 (Note to KD: you asked for me to write a reminder note on my assignment regarding your willingness to accept my overdue assignment. Thanks, -- C.H.)

Art Event:
   Upon entering the Jordan Schnitzer Museum of Art, I am fully intending to examine the photographic exhibit of John Piper which I had become intrigued with when visiting the museum’s Website. Piper’s work sounds interesting and the description of it that I read online quite intrigued me. However, in strolling through the museum and seeing all the different displays on exhibit, I find myself in a darkened and small area back near the Korean section of works in the museum. I almost brush by what I was about to hit upon, and soon I am very glad that I decided to stop. I quit searching for Piper’s work immediately upon my first sight of the few paintings being exhibited by an artist named Morris Graves. I must admit, I am completely unfamiliar with his name and his work.
    But something is here, something that feels dark and enigmatic, like a mystery waiting to be unraveled by my eyes and thoughts. I want to know how these works came about and to understand the artist and his life as best I could. This sparks for me because these kinds of mysterious or darker works that artists produce, works that are hard to understand or apply meaning to at first, are always the kinds of creations that I have appreciated in the past. These attributes seem to attract me in for further examination. The paintings are giving me very quick first impressions, and I look forward to using these in my paper, along with the insights and impressions that my subsequent research about the artist and his work will surely provide. Lastly, I am confident that a later re-visit of these works will supply me with further, perhaps new and different impressions. I like a good challenge that stimulates my thinking about whatever subject I am exploring, and at first glance I know these paintings are already affecting me.
   I am not disappointed. While there are only four paintings available to examine, these and the accompanying black and white photo of the artist became almost instantly set in my mind as good candidates for my paper and my research. All the paintings are dark, using almost exclusively tones of gray and black on unusual looking paper, and the works span a period of some thirty years of Graves’ artistic life. The black and white photo showing Graves staring off away from the camera, sitting alone at a round table surrounded by fallen leaves and what appears to be a windowless, lonely building also appears interesting, and gives me my first look at the artist. He looks like a man with many thoughts and ideas on his mind. He seems comfortable and at home amongst the leaves and the seemingly forest-like surroundings. He’s dressed for the woods but seems more experienced with life than a rural person would seem to be. I don’t know if he’s weary or depressed or ‘tortured’, but I suspect not. He looks like he may be at home. The photo lends itself to my thoughts about the work presented being more complicated and worthy of my thoughts to determine what I feel is being communicated.
   Just the name “Graves” gives me something to think about: death and darkness, and graves and nothingness. That’s interesting. That seems to tie in with what I am seeing thus far. I wonder if he changed his name somewhere along the line, and I wonder how weird, strange, or just odd this guy might be. I practically have to stare and squint at these paintings in order to see the details that seem almost buried in dark black colorings. Some have me thinking that I could have done this work in kindergarten, because the paintings at first seem messy, a bit sloppy, varied, and lacking real definition and clarity of subject. I don’t get what they are about, and I realize that I will have to look closer and think smarter.

   Taken as a group, these paintings are very dark throughout, each using black as the main color. Black quite often symbolizes fear, death, or entrapment to my thinking, so I wonder if this ‘trapped’ connotation that I am making is accurate. It requires looking fairly close at each painting here to discern the few objects that are depicted in each painting.
   “Effort to Bloom” shows a long single closed flower bud rising out of a fairly large vase. The flower is definitely trying to find the light as it rises on a very long and bendy stem to the upward part of the painting where there are some lighter brown tones that must indicate light, I suppose. Some sort of growth or “Effort to Bloom” is going on here, and I think of how this relates to our human growth and maybe Graves wants us to think that way about this painting. Forces of darkness are there, but we, like the flower, reach and grow to sources of light or hope.

