took up painting? 

Woman: Don’t ask me!  I’ve been sketching and drawing as long 
as I can remember.  While the other kids were playing with dolls, 
I was coloring with crayons. My mother encouraged me. It kept 
me busy I guess.  Maybe painting took me up! Pictures always 
interested me. I loved slick magazine covers and comic books, 
like– Wonder Woman. 

Man:  How do you make up your mind what to paint? 

Woman: That depends.  If you’re into landscapes, you remember 
places you’ve been, things you’ve seen that made an impression 
on you.   Even certain light and color conditions that called out to 
you, or forms and shapes that please certain sensitivities that you 
feel. When you look around on a walk in the country or a drive 
along the shore, or in the mountains, wherever,  undeniable 
panoramas come up in front of you. If you look around you’ll see 
something so exquisite you’ll remember it and come back to it 
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under other conditions that you believe will even enhance the 
strikingly good view. The beautiful is truth and love grounded in 
creation, in reality; all you need to do is find it, It’s there! 

Man:  As a lawyer,  I can tell you, truth is not that all easy to 
find– to say nothing of love! 

Woman: Listen, don’t let this hair color fool you I’m a little older 
than you are. Beauty or truth, or love for that matter, is in you. If 
you don’t have it in you, you’ll never find it in the landscape or 
in still life’s, like Cezanne’s. Look at some of the great portraits 
and discover the true character of the sitters: in Velasquez’s Pope 
Innocent X, or Sargent’s Madam X for example. An artist is a 
truth seeker, like a judge in a court room. Whether it be in paint, 
notes, words or the memory card in your SLR, or evidence in 
your case, the truth stands out. When you find what is true inside 
yourself, you’re able to find what is beautiful in almost 
everything; then you do your thing.   

Man: That’s a bit of a Candide mentality, don’t you think? I’ve 
seen and heard some pretty wild and crazy stuff they call art. 

Woman: Well, the work of some people can be tough to figure 
out, but it must be truthful, even showing the darker side of 
things. Only in that way can it be said to be beautiful. Take 
Picasso’s Guernica for instance. No real art can lie. The most 
beautiful thing we have in life is the Spirit of Truth in each of us! 
That councilor, is the path to true art— does that appeal to your 
sense of aesthetics?  

Man: Hmm— I’m not sure we can agree; what may be true for 
you is not necessarily true for me.  Truth is a relative thing you 
know.  You will respect that won’t you?  As an artist, you should 
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know better than most people; beauty is in the eyes of the 
beholder. That’s the way the world is! 

By that time they had both walked to the little parking lot just 
under the AMTRAK railroad bridge on the south end of the 
boardwalk. As he drove off  he shouted:   
“Stay dry this afternoon!” 

It didn’t rain. 

Someone said to me once: “I can't think of one useful purpose for 
a mosquito except as an hors d’oeuvre for a frog.” Maybe that’s 
why I never eat frogs legs. Not only was there a necessity for the 
Big Bang but there was also a purpose. The purpose is most 
easily found in what we call Nature: and nature has been laid out 
in an ordered way involving an order - dis-order - order 
sequencing. In other words, what could possibly be positive 
without a negative in post-creation? Energy and Motion operate 
in pluses and minuses in subatomic ways. We still do not have all 
the answers as how that happens according to the “laws of 
nature.” The highest  point in one of these sequences is human-
nature being added to nature. “Evolution in nature is not opposed 
to the notion of Creation because evolution presupposes the 
creation of beings that evolve.”(9)  

Man, in a very real way, is a reflection of his Originator, who 
Plotinus called The One, and most of us call God: especially by 
his having been given absolute freedom. This is why many of the 
ancient texts speak of man being made in the image and likeness 
of the Creator; and why the Messiah, in Christian belief, 
sequencing from the Jews is said to have been revealed by the 
Maker as a Man, in Jesus Christ, about the year six or four BCE. 
This is an historical fact. 

!18



There is the capability only in human-nature, which knows itself, 
that recognizes the Creator as reflected in both himself and in 
nature per se. “However, it is also true that man’s action, when 
his liberty becomes autonomy – which is not liberty but 
autonomy –destroys creation and man takes the place of the 
Creator. This is the grave sin against God the Creator.”(10) The 
“Original Sin.” Man’s innate understanding of his dependence 
upon God in a precarious lifespan, allows him to see beauty in all 
of Creation, and knows well that he is its steward; that nature 
depends on him. This, in a way, is how Blake saw his tree. With 
heartfelt humility: it is also how one may look into the cup of a 
tulip and see the beauty of creation in the works of the Creator. 
This did not just happen, at least as I see it.  

Wednesday, Second Week of Advent– Merry Christmas! 

Jesus exclaimed, ‘Come to me, all you who labour and are 
overburdened, and I will give you rest. Shoulder my yoke and 
learn from me, for I am gentle and humble in heart, and you will 
find rest for your souls. Yes, my yoke is easy and my burden 
light.’   

Matthew 11: 28-30 

NOTES: 

 1 Flower Anatomy 
 2 The Cyberport of Turkey, The History of the Tulip 
 3 Aristotle, Physics, Book II Part I 
 4 Aristotle, Physics, Book II Part III 
 5 Ditto 
 6 Wikipedia, William Blake 
 7 Ditto 
 8  Ditto 

!19



 9 Pope Francis I, Speech Oct 27, 2014 
10 Ditto 
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