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ADVANCE \d4Truth and beauty are two sides of a coin. That’s an appealing idea but truth isn't always beautiful and beauty isn’t always true. 

So what exactly is truth and what is beauty?   I’m not going to quote Webster, I’m going to do what I usually do - make up my own answer.    Beauty is not something that’s generated by eye shadow, lipstick and hair spray.  Beauty is anything that makes your insides relax, your mouth to go ahhhh and causes a deep in and out of breath.  

Beauty can result in either peace or excitement. Your heart beat may become faster or slower.  You may feel either peace or excitement.  In other words beauty is inside us. We see it, hear it and smell it and it changes how we feel.  

Truth is much harder for me to define. But I’ll take a shot at it. Truth is that which allows people to live together in peaceful communities. Truth is absolutely necessary for working together, for exchanging information, thoughts, and dreams. Telling others and yourself the truth is vital if you’re to be a grown up person contributing to your part of the world.

One of the best things we learn, especially if we learn it as a youngster is to just tell the plain and simple truth.  Sounds easy but it often seems easier to hide the hard truth or to stretch the truth just a little to soften up the anticipated backlash. This hardly ever works. We’ve all learned that. The truth can leap up and surprises us when we aren’t paying proper attention or just choose not to listen.

Beauty can fade and truth can change. Both Galileo and Freud would understand - that with new information comes new truths and with a new attitude more and different beauty will be seen. 

We must be willing and able to sort out real beauty and real truth from the bombardment of information we receive. Some people, for instance, choose to buy tobacco even knowing that using it will cause cancer, emphysema, heart disease, and stroke. These people listened to the handsome, healthy Marlboro Man created by the company’s advertising department. All three of the actors hired to portray the handsome, rugged cowboy died from emphysema and lung cancer.    

Even the Marlboro cowboys themselves, were taken in by their own image as symbols of strength and independence. So we must learn early in our lives how to recognize the truth when we hear it.  Yes, learn to tell the truth. This isn’t a reflex that’s born in us. It must be taught.  Even when we’re grown up adults we still have the impulse of (well, let’s call if “fudging”) the truth. We’re sure that telling exactly what happened will cause trouble, either for ourselves or for others.  And that could be true - but - usually changing the facts leads to complications.  

Here’s a story about a father teaching his son this very truth. 

It’s a fish story written by James Lenfestey:
When he was 11 years old he went fishing every chance he got from the dock at his family’s cabin on an island in the middle of a New Hampshire lake. On the day before the bass season opened, he and his father were fishing early in the evening, catching sunfish and perch with worms.  Then he tied on a small silver lure and practiced casting.  The lure struck the water and caused colored ripples in the sunset, then silver ripples as the moon rose over the lake. When his pole doubled over, he knew something huge was on the other end. His father watched with admiration as the boy skillfully worked the fish alongside the dock.

Finally, he very gingerly lifted the exhausted fish from the water. It was the largest one he had ever seen, but it was a bass. The boy and his father looked at the handsome fish, gills playing back and forth in the moonlight.  The father lit a match and looked at his watch.  It was 10PM - two hours before the season opened. He looked at the fish and then at the boy.

“You’ll have to put it back, son,” he said.   “Dad!” cried the boy.   

“There will be other fish,” said his father.    “Not as big as this one,” cried the boy.

He looked around the lake. No other fishermen or boats were anywhere around in the moonlight.  He looked again at his father. Even though no one had seen them, nor could anyone ever know what time he caught the fish, the boy could tell by the clarity of his father’s voice that the decision was not negotiable. He slowly worked the hook out of the lip of the huge bass and lowered it into the black water. The creature swished its powerful body and disappeared. The boy suspected that he would never again see such a great fish.

That was 34 years ago. His father’s cabin is still there on the island in the middle of the lake. He takes his own son and daughters fishing from the same dock. And he had never again caught such a magnificent fish as the one he landed that night long ago.  

