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40 The only one of the imaginative arts in which I 
had from childhood taken great pleasure, was mu- 
sic; the best effect of which (and in this it surpass- 
es perhaps every other art) consists in exciting en- 
thusiasm; in winding up  to a high pitch those 
feelings of an elevated kind which are already in 
the character, but to which this excitement gives a 
glow and a fervour, which, though transitory at  its 
utmost height, is precious for sustaining them at 
other times. 

Mill, Autobio~raphy, V 

41 A terrible thing is music in general. What is it? 
Why does it do what it does? They say that music 
stirs the soul. Stupidity! A lie! It acts, it acts 
frightfully (I speak for myself), but not in an en- 
nobling way. It acts neither in an ennobling nor a 
debasing way, but in an  irritating way. How shall 
I say it? Music makes me forget my real situation. 
It transports me into a state which is not my own. 
Under the influence of music I really seem to feel 
what I do not feel, to understand what I do not 
understand, to have powers which I cannot have. 

Tolstoy, Thc Kmtzcr Sonata, XXIII 

42 There is perhaps no emotion incident to human 
life that music cannot render in its abstract medi- 
um by suggesting the pang of it; though of course 
music cannot describe the complex situation 

which lends earthly passions their specific colour. 
The passions, as music renders them, are always 
general. But music has its own substitute for dis- 
tinct representation. It makes feeling specific, nay, 
more delicate and '  precise than association with 
things could make it, by uniting it with musical 
form. 

Santayana, Music 

43 Music is . . . like mathematics, very nearly a 
world by itself; it contains a whole gamut of expe- 
rience, from sensuous elements to ultimate intel- 
lectual harmonies. Yet this second existence, this 
life in music, is no mere ghost of the other; it has 
its own excitements, its quivering alternatives, its 
surprising turns; the abstract energy of it takes on 
so much body, that in progression or declension it 
seems quite as impassioned as any animal 
triumph or any moral drama. 

That a pattering of sounds on the ear should 
have such moment is a fact calculated to give 
pause to those philosophers who attempt to ex- 
plain consciousness by its utility, or who wish to 
make physical and moral processes march side by 
side from all eternity. Music is essentially useless, 
as life is: but both have an ideal extension which 
lends utility to its conditions. 

Santayana, LifE o j  Reason, IV, 4 

16.6 1 Beau& and the Beautiful 

The word "aesthetics" that appears in the 
title of this chapter appears in very few of 
the passages assembled in this section. It is a 
very recent invention as a name for the 
branch of philosophy that deals with the ap- 
preciation of works of fine art and develops 
theories of sensible beauty and the criteria of 
the beautiful in both art and nature. Aes- 
thetics, as a recognized branch of philoso- 
phy, does not come into existence until the 
nineteenth century, but speculation con- 
cerning beauty begins with the Greeks and 
runs through the whole tradition of Western 
thought, in which it is accorded the status of 

membership in that familiar triad of funda- 
mental values-the good, the true, and the 
beautiful. 

The pivotal texts are those that attempt 
to define beauty and to distinguish it from, 
as well as relate it to, truth and goodness. 
The pivotal notions that enter into the def- 
initions are such terms as desire and love, 
pleasure and interest, and knowledge or vi- 
sion. And the pivotal questions raised are 
those that concern the objectivity and sub- 
jectivity of beauty-the sense in which it 
can be said to inhere in the object itself as 
an intrinsic excellence and the sense in 
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which it can be said to exist in the eye of the 
beholder and to depend on his sensibility or 
taste. In this last connection, some of the 
passages here included might have been 
placed in the following section on CRITICISM 
AND THE STANDARDS OF TASTE, and passages 
placed there might have been included here. 

The issue concerning the objectivity and 
subjectivity of beauty, if not resolved, is cer- 
tainly surrounded by the divers point of 
view expressed; and a very close reading of 
the difficult passages taken from Aquinas 
and Kant may discover a resolution of the 
problem through an understanding of the 
relation between the degree of intrinsic ex- 

cellence possessed by a work of art and the 
degree of good taste possessed by the person 
who appreciates its beauty. This does not 
preclude the relativity of the appreciation of 
beauty to the sensibility of the person, nor 
the truth of the proposition de gurtibus non 
disputandum, but it does challenge those who 
too simply identify the beautiful with what 
they happen to like. 

Beauty or excellence in works of art, and 
especially in poetry, is touched on in other 
sections of this chapter, to which the reader 
should refer for a fuller treatment of the sub- 
ject. The reader should also refer to the in- 
dex under appropriate terms. 

1 I am black, but comely, 0 ye daughters of Jerusa- 
lem, as the tents of Kedar, as the curtains of Solo- 
mon. 

Song of Solomon 1 :5 

2 Behold, thou art fair, my love; behold, thou art 
fair; thou hast doves' eyes within thy locks: thy 
hair is as a flock of goats, that appear from mount 
Gil:t-Id. 

Thy teeth are like a flock of sheep that are even 
shorn, which came up from the washing; whereof 
every one bear twins, and none is barren among 
them. 

Thy lips are like a thread of scarlet, and thy 
speech is comely: thy temples are like a piece of a 
pomegranate within thy locks. 

Thy neck is like the tower of David builded for 
an armoury, whereon there hang a thousand 
bucklers, all shields of mighty men. 

Thy two breasts are like two young roes that 
are twins, which feed among the lilies. 

Until the day break, and the shadows flee 
away, I will get me to the mountain of myrrh, and 
to the hill of frankincense. 

Thou art all fair, my love; there is no spot in 
thee. 

Sons of Solomon 4:l-7 

3 Now those who sat with Priam: Panthoijs and 
Thymoites, 

Lampos and Klytios, Hiketaon, scion of Ares, 
with Antenor and Oukalegon, both men of good 

counsel: 
these were seated by ;he Skaian gates, elders of 

the people. 
Now through old age these fought no longer, yet 

were they excellent 

speakers still, and clear, as cicadas'who through 
the forest 

settle on trees, to issue their delicate voice of sing- 
ing. 

Such were they who sat on the tower, chief men of 
the Trojans. 

And these, as they saw Helen along the tower ap- 
proaching, 

murmuring softly to each other uttered their 
winged words: 

"Surely there is no blame on Trojans and strong- 
greaved Achaians 

if for long time they suffer hardship for a woman 
like this one. 

Terrible is the likeness of her face to immortal 
goddesses. 

Still, though she be such, let her go away in the 
ships, lest 

she be left behind, a grief to us and our children." 
Homer, Iliad, 111, 146 

4 He who is fair to look upon is good, and he who is 
good will soon be fair also. 

Sappho, Fragnunf 

5 Socratcs. Beauty is certainly a soft, smooth, slippery 
thing, and therefore of a nature which easily slips 
in and permeates our souls. For I affirm that the 
good is the beautiful. 

Plato, Lysis, 2 16B 

6 Somah. I have been speaking of the fourth and 
last kind of madness, which is imputed to him 
who, when he sees the beauty of earth, is trans- 
ported with the recollection of the true beauty; he 
would like to fly away, but he cannot; he is like a 
bird fluttering and looking upward and careless of 
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the world below; and he is therefore thought to be 
mad. And I have shown this of all inspirations to 
be the noblest and highest and the offspring of the 
highest of him who has or shares in it, and that he 
who loves the beautiful is called a lover because 
he partakes of it. For, as has been already said, 
every soul of man has in the way of nature beheld 

' true being; this was the condition of her passing 
into the form of man. But all souls do not easily 
recall the things of the other world; they may 
have seen them for a short time only, or they may 
have been unfortunate in their earthly lot, and, 
having had their hearts turned to unrighteousness 
through some corrupting influence, they may 
have lost the memory of the holy things which 
once they saw. Few only retain an adequate re- 
membrance of them; and they, when they behold 
here any image of that other world, are rapt in 
amazement; but they are ignorant of what this 
rapture means, because they do not clearly per- 
ceive. For there is no light of justice or temperance 
or any of the higher ideas which are precious to 
souls in the earthly copies of them: they are seen 
through a glass dimly; and there are few who, 
going to the images, behold in them the realities, 
and these only with difficulty. There was a time 
when with the rest of the happy band they saw 
beauty shining in brightness,-we philosophers 
following in the train of Zeus, others in company 
with other gods; and then we beheld the beatific 
vision and were initiated into a mystery which 
may be truly called most blessed, celebrated by us 
in our state of innocence, before we had any expe- 
rience ol evils to come, when we were admitted to 
the sight of apparitions innocent and simple and 
calm and happy, which we beheld shining in pure 
light, pure ourselves and not yet enshrined in that 
living tomb which we carry about, now that we 
are imprisoned in the body, like an oyster in his 
shell. Let me linger over the memory of x e n a  
which have passed away. 