   Another painting, “Footed Vase with White Flower” is here showing a single flower. This one however, appears to be a blooming flower enjoying life even though there is again black darkness covering the entire background. This flower is placed inside a large rectangular box-like vase which at the bottom has two very large animal hoofs apparently supporting the vase. Hmmm, the hoofs have very large sharp claws protruding, and I wonder how this relates to the vase and the flower. The single flower looks very alone, there is so much more room in this planter, but it is the only resident. Again, a source of what I think is light, light brown brush strokes sneaks out from along the top edge of the painting. It must be light, or the flower could not bloom. This seems again to give me impressions of growth happening amongst negative forces. A struggle to remain blooming and alive is happening as I see in the other paintings. Beyond that, I’m not sure what I think of the animal hoofs and claws, maybe it symbolizes a strong footing or some sort of support given by nature and not man. Are we more reliant on the helping hand of nature as it supports our existence than we realize?
   I see in “Pure Libation, Water” more of this same theme that I am feeling, but this one is a bit different. There is not an animal or a flower to be seen, it is a painting showing pouring water falling into a large dish on a pedestal, but the pedestal is falling and the water appears to be missing the target. This painting too is awash in black as a background, and the pitcher pouring the water is very small and seems suspended in the air (?) well above the dish. The only colors are the black and the white lines that depict this vase, the water, and the pedestal dish. It takes a close look to see if the water is really making it to the dish, tipping the dish with its force, or just missing the dish entirely because the dish is already falling over. I can’t decide, but I feel as though the water had at once been pouring into the dish and that this force has either forced the dish to tip over or the dish has fallen for some other unknown reason. I think of life and the dark forces again, and how this makes me have a thought of life or happiness being subject to a sudden change, where what was once full and active is now an existence that is draining or losing its life force – like the water missing the dish. Hard to figure, and again I am left to ponder a variety of thoughts without any confirmation except what I may assign.

   The most compelling painting I see is also the largest on exhibit. Entitled “Deep Water (Minnow)”, this is the painting that hits me first as being something I could have painted in Kindergarten. It is big and covered with black brushstrokes throughout on the thin, light brown and crumpled paper. There is a large minnow drawn just below the center of the painting and it appears that the minnow is trying to move to the left where a small splash of white paint is seen at the edge. I guess this minnow is trying to escape or move to the light, perhaps to where freedom or enlightenment exists. Could this be a symbol of how man and all creatures are trapped in some way? By what, I wonder? I know there are many things that we would say can trap us, but there’s just so many choices that I would have to indicate the general sense of being trapped maybe what Graves is communicating. And the minnow, in a sea of darkness may imply the fragile, growing state of youth or something. I’m not too sure, but this is an intriguing painting.
   There are images and colors common to most of these dark paintings. The main one I think about is the water shown, and that without water or ‘libation’, everything dies. Water is generally a positive thing in my mind. Each of these subjects, painted so dark as they are, still allows for life to go on, because water is depicted literally or figuratively in each painting. Everything is alive against a backdrop that could easily imply death or bad, negative things. This is certainly a metaphor for life in my mind. We all know about the negative forces in life that we all face, whether they are our own impulses acting out or are external negative forces coming from our world, society, or struggles and obstacles that we all face day to day in order to progress, or grow.

   I think that viewers of these paintings will not be able to resist thinking about their own lives when they look closely at these paintings. Yes, I think of the image in my mind about what the artist himself might be experiencing when he thinks about his life and his vision of things, but I also think it more likely that he knows that the metaphors in his art are recognizable to us and can give everyone a chance to make their own similar connections. But there are certainly a lot of ways to go in thinking about what the metaphors represent to each of us individually, and from the little I really know about art, I know that most artists appreciate the wide interpretations and meanings that people receive from their work. 
   As I wander off and out of the museum, the thoughts about what I have just seen play in my mind. Could this dark and somewhat confusing look of the paintings be the exclusive style that Graves uses? What a tortured view of things the artist must feel to produce paintings like this. How did this starkness and darkness before me gain for the artist the notoriety required for his works to be hanging in this museum? I am not sure that I do or will ever understand them, or that I will be smart or keen enough to get the importance and meaning from these paintings that surely other art connoisseurs and experts must have gained. But maybe it can’t be done or isn’t meant to be done. Maybe that is not the point anyway. Sometimes it’s all about the viewer applying their own interpretations, and we never find out what the artist was feeling or trying to say, if anything. However, I see the challenge and I want to do the best I can.  I will explore the thoughts and the feelings I have received and related from the paintings, and I will try to let my mind open up further to receive the variety of possible meanings and intents that might be portrayed in this artists’ work. I am already wondering how these first impressions here and now might change or might compare to the impressions I will feel after researching the artist and re-visiting his work again.
   My research into Morris Graves’ life and work seems to validate some of my first thoughts about what kind of person would be likely to produce the art which I examined at the Schnitzer Museum. However, I also learned much more of interest about the man and his opinions about his own art and art in general. For starters, maybe I should have figured this: he was a product of the northwest, having actually been born in Oregon in 1910. He was largely self-taught but did study at The Seattle Museum, and he would eventually become one of the most admired, revered, and recognized painters of his time (2,4). An issue of Life Magazine in 1954 cemented his fame as he was recognized as one of the “Mystic Painters of the Northwest.” His work demanded high prices after this, and he became one of the most renowned and respected artists that the United States has produced (4). Many of his works are on permanent display in some of the most prestigious museums in the United States, including the MOMA and the Metropolitan Museum of Art in New York (1). 

