
Beethoven Symphony No.7, II. Allegretto 
 
What is beauty? 
What is the definition of beauty? 
Is a stone beautiful? 
Is a queen beautiful? 
Is beauty the same as aesthetics? 
Is there an aesthetic of the world? 
Who decides what is beauty? 
Who dares to decide that? 
Is the word beauty necessary? 
Isn‘t every being beautiful in itself? 
Why? 
One could say that every being on this earth comes from something bigger than us. Something did 
create all being. Somebody gave the starting shot to create this universe. If everything comes from 
this something, then the question whether a being is beautiful or not is redundant. 
It is absolutely unimportant. 
The true being of myself is the highest beauty there is.  
Why? Because then I am closest to my origin. The origin of everything.  
I don‘t know much. I just know that the only true thing I can say about me is that I am. 
Am I my name? No. Am I my profession? Also not. Am I ….? 
I am. 
 
 
 
,,Beauty is not in the face; beauty is a light in the heart.‘‘ 
                 Kahlil Gibran 
 
 
Mozart Rondo in a minor, KV 511 
 
The most beautiful things in the world cannot be seen or even touched, they must be felt with the 
heart. 
           Helen Keller 
 
 
Schubert Piano Sonata No. 16 in a minor: 4. Rondo  
 
Beauty by Kahlil Gibran 
 
And a poet said, speak to us of Beauty. 
And he answered: 
Where shall you seek beauty, and how shall you find her unless she herself be your way and your 
guide? 
And how shall you speak of her except she be the weaver of your speech? 
The aggrieved and the injured say,  
‘‘Beauty is kind and gentle. 
Like a young mother half-shy of her own glory she walks among us.‘‘ 
And the passionate say, ‘‘Nay, beauty is a thing of might and dread. 
Like the tempest she shakes the earth beneath us and the sky above us.‘‘ 
The tired and the weary say, ‘‘Beauty is of soft whisperings. 
She speaks in our spirit. 
Her voice yields to our silences like a faint light that quivers in fear of the shadow.‘‘ 



But the restless say, ‘‘We have heard her shouting among the mountains, 
And with her cries came the sound of hoofs, and the beating of wings and the roaring of lions.‘‘ 
At night the watchmen of the city say, 
‘‘Beauty shall rise with the dawn from the east.‘‘ 
And at noontide the toilers and the wayfarers say, ‘‘We have seen her leaning over the earth from the 
windows of sunset.‘‘ 
In winter say the snow-bound, ‘‘She shall come with the spring leaping upon the hills.‘‘ 
And in the summer heat the reapers say, ‘‘ We have seen her dancing with the autumn leaves, and we 
saw a drift of snow in her hair.‘‘ 
All these things have you said of beauty, 
Yet in truth you spoke not of her but of needs unsatisfied, 
And beauty is not a need but an ecstasy. 
It is not a mouth thirsting nor an empty hand stretched forth, 
But rather a heart inflamed and a soul enchanted. 
It is not the image you would see nor the song you would hear, 
But rather an image you see though you close your eyes and a song you hear though you shut your 
ears. 
It is not the sap within the furrowed bark, 
Nor a wing attached to a claw, 
But rather a garden for ever in bloom and a flock of angels for ever in flight. 
People of Orphalese, beauty is life when life unveils her holy face. 
But you are life and you are the veil. 
Beauty is eternity gazing at itself in a mirror. 
But you are eternity and you are the mirror. 
 
 
Puccini: ‚Il Trittico‘ 2nd act ,Suor Angelica‘ Aria ,,Senza mamma, o bimbo, tu sei morto!‘‘ 
 
So, what is beauty? 
If I know? 
No. Not really. 
How should I? 
Beauty evades any kind of logic. 
I can‘t know it. I can just feel it. 
Why should a tree be beautiful in the spring but not in the winter? 
Why should a human be beautiful at young age but not when he matures older? 
Isn‘t he the same beautiful tree? 
Society thinks that beauty belongs to the young ones. How superficial. 
Maybe one can first see beauty in others when one sees his own beauty. 
How do you want to recognise beauty if you don‘t know what it is? 
 
Let me recite a text by Marianne Williamson. 
 
,,Our deepest fear is not that we are inadequate.  
Our deepest fear is that we are powerful beyond measure.  
It is our light, not our darkness 
That most frightens us. 
 
We ask ourselves 
Who am I to be brilliant, gorgeous, talented, fabulous? 
Actually, who are you not to be?  
You are a child of God. 
 



Your playing small  
Does not serve the world.  
There's nothing enlightened about shrinking  
So that other people won't feel insecure around you. 
 
We are all meant to shine,  
As children do.  
We were born to make manifest  
The glory of God that is within us. 
 
It's not just in some of us;  
It's in everyone. 
 
And as we let our own light shine,  
We unconsciously give other people permission to do the same.  
As we're liberated from our own fear,  
Our presence automatically liberates others.‘‘ 
 
         Marianne Williamson 
 
 
 
 
Mendelssohn Symphony No. 3, IV. Allegro vivacissimo 
 
 
 
 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