But of beauty, I repeat again that we saw her 
there shining in company with the celestial forms; 
and coming to earth we find her here too, shlning 
in clearness through the clearest aperture of sense. 
For sight is the most piercing of our bodily senses; 
though not by that is wisdom seen; her loveliness 
would have been transporting if there had been a 
visible image of her, and the other ideas, if they 
had visible counterparts, would be equally lovely. 
But this is the privilege of beauty, that being the 
loveliest she is also the most palpable to sight. 
Now he who is not newly initiated or who has 
become corrupted, does not easily rise out of this 
world to the sight of true beauty in the other; he 
looks only at her earthly namesake, and instead of 
being awed at the sight of her, he is given over to 
pleasure, and like a brutish beast he rushes on to 
enjoy and beget; he consorts with wantonness, 
and is not afraid or ashamed of pursuing pleasure 
in violation of nature. But he whose initiation is 

recent, and who has been the spectator of many 
glories in the other world, is amazed when he sees 
any one having a godlike face or form, which is 
the expression of divine beauty; and a t  first a 
shudder runs through him, and again the old awe 
steals over him; then looking upon the face of his 
beloved as of a god he reverences him, and if he 
were not afraid of being thought a downright 
madman, he would sacrifice to his beloved as to 
the image of a god. 

Plato, Phaedncs, 249B 

7 Diotima. He who would proceed aright. . . should 
begin in youth to vis~t beautiful forms . . . and 
soon he will of himself perceive that the beauty of 
one form is akin to the beauty of another; and 
then if beauty of form in general is his pursuit, 
how foolish would he be not to recognize that the 
beauty in every form is one and the same! And 
when he perceives this he will abate his violent 
love of the one, which he will despise and deem a 
small thing, and will become a lover of all beauti- 
ful forms; in the next stage he will consider that 
the beauty of the mind is more honourable than 
the beauty of the outward form. So that if a virtu- 
ous soul have but a little comeliness, he will be 
content to love and tend him, and will search out 
and bring to the birth thoughts which may im- 
prove the young, until he is compelled to contem- 
plate and see the beauty of institutions and laws, 
and to understand that the beauty of them all is of 
one family, and that personal beauty is a trifle; 
and after laws and institutions he will go on to the 
sciences, that he may see their beauty, being not 
like a servant in love with the beauty of one youth 
or man or institution, himself a slave mean and 
narrow-minded, but drawing towards and con- 
templating the vast sea of beauty, he will create 
many fair and noble thoughts and notions in 
boundless love of wisdom; until on that shore he 
grows and waxes strong, and at last the vision is 
revealed to him of a single science, which is the 
xience of beauty everywhere. 

Plato, Symposium, 2 10A 

8 Somafa. Let me ask a question of you: When you 
speak of beautiful things, such as bodies, colours, 
figures, sounds, institutions, do you not call them 
beautiful in reference to some standard: bodies, 
for example, are beautiful in proportion as they 
are useful, or as the sight of them gives pleasure to 
the spectators; can you give any other account of 
personal beauty? 

Polus. 1 cannot. 
Soc. And you would say of figures or colours 

generally that they were beautiful, either by rea- 
son of the pleasure which they give, or of their use, 
or both? 

Pol. Yes, I should. 
Soc. And you would call sounds and music 

beautiful for the same reason? 



Pol. I should. 
Soc. Laws and institutions also have no beauty 

in them except in so far as they are useful or 
pleasant or both? 

Pol. I think not. 
Soc. And may not the same be said of the beauty 

of knowledge? 
Pol. To be sure, Socrates; and I very much ap- 

prove of your measuring beauty by the standard 
of pleasure and utility. 

Soc. And deformity or disgrace may be equally 
measured by the opposite standard of pain and 
evil? 

Pol. Certainly. 
Soc. Then when of two beautiful things one ex- 

ceeds in beauty, the measure of the excess is to be 
taken in one or both of these; that is to say, in 
pleasure or utility or both? 

Pol. Very true. 
Plato, Corgias, 474B 

9 Since the good and the beautiful are different (for 
the former always implies conduct as its subject, 
while the beautiful is found also in motionless 
things), those who assert that the mathematical 
sciences say nothing of the beautiful or the good 
are in error. For these sciences say and prove a 
great deal about them; if they do not expressly 
mention them, but prove attributes which are 
their results or their definitions, it is not true to 
say that they tell us nothing about them. The 
chief forms of beauty are order and symmetry and 
definiteness, which the mathematical sciences 
demonstrate in a special degree. And since these 
(e.g. order and definiteness) are obviously causes 
of many things, evidently these sciences must treat 
this sort of causative principle also (i.e. the beauti- 
ful) as in some sense a cause. 

Aristotle, Metaphysics, 1078a32 

10 A nose which varies from the ideal of straightness 
to a hook or snub may still be of good shape and 
agreeable to the eye; but if the excess be very 
great, ail symmetry is lost, and the nose at last 
ceases to be a nose a t  all on account of some excess 
in one direction or defect in the other; and this is 
true of every part of the human body. 

Aristotle, Politics, 1309b23 

11 T o  be beautiful, a living creature, and every 
whole made up of parts, must not only present a 
certain order in its arrangement of parts, but also 
be of a certain definite magnitude. Beauty is a 
matter of size and order, and therefore impossible 
either ( I )  in a very minute creature, since our per- 
ception becomes indistinct as it approaches in- 
stantaneity; or (2) in a creature of vast size-one, 
say, 1,000 miles long-as in that case, instead of 
the object being seen all at once; the unity and 
wholeness of it is lost to the beholder. 

Aristotle, Poetics, 1450b34 

Art and Aesthetics 

12 There are two kinds of beauty. Loveliness is domi- 
nant in the one and dignity in the other. Of these 
two, we ought to consider loveliness the attribute 
of woman and dignity the attribute of man. 

Cicero, De Ofiu, I, 36 

13 [Cleopalm] received several letters, both from Anto- 
ny and from his friends, to summon her, but she 
took no account of these orders; and at last, as if 
in mockery of them, she came sailing up the river 
Cydnus, in a barge with gilded stern and out- 
spread sails of purple, while oars of silver beat 
time to the music of flutes and fifes and harps. She 
herself lay all along under a canopy of cloth of 
gold, dressed as Venus in a picture, and beautiful 
young boys, like painted Cupids, stood on each 
side to fan her. Her maids were dressed like sea 
nymphs and graces, some steering a t  the rudder, 
some working at  the ropes. The perfumes diffused 
themselves from the vessel to the shore, which was 
covered with multitudes, part following the galley 
up the river on either bank, part running out of 
the city to see the sight. The market-place was 
quite emptied, and Antony at last was left alone 
sitting upon the tribunal; while the word went 
through all the multitude, that Venus was come 
to feast with Bacchus, for the common good of 
Asia. 

O n  her arrival, Antony sent to invite her to 
supper. She thought it fitter he should come to 
her; so, willing to show his good-humour and 
courtesy, he complied, and went. He found the 
preparations to receive him magnificent beyond 
expression, but nothing so admirable as the great 
number of lights; for on a sudden there was let 
down altogether so great a number of branches 
with lights in them so ingeniously disposed, some 
in squares, and some in circles, that the whole 
thing was a spectacle that has seldom been 
equalled for beauty. The next day, Antony invit- 
ed her to supper, and was very desirous to outdo 
her as well in magnificence as contrivance; but he 
found he was altogether beaten in both, and was 
so well convinced of it that he was himself the first 
to jest and mock a t  his poverty of wit and his 
rustic awkwardness. She, perceiving that his rail- 
lery was broad and gross, and savoured more of 
the soldier than the courtier, rejoined in the same 
taste, and fell into it at once, without any sort of 
reluctance or reserve. 

For her actual beauty, it is said, was not in itself 
so remarkable that none could be compared with 
her, or that no one could see her without being 
struck by it, but the contact of her presence, if you 
lived with her, was irresistible; the attraction of 
her person, joining with the charm of her conver- 
sation, and the character that attended all she 
said or did, was something bewitching. 

Plutarch, Antoy 

14 A certain young man a rhetorician came to see 
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Epictetus, with his hair dressed more carefully 
than was usual and his attire in an ornamental 
style; whereupon Epictetus said: Tell me if you do 
not think that some dogs are beautiful and some 
horses, and so of all other animals. "I do think 
so," the youth replied. Are not then some men 
also beautiful and others ugly? "Certainly." Do 
we, then, for the same reason call each of them in 
the same kind beautiful, or each beautiful for 
something peculiar? And you will judge of this 
matter thus. Since we see a dog naturally formed 
for one thing, and a horse for another, and for 
another still, as an example, a nightingale, we 
may generally and not improperly declare each of 
them to be beautiful then when it is most excellent 
according to its nature; but since the nature of 
each is different, each of them seems to me to be 
beautiful in a different way. Is it not so? He ad- 
mitted that it was. That then which makes a dog 
beautiful, makes a horse ugly; and that which 
makes a horse beautiful, makes a dog ugly, if it is 
true that their natures are different. "It seems to 
be so." For I think that what makes a pancratiast 
beautiful, makes a wrestler to be not good, and a 
runner to be most ridiculous; and he who is beau- 
tiful for the Pentathlon, is very ugly for wrestling. 
"It is so," said he. What, then, makes a man beau- 
tiful? Is it that which in its kind makes both a dog 
and a horse beautiful? "It is," he said. What then 
makes a dog beautiful? The possession of the ex- 
cellence of a dog. And what makes a horse beauti- 
ful? The possession of the excellence of a horse. 
What then makes a man beautiful? Is it not the 
possession of the excellence of a man? And do you, 
then, if you wish to be beautiful, young man, la- 
bour at  this, the acquisition of human excellence. 
But what is this? Observe whom you yourself 
praise, when you praise many persons without 
partiality: do you praise the just or the unjust? 
"The just." Whether do you praise the moderate 
or the immoderate? "The moderate." And the 
temperate or the intemperate? "The temperate." 
If, then, you make yourself such a person, you will 
know that you will make yourself beautiful: but so 
long as you neglect these things, you must be ugly, 
even though you contrive all you can to appear 
beautiful. 