   Graves was an abstract-expressionist painter who primarily worked with oils, but he also used tempera, watercolor, and ink in his paintings. Graves was particularly enamored with the art of Asia and the Zen Buddhist style of “light subjects on dark, dark on light (3).”  He was influenced by Chinese and Japanese art and by East Asian mysticism and philosophy. Much of his work used oversized birds and animals of all kinds to create the “haunted, uncanny character” and a “deliberate formal mysteriousness” that typify much of his work. He frequently used the minnow as a “symbol of spiritual illumination (1).” Graves often used “broad, abrupt, dark, single brush strokes”, “dense areas of delicate lines”, and colors that are “limited to a small gamut or earths, dull reds, browns, and yellows (3).” He is said to have not been to concerned with what we would call American values, but spent his time creating art intended to supply “values which judge the world the spectator brings to them”, “values which are really those of our acquisitive mass Western civilization (1).” 

   I am pleased to find out that Graves produced hundreds of works, some in series form, and many of his works used different themes and ideas that did utilize much greater color variations and clearly definable subjects than the four paintings I have seen at the JSMA. He had a lengthy career, and it is impossible to encapsulate the broadness of his work, style, intents, feelings, and uses of varying colors and mediums in a short paper. While I don’t really understand nearly enough to define with any expertise what these influences and styles are generally concerned with, I am at least beginning to understand how the term “abstract” applies to this form of art. It’s not necessarily what is pictured that is really important, but it is more about the themes and feelings being transmitted from the artist’s imagination and vision to the art viewer’s own eye, thoughts, and processes of interpretation (4).      
   Graves has been described as being “charismatic” with a “restless” and “nomadic spirit”. Tall and handsome, he had a “volatile and eccentric temperament” and a “rigid self containment, but also kindness (3).” Graves was intensely private and eccentric, he had distaste for visitors and for people who wished to discuss art continuously, preferring mostly to live a secluded and primitive life. He lived in homes that sometimes lacked electricity or running water. He once took residence in a partially burned out cabin, and made it his home. At his final home which he called “The Lake”, he placed signs and notes inside and outside that were said to be a mix of the “inspirational, funny, and sad.” One of his notes was for visitors: “No Visitors Today, Tomorrow, or the Day After.” This sign stayed posted all year-round (4). He was just as happy building and tending gardens on his property and designing his living space in the woods to his exacting desires as he was to producing paintings and sculptures (4). He had a succession of dogs and cats, and named them all Edith, to honor his fondness for poet Edith Sitwell (2). 
   Now, while he was most known for his private and eccentric personality, he had periods in his life where he was seen to be entirely social, welcoming, and willing to engage in “glamorous dalliance with the cream of international society (1).” He traveled the world and lived abroad at various times while continuing to paint and sculpt. However, upon his return from one of his overseas stays, he reflected upon his work completed during the past year and then destroyed it (1). It seems that Graves’ spirit was indeed restless and unpredictable, and that he was always searching for a perfect place of beauty in which to be creative. His reactions to the world he saw around him and the world he desired to live in and be a part of seem to crash at times, leaving him no choice but to voice his outrage or beliefs in his own unusual way.
   He had many “surprising public antics” (3) that were memorable and contributed to the overall perception of him by artists and citizens alike as “Seattle’s Most Eccentric Artist.” His name was often seen in the pages of the Seattle Times, as his public displays and feuds with other artists became good fodder for reporting. He conducted a back and forth written feud with fellow artist Mark Tobey in the Letters to the Editor section of the paper which lasted several weeks (3). At a show at the Tacoma Museum of Art, he removed and destroyed over his knee a painting by another artist, never revealing his motivation for doing so. Later, he was forcibly removed from a performance by pianist John Cage during which Graves stood up and screamed “Jesus sees all!” in response to Cage’s onstage destruction of a piano (3). Another time, he sent out invitations to the Seattle art community inviting them to “not attend” the first staged Northwest “Happening” that he was hosting and which featured paintings by the “8 best painters in the Northwest.” (2)
    He announced parties at his house in the woods, and invited guests, but these guests would find the road virtually impassable. When some did arrive for his ‘get-togethers’ they found him somewhat unreceptive and unappreciative of their attendance (3). He would bodily throw out anyone he felt he disagreed with (4), and one occasion, after sending out “perfectly enchanting invitations”, Morris turned on some sort of water spraying device to completely douse the dinner settings and enormous turkey that was set out in some sort of effort to “recreate The Last Supper.” His guests were left feeling “foolish” and embarrassed and many responded with angry letters that were reprinted in the local paper (3). This is puzzling stuff, and many of his actions or his motivations were ever fully explained by Graves.

