
BEAUTY IS A FOREST. ART IS A DIALECT. 
 

 

 

 

 

While walking I considered the thought that beauty is a forest. In my attempt to understand 

why beauty cannot be presented as an absolute or rather a conclusion, I pondered on the idea that 

beauty is more like a network. A network of trees. Blooming from a silent idea with overwhelming 

inertia. Something arrives on the wall. At the doorstep. An offspring or a color. A shade of green. And 

this shade of green may be more or less tinted blue. More or less saturated or pale. More or less. And 

this is where the language of beauty arrives. To say a building is beautiful, this is something we can 

do. To come across a lake and watch the light flutter on the surface, we can say this is beautiful. But 

can we say, "this is the most beautiful" as a solidified statement? Can we position ourselves in that 

absolute, without losing any complexity of the language? 

 

There is a map of beautiful things in my mind. Some nearer to the center than others. Some more 

clear and clean or possibly ornamental and rigid. These are possibilities. But none exist independent 

of another. All forms of beauty relate to each other. A law, a guideline, a spectrum of emotion they 

follow. And some are more truthful than others. They speak fluently the language which we can 

only interpret once we have observed it. Experienced it. We do not know exactly what we want until 

we have seen it. The 1872 painting Christ in the Desert by Ivan Kramskoi. Ahasuerus at the End of 

the World, 1888, oil on canvas by Adolf Hirschl. We cannot know what we wish for until we have seen 

it. And I cannot say with such confidence that these are the most beautiful things I have seen. But I 

connect them to a network of such high value that it matters not the details. The Alexandrite is a 

gemstone that changes from a bluish green shade to a reddish purple, depending on the light. None 

can say this gemstone is not one of the most valuable and beautiful gemstones. But we cannot say 

that this is greater than that of comparable beauty and value. That is where we reach a wall. A more 

fluid expression of left and right, east and west. That is where we reach the world of dialect. 

 

To speak the language of beauty is one of the greatest difficulties of the human experience. Choices 

must be made. Silence or noise. Hex color #D6D5DE or #6A566A. These are choices that must be 

made. And the way we make those choices, the final result of it all is a uniquely crafted dialect. A 

way of expressing the language. A way of communicating about the forest and the trees within it. A 

tool for the network. 



 

This conversation almost always leads into the mineral of taste. Personal taste, national taste, 

cultural taste. The small details which represent characteristics of value. Alexandrite, Brass, Pewter, 

and various forms of metals. We dream a dream and desire for the words to express it. To 

communicate it. To release it. Looking toward the ocean, we watched the waves pass over on each 

other. A rolling hush. B-L-U-E. An incredibly blue scene. The word rolls off of the tongue just like 

that wave, and you know the language is fulfilled. The words reveal those metals and valuable 

characteristics and so they are practical. When a form of art represents itself with a tint which we 

regard as beautiful, we accept it as an accent. A conscious choice. A mixture of practical and honest. 

On the opposite end, when art represents itself with a tint we regard as unfitting or repulsive, the 

choice no longer becomes an accent. It becomes an anchor. It brings down the entire boat to sink. 

This is the power of that special realm.  

 

Cohesion is an element of great importance. Nothing must stick in or out so much that it becomes 

that anchor. If we squint our eyes, we must be able to connect all of the colors into one stream. The 

most successful works of art are those which become a river or a tree, or a wave near the sun. They 

trigger a chain of information. The network in the forest. A word or a symbol must achieve this. It 

must reveal to us shades of a color. If we reach out, can we touch it? If I listen, can my heart feel 

warmer near the noise? Or is it cold and empty. This is the question. Does it exist. Does it breathe 

and live. 

 

Transformation is another element which I consider often. Small spirals turn to larger shape. 

Eventually the image of a being is there in the light. Alive. The beauty of layers. Each of the 

elements, cohesion, transformation, practicality, truth, shape and all else, are proof of the realm 

beyond our senses. It is true that we are not all capable of expressing it. But we are all capable of 

receiving it. And that is the whole face. The ears and eyes and lips. Cohesion.  

 

The darkest day of the year passed by. And it colored the city with shadows. And that acceptance 

was there. Grace. Another mineral we must seek out. With all of these lines in mind, a shape may 

take form. Through a network of trees and with a dialect relative to certain times, places and 

peoples. It would create a symbol. A circle or a spiral. Beauty. 
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