Epictetus, Dkmrscs, 111, 1 

15 We ought to observe also that even the things 
which follow after the things which are produced 
according to nature contain something pleasing 
and attractive. For instance, when bread is baked 
some parts are split a t  the surface, and these parts 
which thus open, and have a certain fashion con- 
trary to the purpose of the baker's art, are beauti- 
ful in a manner, and in a peculiar way excite a 
desire for eating. And again, figs, wherr they are 
quite ripe, gape open; and in the ripe olives the 
very circumstance of their being near to rotten- 
ness adds a peculiar beauty to the fruit. And the 

ears of corn bending down, and the lion's eye- 
brows, and the foam which flows from the mouth 
of wild boars, and many other things-though 
they are far from being beautiful, if a man should 
examine them severally-still, because they are 
consequent upon the things which are formed by 
nature, help to adorn them, and they please the 
mind; so that if a man should have a feeling and 
deeper insight with respect to the things which are 
produced in the universe, there is hardly one of 
those which follow by way of consequence which 
will not seem to him to be in a manner disposed so 
as to give pleasure. And so he will see even the 
real gaping jaws of wild beasts with no less plea- 
sure than those which painters and sculptors show 
by imitation; and in an old woman and an old 
man he will be able to see a certain maturity and 
comeliness; and the attractive loveliness of young 
persons he will be able to look on with chaste 
eyes; and many such things will present them- 
selves, not pleasing to every man, but to him only 
who has become truly familiar with nature and 
her works. 

Marcus Aurelius, Meditations, 111, 2 

16 Everything which is in any way beautiful is beau- 
tiful in itself, and terminates in itself, not having 
praise as part of itself. Neither worse then nor bet- 
ter is a thing made by being praised. I affirm this 
also of the things which are called beautiful by the 
vulgar, for example, material things and works of 
art. That which is really beautiful has no need of 
anything; not more than law, not more than 
uuth, not more than benevolence or modesty. 
Which of these things is beautiful because it is 
praised, or spoiled by being blamed? Is such a 
thing as an emerald made worse than it was, if it 
is not praised? O r  gold, ivory, purple, a lyre, a 
little knife, a flower, a shrub? 

Marcus Aurelius, Mcdiktions, IV, 20 

17 We ourselves possess beauty when we are true to 
our own being; our ugliness is in going over to 
another order; our self-knowledge, that is to say, is 
our beauty; in self-ignorance we are ugly. 

Plotinus, Fifth Ennead, VIII, 13 

18 Beauty is that which irradiates symmetry rather 
than symmetry itself and is that which truly calls 
out our love. 

Why else is there more of the glory of beauty 
upon the living and only some faint trace of it 
upon the dead, though the face yet retains all its 
fulnes and symmetry? Why are the most living 
portraits the most beautiful, even though the 
others happen to be more symmetric? Why is the 
living ugly more attractive than the sculptured 
handsome? It is that the one is more nearly what 
we are looking for, and this because there is soul 
there, because there is more of the idea of the 
good, because there is some glow of the light of the 
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good and this illumination awakens and lifts the 
soul and all that goes with it so that the whole 
man is won over to goodness, and in the fullest 
measure stirred to life. 

Plotinus, Skfh Ennead, VII, 22 

19 In writing to you, good friend, who are well 
skilled in culture, I need hardly premise in many 
words that sublimity is a certain consummateness 
and preeminence of phrase, and that the greatest 
poets and prose writers gained the first rank, and 
grasped an eternity of fame, by no other means 
than this. For what is out of the common leads an 
audience, not to persuasion, but to ecstasy. . . . 
The startling effect of the wonderful always and 
everywhere has the better of the merely persuasive 
and the merely pleasing; for to be persuaded de- 
pends, as a rule, on ourselves, but this other qual- 
ity applies irresistible authority and force, and 
gets the better of all hearers. Inventive skill, or- 
derly disposition of matter, we see struggling to 
appear as the effect, not of this or that thing, but 
of the whole tissue of the work in letters. But the 
sublime, shooting forth at  the nick of time, scatters 
everything like a levin bolt and shows the whole 
power of the author at  once. 

Longinus, On the Sublime, I, 4 

20 There is an appeal to the eye in beautiful things, 
in gold and silver and all such; the sense of touch 
has its own powerful pleasures; and the other sen- 
ses find qualities in things suited to them. Worldly 
success has its glory, and the power to command 
and to overcome. . . . But in our quest of all these 
things, we must not depart from You, Lord, or 
deviate from Your Law. This life we live here be- 
low has its own attractiveness, grounded in the 
measure of beauty it has andits harmony with the 
beauty of all lesser things. The bond of human 
friendship is admirable, holding many souls as 
one. Yet in the enjoyment of all such things we 
commit sin if through immoderate inclination to 
them-for though they are good, they are of the 
lowest order of good-things higher and better are 
forgotten, even You, 0 Lord our God, and Your 
Truth and Your Law. These lower things have 
their delights but not such as my God has, for He 
made them all. 

Augustine, Confessions, 11, 5 

21 But. . . I did not a t  that time know, and I was in 
love with those lower beauties. I was sinking into 
the very depths and I said to my friends: "Do we 
love anything save what is beautiful? What then is 
beautiful? and what is beauty? What is it that 
allures us and delights us in the things we love? 
Unless there were grace and beauty in them they 
could not possibly draw us to them." Looking 
deeper I saw that in things themselves we must 
distinguish between the beauty which belongs to 
the whole in itself, and the becomingness which 

A rt and Aeslhelics 

results from right relation to some other thing, as 
a part of the body to the whole body, or a shoe to 
the foot, and such like. This thought surged up 
into my mind from the very depths of my heart 
and I composed certain books De Pulchro et Apt+ 
on the beautiful and the fitting-two books or 
three, I fancy; You know, 0 God, for I do not 
remember. I no longer have. them. Somehow or 
other they have been lost. 

Augustine, Confasions, IV, 13 

22 My eyes love the diverse forms of beauty, brilliant 
and pleasing colors. Let these things not take pos- 
session of my soul; let God possess it, who made 
these things and made them exceedingly good: yet 
He is my good, not they. For they affect me in all 
the waking hours of every day, nor do I find any 
respite from them such as I do sometimes find in 
silence from all the voices of song. For light, the 
queen of colors, suffusing all the things I see 
whenever I am abroad in daylight, entices me as 
it flows before my sight in all its variousness, even 
though I am busy upon something else and not 
observing it. For it works its way into me with 
such power that if it is suddenly withdrawn, I de- 
sire it with great longing; and if it is absent too 
long, it saddens my mind. . . . 

How innumerable are the things made by every 
kind of art and workmanship in clothes, shoes, 
vessels and such like, in pictures also and every 
kind of statue-far beyond necessary and mode- 
rate use and any meaning of devotion-that men 
have added for the delight of their eyes, going 
abroad from themselves after the things they have 
themselves made, interiorly abandoning Him by 
whom they were made and destroying what He 
made in them. But I, 0 my God and my Glory, I 
too utter a hymn to Thee and offer my praise as 
sacrifice to Him who sanctifies me: for all that 
loveliness which passes through men's minds into 
their skillful hands comes from that supreme love- 
liness which is above our souls, which my soul 
sighs for day and night. From the supreme beauty 
those who make and seek after exterior beauty 
derive the measure by which they judge of it, but 
not the measure by which it should be used. Yet 
this measure too is there, and they do not see it: 
for if they did they would not wander far from it, 
but would preserve their strength only for Thee 
and would not dissipate it upon delights that grow 
wearisome. But I, who speak thus and see thus, 
yet entangle my feet in these lower things of beau- 
ty; but Thou wilt pluck me forth, Lord, Thou wilt 
pluck me forth, because Thy mercy is before my 
eyes. 