   What is not so puzzling is how Graves himself revered art and its importance in the world. He seems to have gone through phases of intense travel and taking residence in distant places, but these became only diversions that eventually found him longing for the serene, quite, simplistic life he most enjoyed in the homes he built in various forests in the northwest. Similarly, he never strayed from his core belief that “every aspect of life should be creative, whether plumbing or making paintings (4).” Graves was well known for spending whatever efforts in time, money, inspiration, and strength were necessary to “create something of exceeding beauty” and to achieve a serene and peaceful surrounding in which to live (4). 
   Graves rebelled against artists that placed importance on their own art, those who felt that their art should well-documented and preserved for prosperity. He said that “documentation was the antithesis of his purpose, which he maintained was spontaneous and private.(4)” This longer observation, in which Graves comments on his own work, seems to state his philosophy about art fairly well:

   “If the paintings are confounding to anyone – then I feel that words (my words, almost anyone’s words) would add confusion. For the one to whom the message is clear or even partially clear or challengingly obscure – then, for them, words are obviously excessive. To the One whose searching is not similar to ours – or those who do not feel the awful frustrations of being caught in our extroverted and collective projection of our civilization’s extremity – those who seeing and tasting the fruits and new buds of self-destructive progress are still calling it good, to them the ideas in the paintings are still preposterous, hence not worth consideration. (1)”

   This is a great quote, though I had to read it several times to get the full flavor of its meaning. I still may not know exactly what it means, but it seems to be saying that it’s o.k. not to understand something as others do, it’s o.k. to interpret things in ways that provide a meaning that works for you, and it’s o.k. for the artist and the observer to keep there explanations of interpretation private at times, because the words can not possibly explain the scope of all that is possible to be gained from a work of art. That’s really one of the prime objectives of artists such as Morris Graves.
   In the end, at the time of his death in 2001 at age of 90, Graves had indeed acquired many beautiful possessions in his life that at one time were not as important to him as living simply amongst the given beauty of nature itself. As his longtime companion, Richard Svare would observe, “By the end of his life, the austerity of the artist’s early environments had given way to an accumulation of beautiful objects, too many to fully appreciate.” Graves’ friend, executor, and manager of “The Lake” estate, adds this about Graves: “He had ordered a vast estate to suit his need for a harmonious environment, yet that serenity remained outside him…surrounded by so much beauty, and still it wasn’t enough (4).”
   I have learned much about Graves, and I have noticed that many of the impressions that I received from his four paintings on display at the JSMA are fairly accurate in my mind. These impressions are not spot-on, mind you, - how could they be? I’ve learned about his abstract expressionism and metaphorical ideas and images, but I still have many avenues of interpretation in which I could formulate many meanings.
   My revisiting of Graves’ paintings is giving me more of an opportunity to think of the internal forces that seem to have driven Graves to produce his art. From what I now know of his life and other works, I feel more in kinship with his thoughts. His desire to show how growth, life and beauty are most important to him now rubs off on me with more meaning. The minnow I have read represents a “spiritual illumination” in his works, and seems to imply to me now that the growth of the minnow’s spirit is enabling the minnow to be guided into the direction of the light, like a salvation and peace is awaiting it. 
   The various flowers, struggling to bloom or to remain blooming are kept alive against the dark by basic elements of our world, light and water. The paintings all appear to show that growth and life are possible against the impossible odds of what the large darkness and negative forces in our lives present to us all. The struggle exists, but Graves decides to make his own small slice of life as simple, beautiful, and nurturing by reminding us that water, light and nature are the prime movers of human existence. Without these small observations, we may lose our sense of what beauty and contentment can be, and we could get lost inside the dark forces and lose our spirit in a sea of negativity.
   I see in his paintings now more of a connection to nature than I really thought of before, and how water and light guide all life. Material things and mankind are not needed for life to happen, and it makes me think that we place more importance to our existence and our effect on the world than we should. We are only here like everything else that is here, and we either grow or die depending on how we are nurtured or guided toward the light. The simple things we tend to take for granted, like water, air, light, are the only things keeping us growing,  and that these things are really the most beautiful elements in life, for without them, there is nothing. No other beauty could be made or appreciated, or be so integral and important to living as these basic elements, and Graves strived to live in and around the beauty of nature because it gave him a sense of harmony and inner peace.