But he does see that same fish - again and again - every time he comes up against a question of ethics. For, as his father taught him, ethics are simple matters of right and wrong. Seeing what is true and following that thought. It’s only the practice of ethics that’s difficult. Do we tell the truth when no one is looking? 

We would if we were taught to put the fish back when we were young. For we would have learned the truth. The decision to do right lives fresh and fragrant in our memory. It’s a story we’ll proudly tell our friends and grandchildren. Not about how we had a chance to beat the system and took it, but about how we did the right thing and were forever strengthened. 

Truth. The word truth gets tossed around until you’d think we’d wear it out - maybe we have. At least some of us have. On Aug 8th 1968 a man soon to be President of the US said: “Let us begin by committing ourselves to the truth, to see it like it is and to tell it like it is, to find the truth, to speak the truth and live with the truth. That’s what we’ll do.”   Who do you think said that?

Well, it wasn’t George Washington, it was Richard Nixon Who obviously had the ability to look reality straight in the face and deny it.  

Staying with the Truth gives us a rock to stand on as we pursue the beauty in our lives. To take a rational look at beauty I think we should start with what we perceive as ugly. You all know the story of the ugly Duckling. Just a short review:  A newly hatched duckling was kicked out of the nest by his mother because he didn’t look like the other ducklings - he was different - ugly.
He survived on his own for a year and then the next spring he saw three lovely swans on a pond and he flew into the water next to them.  He expected rejection but hoped for acceptance and they not only accepted him, they bowed before his beauty. He was a graceful, beautiful swan, the most handsome of them all.  

This story ignores our inherent worth, our intelligence, knowledge, hard work, and creativity. It holds surface beauty as the yardstick we are all measured by. Many times we are treated - and we treat others by how they look.  It’s a terrible measuring stick. We all have said, “Beauty is in the eye of the beholder.” An old saying that’s survived because - it’s so true.  

Beauty is not inherent in anything - it’s how we look at things. I have a story written by Beverly Montez (Marlo Thomas book) telling us that beauty comes to us not through our eyes but through our minds and hearts.  She writes:

I felt inadequate growing up; chubby, never pretty enough, bent on perfection, feeling like I always needed to be better. As a result, I spent a long, long time looking in the mirror, never seeing someone I liked. Then one day all of that changed when I met for the first time a beautiful, passionate, and confident woman - me.

It was a hot summer day and my daughter Jessica wanted to go swimming. I had a horrible headache and was feeling sorry for myself, having not yet lost the weight from my last pregnancy, eight months before. I had no energy left to go outside and play. I couldn’t see any light at the end of the tunnel. After an hour of Jessica begging me to at least try on my bathing suit, I agreed to take her swimming.  

I put on my suit that didn’t really fit me and we ran out the back door. Jessica immediately jumped into the pool, begging me to jump in after her. But I like to go in the slow way, so I began inching my way in, toe first. “Jump in Mommy!” Jessica squealed. I figured, what the heck, and cannonballed into the water. Jessie was delighted and gave me a big hug. “See, Mommy? she said, smoothing my hair away from my face. “You look beautiful.”

I climbed out of the pool and cannonballed in all over again. But this time, I left the old me standing behind on the deck - the me I never wanted Jessica to know. I felt young and happy again, cutting loose in the water with a new freedom. I caught a glimpse of the way Jessica saw me, and I understood how awful she’d feel if she knew how bad I felt about myself.

Beauty isn’t always something that you see; it’s also something that you do and that you feel - 

laughing out loud,     dancing with gusto,      holding hands with someone you love, 

reaching your goals,     running through the sprinklers,     taking chances, 

loving completely,       singing along with the car radio,   feeling pride in a job well done,

listening to music, and maybe even cannonballing into a pool.  

These things are beautiful.  They make you feel beautiful.   

Beautiful is not an adjective, but a verb.