Augustine, Confessions, X, 34 

23 Beauty and good in a subject are the same, for 
they are based upon the same thing, namely; the 
fonn; and consequently good is praised as beauty. 
But they differ logically, for good properly relates 
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to the appetite (good being what all things desire), 
and therefore it has the aspect of an end (for the 
appetite is a kind of movement towards a thing). 
On the other hand, beauty relates to the knowing 
power, for beautiful things are those which please 
when seen. Hence beauty consists in due propor- 
tion, for the senses delight in things duly propor- 
tioned, as in what is after their own kind-be- 
cause even sense is a sort of reason, just as is every 
knowing power. 

Aquinas, Summa Thcologica, I, 5 ,  4 

24 Beauty includes three conditions: integrity or per- 
fection, since those things which are impaired are 
by the very fact ugly; due proportion or harmony; 
and lastly, brightness, or clarity, whence things 
are called beautiful which have an elegant colour. 

Aquinas, Summa Theologica, I, 39, 8 

25 Beauty . . . consists in a certain clarity and due 
proportion. Now each of these has its roots in the 
reason, because both the light that makes beauty 
seen, and the establishing of due proportion 
among things belong to reason. Hence since the 
contemplative life consists in an act of the reason, 
there is beauty in it per s t  and essentially; there- 
fore it is written (Wis. 8.2) of the contemplation of 
wisdom: I became a l o w  of her bcaay. On the other 
hand, beauty is in the moral virtues by participa- 
tion, in so far that is as they share the order of 
reason; and above all is it in temperance, which 
restrains the concupiscences which especially 
darken the light of reason. Hence it is that the 
virtue of chastity most of all makes man apt for 
contemplation, since sexual pleasures most of all 
weigh the mind down to sensible objects. 

Aquinas, Summa Theologica, 11-11, 180, 2 

26 Ptolemy, the son of Lagus, one day amongst the 
many spoils and booties, which by his victories he 
had acquired, presenting to the Egyptians, in the 
open view of the people, a Bactrian camel all 
black, and a party-coloured slave, in such sort, as 
that the one half of his body was black, and the 
other white, not in partition of breadth by the 
diaphragm, as was that woman consecrated to the 
Indian Venus, whom the Tyanean philosopher 
did see between the River Hydaspes and Mount 
Caucasus, but in a perpendicular dimension of al- 
titude; which were things never before that seen 
in Egypt. He expected by the show of these novel- 
ties to win the love of the people. But what hap- 
pened thereupon? At the production of the camel 
they were all affrighted, and offended at the sight 
of the party-coloured man-some scoffed at  him 
as a detestable monster brought forth by the error 
of nature-in a word, of the hope which he had to 
please these Egyptians, and by such means to in- 
crease the affection which they naturally bore 
him, he was altogether frustrated and disappoint- 
ed; understanding fully by their departments, that 

they took more pleasure and delight in things that 
were proper, handsome, and perfect, than in mis- 
shapen, monstrous, and ridiculous creatures. 

Rabelais, Garganfua and Panhgmel, 
111, Prologue 

27 As for bodily beauty, . . . it is likely that we know 
little about what beauty is in nature and in gener- 
al, since to our own human beauty we give so 
many different forms. If there was any natural 
prescription for it, we should recognize it in com- 
mon, like the heat of fire. We imagine its forms to 
suit our fancy. . . . The Indies paint it black and 
dusky, with large swollen lips and a wide flat nose. 
And they load the cartilage between the nostrils 
with big gold rings, to make it hang down to the 
mouth; as also the lower lip with large hoops en- 
riched with precious stones, so that it falls down 
over their chin; and their charm is to show their 
teeth down to the base of the roots. In Peru, the 
biggest ears are the fairest, and they stretch them 
artificially as much as they can; and a man of this 
day says he saw in one oriental nation this care for 
enlarging them and loading them with heavy jew- 
els in such favor, that time and again he could 
pass his arm, fully clothed, through the hole in an 
ear. Elsewhere there are nations that blacken 
their teeth with great care, and scorn to see white 
ones; elsewhere they stain them red. 

Not only in the Basque country do women con- 
sider themselves more beautiful with heads sha- 
ven, but in plenty of other places, and what is 
more, in certain glacial countries, so Pliny says. 
Mexican women count among their beauties a 
small forehead; and whereas they trim their hair 
on all other parts of the body, on their forehead 
they cultivate it and increase it by art; and they 
have such great esteem for large breasts, that they 
aspire to be able to suckle their children over their 
shoulder. We would represent ugliness that way. 

The Italians make beauty plump and massive, 
the Spaniards hollow and gaunt; and among us, 
one man makes it fair, the other dark; one soft 
and delicate, the other strong and vigorous; one 
demands daintiness and sweetness, another pride 
and majesty. Even as the preference in beauty, 
which Plato attributes to the spherical figure, the 
Epicureans give rather to the pyramidal or the 
square, and cannot swallow a god in the shape of 
a ball. 

Montaigne, Essays, 11, 12, Apology 
for Raymond Sebond 

28 Beauty is a great recommendation in dealings 
with men; it is the prime means of conciliation 
between them, and there is no man so barbarous 
and surly as not to be somewhat struck by its 
charm. The body has a great part in our being, it 
holds a high rank in it; so its structure and com- 
position are well worth cohsideration. Those who 
want to split up our two principal parts and se- 
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Nhere smallness dwells, neither breadth and 
oundness of forehead, nor clarity and softness of 
:yes, nor the moderate form of the nose, nor small 
,ize of ears and mouth, nor regularity and white- 
less of teeth, nor the smooth thickness of a beard 
xown as the husk of a chestnut, nor curly hair, 
nor proper roundness of head, nor freshness of col- 
Dr, nor a pleasant facial expression, nor a n  odor- 
less body, nor just proportion of limbs, can make a 
handsome man. 

Montaigne, Essays, 11, 17, Of Presumption 

I cannot say often enough how much I consider 
beauty a powerful and advantageous quality. Soc- 
rates called it "a short tyranny," and Plato, "the 
privilege of nature." We have no quality that sur- 
passes it in credit. It holds the first place in hu- 
man relations; it presents itself before the rest, se- 
duces and prepossesses our judgment with great 
authority and a wondrous impression. Phryne 
would have lost her case even in the hands of an 
excellent attorney, if, opening her robe, she had 
not corrupted her judges by her dazzling beauty. 
And I find that Cyrus, Alexander, Caesar, those 
three masters of the world, did not forget beauty 
in carrying out their great affairs; nor did Scipio 
the Elder. 

One and the same word in Greek embraces the 
beautiful and the good. And the Holy Ghost often 
calls good those whom it means to call beautiful. I 
would readily uphold the ranking of good things 
found in a song, taken from some ancient poet, 
which Plato says was widely known: health, beau- 
ty, riches. 

Aristotle says that to the beautiful belongs the 
right to command, and that when there are any 
whose beauty approaches that of the images of the . . . . . . . . .  - 
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36 From fairest creatures we desire increase 
That thereby beauty's rose might never die, 
But as the riper should by time decease, 
His tender heir might bear his memory. 

Shakespeare, Sonnet Z 

37 Shall I compare thee to a summer's day? 
Thou art more lovely and more temperate. 
Rough winds do shake the darling buds of May, 
And summer's lease hath all too short a date. 
Sometime too hot the eye of heaven shines, 
And often is his gold complexion dimm'd; 
And every fair from fair sometime declines, 
By chance, or nature's changing course, un- 

trimm'd; 
But thy eternal summer shall not fade 
Nor lose possession of that fair thou ow'st, 
Nor shall Death brag thou wand'rest in his shade 
When in eternal lines to time thou grow'st. 

Shakespeare, Sonnet XVIIZ 

With that same vaunted name Virginity, 
Beauty is natures coyn, must not be hoorded, 
But must be currant, and the good thereof 
Consists in mutual and partak'n bliss, 
Unsavoury in th'injoyment of it self 
If you let slip time, like a neglected rose 
It withers on the stalk with languish't head. 
Beauty is natures brag, and must be shown 
In courts, at  feasts, and high solemnities 
Where most may wonder at the workmanship; 
I t  is for homely features to keep home, 
They had their name thence; course complexions 
And cheeks of sorry grain will serve to ply 
The sampler, and to teize the huswifes wooll. 
What need a vermeil-tinctured lip for that 
Love-darting eyes, or tresses like the Morn? 
There was another meaning in these gifts, 
Think what, and be adviz'd, you are but young 

yet. 

Milton, Comus, 737 

38 When in the chronicle of wasted time 41 Mirabell. Nay, 'tis true: you are no longer hand- I see descriptions of the fairest wights, some when you've lost your Iwer; your beauty 
And beauty making beautiful old rhyme dies upon the instant: for beauty is the lover's gift; 
In praise of ladies dead and lovely knights, 'tis he bestows your charms-your glass is all a 
Then, in the blazon of sweet beauty's best, cheat. The ugly and the old, whom the looking 
Of hand, of foot, of lip, of eye, of brow, glass mortifies, yet after commendation can be 
I see their antique pen would have express'd flattered by it, and discover beauties in it: for that 
Even such a beauty as you master now. reflects our praises, rather than your face. 

Shakespeare, Sonnet CVZ MiNamanf. 0. the vanity of these men! Fainall, 

39 That is the best part of beauty, which a picture 
cannot express; no nor the first sight of life. There 
is no excellent beauty that hath not some strange- 
ness in the proportion. A man cannot tell whether 
Apelles or Albert Diirer were the more trifler; 
whereof the one would make a personage by geo- 
metrical proportions; the other, by taking the best 
parts out of divers faces, to make one excellent. 
Such personages, I think, would please nobody 
but the painter that made them. Not but I think a 
painter may make a better face than ever was; 
but he must do it by a kind of felicity (as a musi- 
cian that maketh a n  excellent air in music) and 
not by rule. A man shall see faces, that if you 
examine them part by part, you shall find never a 
good; and yet altogether do well. 

If it be true that the principal part of beauty is 
in decent motion, certainly it is no marvel though - 
persons in years seem many times more amiable 
. . . [autumn is the beauty of beaut iahfor  no 
youth can be comely but by pardon, and consider- 
ing the youth as to make up the comeliness. Beau- 
ty is as summer fruits, which are easy to corrupt, 
and cannot last; and for the most part i t  makes a 
dissolute youth, and an age a little out of counte- 
nance; but yet certainly again, if it light well, it 
maketh virtue shine, and vices blush. 

Bacon, Of Bcauly 

40 Comw. List Lady be not coy, and be not cosen'd 

d'ye hear him? If they did not commend us, we 
were not handsome! Now you must know they 
could not commend one, if one was not handsome. 
Beauty the lover's gift?-Lord, what is a lover, 
that it can give? Why, one makes lovers as fast as 
one pleases, and they live as long as one pleases, 
and they die as soon as one pleases: and then if 
one pleases one makes more. 

Congreve, Way of Ihc World, 11, v 

42 Now the agonies which affected the mind of So- 
phia, rather augmented than impaired her beau- 
ty; for her tears added brightness to her eyes, and 
her breasts rose higher with her sighs. Indeed, no 
one hath seen beauty in its highest lustre who 
hath never seen it in distress. 

Fielding, Tom Jones, VII, 6 

43 T o  say the truth, perfect beauty in both sexes is a 
more irresistible object than it is generally 
thought; for, notwithstanding some of us are con- 
tented with more homely lots, and learn by rote 
(as children to repeat what gives them no idea) to 
despise outside, and to value more solid charms; 
yet I have always observed, a t  the approach of 
consummate beauty, that these more solid charms 
only shine with that kind of lustre which the stars 
have after the rising of the sun. 

Fielding, Tom Jones, XVI, 9 
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44 No Dolphin came, no Nereid stirr'd: 
Nor cruel Tom, nor Susan heard. 

A Fav'rite has no friend! 
From hence, ye Beauties, undeceiv'd, 
Know, one false step is ne'er retriev'd, 

And be with caution bold. 
Not all that tempts your wand'ring eyes 
And heedless hearts, is lawful prize; 

Nor all, that glisters, gold. 
Gray, Ode on fhe Death of a Favmrite Cat 

45 Ask a toad what beauty is, the to kalon? He will 
answer you that it is his toad wife with two great 
round eyes issuing from her little head, a wide, 
flat mouth, a yellow belly, a brown back. Interro- 
gate a Guinea negro, for him beauty is a black 
oily skin,.deep-set eyes, a flat nose. Interrogate the 
devil; he will tell you that beauty is a pair of 
horns, four claws and a tail. Consult, lastly, the 
philosophers, they will answer you with gibberish: 
they have to have something conforming to the 
arch-type of beauty in essence, to the .to kalon. 

Voltaire, Philosophical Dicfionatg: Beauty 

46 We then fell into a disquisition whether there is 
any beauty independent of utility. The General 
maintained there was not. Dr. Johnson main- 
tained that there was; and he instanced a coffee- 
cup which he held in his hand, the painting of 
which was of no real use, as the cup would hold 
the coffee equally well if plain; yet the painting 
was beautiful. 

Boswell, Lifc ofJohnson (Mar. 31, 1772) 

47 The beautiful is that which, apart from concepts, 
is represented as the object of a universal delight. 
. . . For where any one is conscious that his de- 
light in an object is with him independent of in- 
terest, it is inevitable that he should look on the 
object as one containing a ground of delight for all 
men. For, since the delight is not based on any 
inclination of the subject (or on any other deliber- 
ate interest), but the subject feels himself com- 
pletely free in respect of the liking which he ac- 
cords to the object, he can find as reason for his 
delight no personal conditions to which his own 
subjective self might alone be party. Hence he 
must regard it as resting on what he may also 
presuppose in every other person; and therefore 
he must believe that he has reason for demanding 
a similar delight from every one. Accordingly he 
will speak of the beautiful as if beauty were a 
quality of the object and the judgement logical 
(forming a cognition of the object by concepts of 
it); although it is only aesthetic, and contains 
merely a reference of the representation of the ob- 
ject to the subject; because it still bears this resem- 
blance to the logical judgement, that it may be 
presupposed to be valid for all men. But this uni- 
versality cannot spring from concepts. For from 
concepts there is no transition to the feeling of 
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pleasure or displeasure (save in the case of pure 
practical laws, which, however, carry an interest 
with them; and such an interest does not attach to 
the pure judgement of taste). The result is that the 
judgement of taste, with its attendant con- 
sciousness of detachment from all interest, must 
involve a claim to validity for all men, and must 
do so apart from universality attached to objects, 
i.e., there must be coupled with it a claim to sub- 
jective universality. 

Kant, Crifique of Aesfhefic Judgemmf, 6 

48 The most important and vital distinction between 
the sublime and the beautiful is certainly this: 
that if, as is allowable, we here confine our atten- 
tion in the first instance to the sublime in objects 
of nature (that of art being always restricted by 
the conditions of an agreement with nature), we 
observe that whereas natural beauty (such as is 
self-subsisting) conveys a finality in its form mak- 
ing the object appear, as it were, preadapted to 
our power of judgement, so that it thus forms of 
itself an object of our delight, that which, without 
our indulging in any refinements of thought, but, 
simply in our apprehension of it, excites the feel- 
ing of the sublime, may appear, indeed, in point 
of form to contravene the ends of our power of 
judgement, to be ill-adapted to our faculty of pre- 
sentation, and to be, as it were, an  outrage on the 
imagination, and yet it is judged all the more sub- 
lime on that account. 

From this it may be seen at once that we ex- 
press ourselves on the whole inaccurately if we 
term any object of nature sublime, although we 
may with perfect propriety call many such objects 
beautiful. For how can that which is apprehended 
as inherently contra-final be noted with an ex- 
pression of approval? All that we can say is that 
the object lends itself to the presentation of a sub- 
limity discoverable in the mind. For the sublime, 
in the strict sense of the word, cannot be con- 
tained in any sensuous form, but rather concerns 
ideas of reason, which, although no adequate pre- 
sentation of them is possible, may be excited and 
called into the mind by that very inadequacy it- 
self which does admit of sensuous presentation. 
Thus the broad ocean agitated by storms cannot 
be called sublime. Its aspect is horrible, and one 
must have stored one's mind in advance with a 
rich stock of ideas, if such an intuition is to raise it 
to the pitch of a feeling which is itself sublime- 
sublime because the mind has been incited to 
abandon sensibility and employ itself upon ideas 
involving higher finality. 

Self-subsisting natural beauty reveals to us a 
technic of nature which shows it in the light of a 
system ordered in accordance with laws the prin- 
ciple of which is not to be found within the range 
of our entire faculty of understanding. This prin- 
ciple is that of a finality relative to the employ- 
ment of judgement in respect of phenomena 
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which have thus to be assigned, not merely to na- 
ture regarded as aimless mechanism, but also to 
nature regarded after the analogy of art. Hence it 
gives a veritable extension, not, of course, to our 
knowledge of objects of nature, but to our concep- 
tion of nature itself-nature as mere mechanism 
being enlarged to the conception of nature as 
art-an extension inviting profound inquiries as 
to the possibility of such a form. But in what we 
are wont to call sublime in nature there is such an 
absence ol anything leading to particular objec- 
tive principles and corresponding forms of nature 
that it is rather in its chaos, or in its wildest and 
most irregular disorder and desolation, provided it 
gives signs of magnitude and power, that nature 
chiefly excites the ideas of the sublime. Hence we 
see that the concept of the sublime in nature is far 
less important and rich in consequences than that 
of its beauty. It gives on the whole no indication of 
anything final in nature itself, but only in the pos- 
sible employment of our intuitions of it in induc- 
ing a feeling in our own selves of a finality quite 
independent of nature. For the beautiful in nature 
we must seek a ground external to ourselves, but 
for the sublime one merely in ourselves and the 
attitude of mind that introduces sublimity into the 
representation of nature. This is a very needful 
preliminary remark. I t  entirely separates the ideas 
of the sublime from that of a finality of nature, 
and makes the theory of the sublime a mere ap- 
pendage to the aesthetic estimate of the finality of 
nature, because it does not give a representation 
of any particular form in nature, but involves no 
more than the development of a final employment 
by the imagination of its own representation. 

Kant, Critique of Aesfhefic Judgemml, 23 

49 There is no science of the beautiful, but only a 
critique. Nor, again, is there an elegant science, 
but only a fine art. For a science of the beautiful 
would have to determine scientifically, that is, by 
means of proofs, whether a thing was to be consid- 
ered beautiful or not; and the judgement upon 
beauty, consequently, would, if belonging to sci- 
ecce, fail to be a judgement of taste. As for a 
beautiful science-a science which, as such, is to 
be beautiful, is a nonentity. 

Kant, Crifiquc of Acsfhetic Judgment, 44 

50 Once the teleological estimate of nature, support- 
ed by the physical ends, actually presented to us 
in organic beings, has entitled us to form the idea 
of a vast system of natural ends, we may regard 
even natural beauty from this point of view, such 
beauty being an accordance of nature with the 
free play of our cognitive faculties as engaged in 
grasping and estimating its appearance. For then 
we may look upon it as an objective finality of 
nature in its entirety as a system of which man is 
a member. We may regard it as a favour that 
nature has extended to us, that besides giving us 
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what is useful it has dispensed beauty and charms 
in such abundance, and for this we may love it, 
just as we view it with respect because of its im- 
mensity, and feel ourselves ennobled by such con- 
templation-just as if nature had erected and dec- 
orated its splendid stage with this precise purpose 
in its mind. 

Kant, Cniiquc of Teleological Ju lgmmf ,  67 

51 Fa&. Have I still eyes? Is Beauty's spring, out- 
pouring, 

Revealed most richly to my inmost soul? 
My dread path brought me to this loftiest goal! 
Void was the world and barred to my exploring! 
What is it now since this my priesthood's hour? 
Worth wishing for, firm-based, a lasting dower! 
Vanish from me my every vital power 
If I forsake thee, treacherous to my duty! 
The lovely form that once my fancy captured, 
That in the magic glass enraptured, 
Was but a foam-born phantom of such beauty!- 
To thee alone I render up with gladness 
The very essence of my passion, 
Fancy, desire, love, worship, madness! 

Goethe, Faust, 11, 1, 6487 

52 Chirm. Woman's beauty? That is not worth 
telling, 

Too oft a rigid image do we see; 
I praise alone a being welling 
With love of life and gaiety. 
Self-blest is beauty, cold and listless, 
'Tis winsomeness that makes resistless. 

Goethe, Faust, 11, 2, 7399 

53 Chom. 0 lady glorious, do not disdain 
Honoured possession of highest estate! 
For to thee alone is the greatest boon given: 
The fame of beauty transcending all else. 
The hero's name resounds ere he comes, 
Hence proudly he strides, 
Yet bows at once the stubbornest man 
At the throne of Beauty, the all-conquering. 

Goethe, Faw,  11, 3,8516 

54 Phorkyas. Old is the word, yet high and true re- 
mains the sense, 

That Modesty and Beauty never, hand in hand, 
Pursue their way along the verdant paths of earth. 
Deep-rooted dwells in both of them an ancient 

hate, 
That wheresoever on the way they chance to 

meet, 
Each on the other turns her back in enmity. 
Then each one hastens on with greater vehe- 

mence, 
Modesty sad but Beauty insolent of mood, 
Till Orcus' hollow night a t  last envelops them, 
Unless old age has fettered them before that time. 

Goethe, Fausf, 11, 3, 8754 
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55 Lynceus. Easy are the lord's commands, 
Child's-play to the servant's hands: 
Beauty in such fair excess 
Rules all wealth, rules blood no less. 
All the army now is tame, 
All the swords are blunt and lame. 
By this glorious form, behold! 
Even the sun seems faint and cold. 
By this wealth of loveliness 
All is empty nothingness. 

Goethe, Faust, 11, 3,9346 

56 A marriageable girl, whose natural destiny is to 
bear and suckle children, will not be beautiful 
without the proper breadth of the pelvis and the 
necessary fullness of the breasts. 

Goethc, Conversations w i h  Eckmnann 
(Apr. 18, 1827) 

57 She walks in beauty, like the night 
Of cloudless climes and starry skies; 

And all that's best of dark and bright 
Meet in her aspect and her eyes. 

Byron, She Walks in Beau9 

58 0 Attic shape! Fair attitude! with brede 
Of marble men and maidens overwrought, 

With forest branches and the trodden weed; 
Thou, silent form, dost tease us out of thought 

As doth eternity: Cold Pastoral! 
When old age shall this generation waste, 

Thou shalt remain, in midst of other woe 
Than ours, a friend to man, to whom thou 

say'st, 
'Beauty is truth, truth beauty,'-that is all 

Ye know on earth, and all ye need to know. 
Keats, Ode on a Grecian Urn 

59 The voice .I hear this passing, night was heard 
In ancient days by emperor and clown: 

Perhaps the self-same song that found'a path 
Through the sad heart of Ruth, when, sick for 

home; 
She stood in tears amid the alien corn; 

The s h e  that oft-times hath 
Charm'd magic casements, opening on the 

foam 
Of perilous seas, in fmry lands forlorn. 

Keats, Ode to a Nightingale 

60 A thing of beauty is a joy for ever: 
Its loveliness increases; it will never 
Pass into nothingness; but still will keep 
A bower quiet for us, and a sleep 
Full of sweet dreams, and health, and quiet 

breathing. 
Keats, Endymion, I, 1 

61 There is a beauty of a peculiar kind in women, in 
which their countenance presents a transparency 
of skin, a light and lovely roseate hue, which is 

unlike the complexion of mere health and vital 
vigor-a more refined bloom, breathed, as it were, 
by the soul within-and in which the features, the 
light of the eye, the position of the mouth, appear 
soft, yielding, and relaxed. This almost unearthly 
beauty is perceived in women in those days which 
immediately succeed childbirth; when freedom 
from the burden of pregnancy and the pains of 
travail is added to the joy of soul that welcomes 
the gift of a beloved infant. A similar tone of 
beauty is seen also in women during the magical 
somnambulic sleep, connecting them with a world 
of superterrestrial beauty. A great artist (Scho- 
reel) has moreover given this tone to the dying 
Mary, whose spirit is already rising to the regions 
of the blessed, but once more, as it were, lights up 
her dying countenance for a farewell kiss. Such a 
beauty we find also in its loveliest form in the 
Indian world; a beauty of enervation in which all 
that is rough, rigid, and contradictory is dissolved, 
and we have only the soul in a state of emotion; a 
soul, however, in which the death of free self-reli- 
ant spirit is perceptible. For should we approach 
the charm of this flower-life, a charm rich in 
imagination and genius, in which its whole envi- 
ronment and all its relations are permeated by the 
rose-breath of the soul, and the world is trans- 
formed into a garden of love--should we look a t  it 
more closely, and examine it in the light of hu- 
man dignity and freedom-the more attractive 
the first sight of it had been, so much the more 
unworthy shall we ultimately find it in every re- 
spect. 

Hegel, Philosophy of History, I ,  2 

62 It is true that in common life we are in the habit 
of speaking of beautiful colour, a beautiful sky, a 
beautiful river, and, moreover, of beautiful flow- 
ers, beautiful animals, and, above all, of beautiful 
human beings. We will not just now enter into the 
controversy how far such objects can justly have 
the attribute of beauty ascribed to them. . . . We 
may, however, begin at once by asserting that ar- 
tistic beauty stands higha than nature. For the 
beauty of art is the beauty that is born-born 
again, that is-of the mind; and by as much as 
the mind and its products are higher than nature 
and its appearadces, by so much the beauty of art 
is higher than the beauty of nature. 

Hegel, Philosophy of Finc Art, I 

63 The beauty of a work of art consists in the fact 
that it holds up a clear mirror to certain idea. 
inherent in the world in general; the beauty of z 
work of poetic art in particular is that it render: 
the ideas inherent in mankind, and thereby lead 
it to a knowledge of these ideas. The means whicl 
poetry uses for this end are the exhibition of sig 
nificant characters and the invention of circum 
stances which will bring about significant situa 
tions, giving occasion to the characters to unfol 
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their peculiarities and show what is in them; so 
that by some such representation a clearer and 
fuller knowledge of the many-sided idea of hu- 
manity may be attained. Beauty, however, in its 
general aspect, is the inseparable characteristic of 
the idea when it has become known. In other 
words, everything is beautiful in which an idea is 
revealed, for to be beautiful means no more than 
clearly to express an idea. 

Schopenhauer, Inbest and Beau& 
in Works of Art 

64 We ascribe beauty to that which is simple; which 
has no superfluous parts; which exactly answers 
its end; which stands related to all things; which 
is the mean of many extremes. 

Emerson, Considerations by the Way 

65 Tell them, dear, that if eyes were made for seeing, 
Then Beauty is its own excuse for being: 
Why thou wert there, 0 rival of the rose! 
I never thought to ask, I never knew: 
But, in my simple ignorance, suppose 
The self-same Power that brought me there 

brought you. 
Emerson, Thc Rhodom 

66 The perfection of a process-that is, its utility-is 
the better point of beauty about it. 

Faraday, Chemical History of a Candle, I 

67 The young woman was tall, with a figure of per- 
fect elegance on a large scale. She had dark and 
abundant hair, so glossy that it threw off the sun- 
shine with a gleam, and a face which, besides 
being beautiful from regularity of feature and 
richness of complexion, had the impressiveness be- 
longing to a marked brow and deep black eyes. 
She was lady-like, too, after the manner of the 
feminine gentility of those days; characterized by 
a certain state and dignity, rather than by the 
delicate, evanescent, and indescribable grace, 
which is now recognized as its indication. And 
never had Hester Prynne appeared more lady- 
like, in the antique interpretation of the term, 
than as she issued from the prison. Those who had 
before known her, and had expected to behold her 
dimmed and obscured by a disastrous cloud, were 
astonished, and even startled, to perceive how her 
beauty shone out, and made a halo of the misfor- 
tune and ignominy in which she was enveloped. I t  
may be true, that, to a sensitive observer, there 
was something exquisitely painful in it. Her attire, 
which, indeed, she had wrought for the occasion, 
in prison, and had modelled much after her own 
fancy, seemed to express the attitude of her spirit, 
the desperate recklessness of her mood, by its wild 
and picturesque peculiarity. But the point which 
drew all eyes, and, as it were, transfigured the 
wearer-so that both men and women, who had 
been familiarly acquainted with Hester Prynne, 

were now impressed as if they beheld her for the 
first time-was that Scarlet Letter, so fantastically 
embroidered and illuminated upon her bosom. It 
had the effect of a spell, taking her out of the 
ordinary relations with humanity, and enclosing 
her in a sphere by herself. 

Hawthorne, Scarlet Lcftm, I1 

68 Real strength never impairs beauty or harmony, 
but it often bestows it; and in everything impos- 
ingly beautiful, strength has much to do with the 
magic. Take away the tied tendons that all over 
seem bursting from the marble in the carved Her- 
cules, and its charm would be gone. As devout 
Eckerman lifted the linen sheet from the naked 
corpse of Goethe, he was overwhelmed with the 
massive chest of the man, that seemed as a Ro- 
man triumphal arch. When Angelo paints even 
God the Father in human form, mark what ro- 
bustness is there. And whatever they may reveal 
of the divine love in the Son, the soft, curled her- 
maphroditical Italian pictures, in which his idea 
has been most successfully embodied; these pic- 
tures, so destitute as they are of all brawniness, 
hint nothing of any power, but the mere negative, 
feminine one of submission and endurance, which 
on all hands it is conceded, form the peculiar 
practical virtues of his teachings. 

Melville, Moby Dick, LXXXVI 

69 With respect to the belief that organic beings have 
been created beautiful for the delight of man-a 
belief which it has been pronounced is subversive 
of my whole theory-I may first remark that the 
sense of beauty obviously depends on the nature 
of the mind, irrespective of any real quality in the 
admired object; and that the idea of what is beau- 
tiful is not innate or unalterable. We see this, for 
instance, in the men of different races admiring 
an entirely different standard of beauty in their 
women. If beautiful objects had been created sole- 
ly for man's gratification, it ought to be shown 
that before man appeared, there was less beauty 
on the face of the earth than since he came on the 
stage. . . . 

O n  the other hand, I willingly admit that a 
great number of male animals, as all our most 
gorgeous birds, some fishes, reptiles, and mam- 
mals, and a host of magnificently coloured butter- 
flies, have been rendered beautiful for beauty'$ 
sake; but this has been effected through sexua! 
selection, that is, by the more beautiful males hav. 
ing been continually preferred by the females 
and not for the delight of man. So it is with thc 
music of birds. We may infer from all this that i 

nearly similar taste for beautiful colours and lo 
musical sounds runs through a large part of th4 
animal kingdom. When the female is as beautiful 
ly coloured as the male, which is not rarely th 
case with buds and butterflies, the cause appat 
ently lies in the wlours acquired through sexum 



1072 1 Chapter 16. Art and Aesthetics 

selection having been transmitted to both sexes, 
instead of to the males alone. How the sense of 
beauty in its simplest form-that is, the reception 
of a peculiar kind of pleasure from certain col- 
ours, forms, and sounds-was first developed in 
the mind of man and of the lower animals, is a 
very obscure subject. The same sort of difficulty is 
presented, if we enquire how it is that certain fla- 
vours and odours give pleasure, and others dis- 
pleasure. Habit in all these cases appears to have 
come to a certain extent into play; but there must 
be some fundamental cause in the constitution of 
the nervous system in each species. 

Darwin, Origin of Species, VI 

70 Everyone who admits the principle of evolution, 
and yet feels great difficulty in admitting that fe- 
male mammals, birds, reptiles, and fish, could 
have acquired the high taste implied by the beau- 
ty of the males, and which generally coincides 
with our own standard, should reflect that the 
nerve-cells of the brain in the highest as well as in 
the lowest members of the vertebrate series, are 
derived from those of the common progenitor of 
this great kingdom. For we can thus see how it has 
come to pass that certain mental faculties, in vari- 
ous and widely distinct groups of animals, have 
been developed in nearly the same manner and to 
nearly the same degree. 

Darwin, Dcscmt of Man, 111, 21 

71 I died for Beauty, but was scarce 
Adjusted in. the tomb 
When one who died for Truth was lain 
In an adjoining room. 

He questioned softly 'Why I failed"? 
"For Beauty," I replied. 
"And I for Truth. The two are one, 
We brethren are," he said. 

And so, as kinsmen met a night, 
We talked between the rooms, 
Until the moss had reached our lips 
And covered up our names. 

Emily Dickinson, I Died for Beauly 

7 2  Mi@. Beauty is a terrible and awful thing! I t  is 
terrible because it has not been fathomed and 
never can be fathomed, for God sets us nothing 
but riddles. Here the boundaries meet and all 
contradictions exist side by side. I am not a culti- 
vated man, brother, but I've thought a lot about 
this. It's terrible what mysteries there are! Too 
many riddles weigh men down on earth. We must 
solve them as we can, and try to keep a dry skin in 
the water. Beauty! I can't endure the thought that 
a man of lofty mind and heart begins with the 
ideal of the Madonna and ends with the ideal of 
Sodom. What's still more awful is that a man with 
the ideal of Sodom in his soul does not renounce 

the ideal of the Madonna, and his heart may be 
on fire with that ideal, genuinely on fire, just as in 
his days of youth and innocence. Yes, man is 
broad, too broad, indeed. I'd have him narrower. 
The devil only knows what to make of it! What to 
the mind is shameful is beauty and nothing else to 
the heart. Is there beauty in Sodom? Believe me, 
that for the immense mass of mankind beauty is 
found in Sodom. Did you know that secret? The 
awful thing is that beauty is mysterious as well as 
terrible. God and the devil are fighting there and 
the battlefield is the heart of man. But a man 
always talks of his own ache. Listen, now to come 
to facts. 

Dostoevsky, Brothers Kararnazou, Pt. I, 111, 3 

73 He [Pierre] half rose, meaning to go round, but 
the aunt handed him the snuffbox, passing it 
acron HClbne's back. HClbne stooped forward to 
make room, and looked round with a smile. She 
was, as always a t  evening parties, wearing a dress 
such as was then fashionable, cut very low at front 
and back. Her bust, which had always seemed 
like marble to Pierre, was so close to him that his 
shortsighted eyes could not but perceive the living 
charm of her neck and shoulders, so near to his 
lips that he need only have bent his head a little 
to have touched them. He was conscious of the 
warmth of her body, the scent of perfume, and the 
creaking of her corset as she moved. He  did not 
see her marble beauty forming a complete whole 
with her dress, but ali the charm of he; body only 
covered by her garments. And having once seen 
this he could not help being aware of it, just as we 
cannot renew an illusion we have once seen 
through. 

"So you have never noticed before how beauti- 
ful I am?" HiMne seemed to say. "You had not 
noticed that I am a woman? Yes, I am a woman 
who may belong to anyone-to you too," said her 
glance. And at that moment Pierre felt that 
Hilbne not only could, but must, be his wife, and 
that it could not be otherwise. 

Tolstoy, War and Peace, 111, 1 

74 The despairing, dejected expression of Nathha's 
face caught his [Prince Andrew's] eye. He recog- 
nized her, guessed her feelings, saw that it was her 
dtbut, remembered her conversation at the win- 
dow, and with an expression of pleasure on his 
face approached Countess Rost6va. 

"Allow me to introduce you to my daughter," 
said the countess, with heightened color. 

"I have the pleasure of being already ac- 
quainted, if the countess remembers me," said 
Prince Andrew with a low and courteous bow 
quite belying Peronskaya's remarks about his 
rudeness, and approaching Nathha he held out 
his arm to grasp her waist before he had complet- 
ed his invitation. He asked her to waltz. That 
tremulous expression on Natkha's face, prepared 
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either for despair or rapture, suddenly brightened 
into a happy, grateful, childlike smile. 

"I have long been waiting for you," that fright- 
ened happy little girl seemed to say by the smile 
that replaced the threatened tears, as she raised 
her hand to Prince Andrew's shoulder. They were 
the second couple to enter the circle. Prince An- 
drew was one of the best dancers of his day and 
Natisha danced exquisitely. Her little feet in their 
white satin dancing shoes did their work swiftly, 
lightly, and independently of herself, while her 
face beamed with ecstatic happiness. Her slender 
bare arms and neck were not beautiful-com- 
pared to HClkne's her shoulders looked thin and 
her bosom undeveloped. But HClkne seemed, as it 
were, hardened by a varnish left by the thousands 
of looks that had scanned her person, while Nata- 
sha was like a girl exposed for the first time, who 
would have felt very much ashamed had she not 
been assured that this was absolutely necessary. 

Prince Andrew liked dancing, and wishing to 
escape as quickly as possible from the political 
and clever talk which everyone addressed to him, 
wishing also to break up the circle of restraint he 
disliked, caused by the Emperor's presence, he 
danced, and had chosen Nathha because Pierre 
pointed her out to him and because she was the 
first pretty girl who caught his eye; but scarcely 
had he embraced that slender supple figure and 
felt her stirring so close to him and smiling so near 
him than the wine of her charm rose to his head, 
and he felt himself revived and rejuvenated when 
after leaving her he stood breathing deeply and 
watching the other dancers. 

Tolstoy, War and Peace, VI, 16 

75 What a strange illusion it is to suppose that beau- 
ty is goodness. 

Tolstoy, Thc KreuLzer Sonata, V 

76 The 'beautiful in itself' is not even a concept, 
merely a phrase. In the beautiful, man sets him- 
self up as the standard of perfection; in select 
cmes he worships himself in it. A species cannot 
do otherwise than affirm itself alone in this man- 
ner. 

Nietzsche, Twilight of the Idols: 
Expeditions of an Untimely Man 

77 The resthetic principles are at  bottom such axioms 
as that a note sounds good with its third and fifth, 
or that potatoes need salt. We are once for all so 
made that when certain impressions come before 
our mind, one of them will seem to call for or 
repel the others as its companions. T o  a certain 
extent the principle of habit will explain these 
esthetic connections. When a conjunction is re- 
peatedly experienced, the cohesion of its terms 
grows grateful, or a t  least their disruption grows 
unpleasant. But to explain all esthetic judgments 
in this way would be absurd; for it is notorious 
how seldom natural experiences come up to our 

aesthetic demands. Many of the so-called 
metaphysical principles are at  bottom only ex- 
pressions of zsthetic feeling. Nature is simple and 
invariable; makes no leaps, or makes nothing but 
leaps; is rationally intelligible; neither increases 
nor diminishes in quantity; flows from one princi- 
ple, etc., etc.,-what do all such principles express 
save our sense of how pleasantly our intellect 
would feel if it had a Nature of that sort to deal 
with? The subjectivity of which feeling is of course 
quite compatible with Nature also turning out ob- 
jectively to be of that sort, later on. 

William James, Psychology, XXVIII 

78 Louis. I know that in an accidental sort of way, 
struggling through the unreal part of life, I havn't 
always been able to live up to my ideal. But in my 
own real world I have never done anything 
wrong, never denied my faith, never been untrue 
to myself. I've been threatened and blackmailed 
and insulted and starved. But I've played the 
game. I've fought the good fight. And now it's all 
over, there$ an indescribable peace. [He fccbly foldr 
his hands and uffers his m e 4  I believe in Michael 
Angelo, Velasquez, and Rembrandt; in the might 
of design, the mystery of color, the redemption of 
all things by Beauty everlasting, and the message 
of Art that has made these hands blessed. Amen. 

Shaw, Docfor's Dilemma, IV 

79 Truth derives [its] self-justifying power Irom its 
services in the promotion of Beauty. Apart from 
Beauty, Truth is neither good, nor bad. 

Whitehead, Adurnlures of Zdcas, XVIII, 2 

80 The enjoyment of beauty produces a particular, 
mildly intoxicating kind of sensation. There is no 
very evident use in beauty; the necessity of it for 
cultural purposes is not apparent, and yet civiliza- 
tion could not do without it. The science of aes- 
thetics investigates the conditions in which things 
are regarded as beautiful; it can give no explana- 
tion of the nature or origin of beauty; as usual, its 
lack of results is concealed under a flood of re- 
sounding and meaningless words. 

Freud, CiuiIization and Its Disconhk, I1 

81 There is an old formula for beauty in nature and 
art: Unity in variety. Everything depends upon 
how the preposition "in" is understood. There 
may be many articles in a box, many figures in a 
single painting, many coins in one pocket, and 
many documents in a safe. The unity is extrane- 
ous and the many are unrelated. The significant 
point is that unity and manyness are always of 
this sort or approximate it when the unity of the 
object or scene is morphological and static. The 
formula has meaning only when its terms are un- 
derstood to concern a relation of energies. There is 
no fullness, no many parts, without distinctive dif- 
ferentiations. But they have esthetic quality, as in 
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the richness of a musical phrase, only when dis- 
tinctions depend upon reciprocal resistances. 
There is unity only when the resistances create a 
suspense that is resolved through cooperative in- 
teraction of the opposed energies. The "one" of 
the formula is the realization through interacting 
parts of their respective energies. The "many" is 
the manifestation of the defined individualiza- 
tions due to opposed forces that finally sustain a 
balance. Thus the next theme is the organization 
of energies in a work of art. For the unity in varie- 
ty that characterizes a work of art is dynamic. 

Dewey, Ari As Expm'mce, VII 

82 Why should I blame her that she filled my days 
With misery, or that she would of late 
Have taught to ignorant men most violent ways, 
O r  hurled the little streets upon the great, 
Had they but courage equal to desire? 
What could have made her peaceful with a mind 
That nobleness made simple as a fire, 
With beauty like a tightened bow, a kind 
That is not natural in an age like this, 
Being high and solitary and most stern? 
Why, what could she have done, being what she 

is? 
Was there another Troy for her to burn? 

Yeats, No Second Troy 

83 This satisfaction of our reason, due to the harmo- 
ny between our nature and our experience, is par- 
tially realised already. The sense of beauty is its 
realisation. When our senses and imagination find 
what they crave, when the world so shapes itself or 
so moulds the mind that the correspondence be- 
tween them is perfect, then perception is pleasure, 
and existence needs no apology. The duality 
which is the condition of conflict disappears. 
There is no inward standard different from the 
outward fact with which that outward fact may 
be compared. A unification of this kind is the goal 
of our intelligence and of our affection, quite as 
much as of our oesthetic sense; but we have in 
those departments fewer examples of success. In 
the heat of speculation or of love there may come 
moments of-equal perfection, but they are very 

unstable. The reason and the heart remain deeply 
unsatisfied. But the eye finds in nature, and in 
some supreme achievements of art, constant and 
fuller satisfaction. For the eye is quick, and seems 
to have been more docile to the education of life 
than the heart or the reason of man, and able 
sooner to adapt itself to the reality. Beauty there- 
fore seems to be the clearest manifestation of per- 
fection, .and the best evidence of its possibility. If 
perfection is, as it should be, the ultimate justifica- 
tion of being, we may understand the ground of 
the moral dignity of beauty. Beauty is a pledge of 
the possible conformity between the soul and na- 
ture, and consequently a ground of faith in the 
supremacy of the good. 

Santayana, Smcc of Bcauly, IV 

84 Such affinity as there is between truth and beauty 
has various sources. When the word truth is col- 
owed idealistically, to mean the types or potential 
perfections of things, as when we speak of a true 
friend, evidently if this latent "truth" could only 
be brought out and raised to actual fact, it would 
also realize the beautiful. Love and charity are 
quick to perceive the latent perfections of the im- 
perfect; and if we call this (perhaps imaginary) 
potentiality the truth, we indeed divine the prin- 
ciple of beauty also; of that beauty which the or- 
ganic impulses of nature would bring to light if 
they had their way and did not interfere with one 
another. . . . Nature is necessarily full of beauties, 
since our faculties of perception and sympathy 
would not subsist if they were not adapted to the 
facts of nature; and the truth is necessarily satisfy- 
ing, for the same reason. Yet nature is also full of 
ugly, cruel and horrible things, and the truth in 
many ways is desolating: because our nature, 
though sufficiently harmonious with the universe 
to exist within it, is nevertheless finite and specific, 
with essential interests which nature and truth at 
large cannot but disregard. The truth, then, is of- 
ten, in many ways, interesting, beautiful and sub- 
lime: but it is not identical with beauty either in 
quality or extension or status. 

Santayana, Realm of Tnrth, XI1 