   Graves was a complicated man and artist, there seems to be no doubt about this. He was unpretentious and unyielding in his opinions about what art meant to him. He had strong opinions and often acted out against anything he felt was in conflict with how he defined art. I appreciate Graves’ art more having learned so much about him and style of painting, and I understand better how my mind works in interpreting artwork. I was compelled to stop by just a quick viewing of his exhibited painting, but I realize that I would have likely soon forgotten the impressions I received from that viewing if I had not examined Graves’ life and work more closely. I certainly have a new and wider appreciation for expressionist paintings, and I hope that I will give due time and thought to how my interpretations stimulate my own quest for contentment, growth, and beauty. 
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MUSIC EVENT ASSIGNMENT:
   I am a music lover. Outside of family relationships, music has been the most important influence and passion of my life. Specifically, the meanings, lyrics, and feelings that music has provided have helped to mold me into the person I am today. I find freedom and expression thriving in music, and the culture of music and all that it means to me cements my beliefs, values, and opinions in ways that I can probably not fully comprehend. Whether it is love, family values, respect for people, politics, sociological beliefs, or even fun, I find that, upon examination, music has formed the building blocks and has driven the evolvement of my thinking processes, and, thus, music has given me the sense of my own completeness as a human being.
   My parents were both directly and indirectly responsible for how I gained my love for music. They are liberal minded college professors, and the music that they have enjoyed has influenced me from the start. They like fun music, music with a beat, and music that just makes people feel happy and entertained, but they have especially passed on to me their interest for music that stimulates their intellect and artistic passions. My parents were in their early twenties and in college when rock and roll really started to become a major part of the culture in America. They began with the lighter and fluffier dance, love songs, and top 40 hits of the fifties, which is what was primarily coming out of the burgeoning rock and roll culture at that time, but they were soon affected greatly by the developing folk, protest, and socially themed lyrics that began largely in the early 1960’s. 
   My parents also liked jazz, soul, and classical music, but they certainly began to focus on the messages and feelings they felt from the quickly evolving works in folk and rock and roll during the sixties. This is when I came to be. My greatest exposure to music at that time was to these songs and styles that had resonance for them and made social and cultural statements that they found they shared with the artists performing them. These were not radical statements and lyrics, but they were just true statements that my parents thought were very valid, valuable and influential to American culture. Intellectual ideas and opinions about our society had not really been given wide exposure to masses of people in most popular music up until this time. 
    The words and music were opening up discourse, an environment, for sharing ideas and beliefs about what a free society should really value, accept, allow and share with all people. The lyrics, primarily, gave an opportunity for people to reflect upon these important values and principles. These concepts and opinions made public in the lyrics of artists gave validation to the thoughts of many people. Most people want tolerance, equal rights, diversity, free expression, harmony, understanding, and a sense of opportunity and fairness to be of central importance in our culture. The lyrics of the songs and the artists making the songs of the day were a reflection of those core values that many people felt to be right and to be in line with their own beliefs. Again, these opinions, beliefs, and values had just not flourished in the music culture up until that time.
   So, it is from my parents, my interest in history, sociology, American culture, and my beliefs in the rights for all people to live freely and to be treated equally, that my love for music and lyrics has had great importance in my life. Music is easily seen by me as a central force in the development of my thinking, providing the foundations of all of my core values and beliefs as to how I think of this world of humankind. Music drives home for me the central beliefs as to how I feel everyone should be treated, accepted, and be given the free opportunities to flourish however they wish.
   I see these freedoms still evolving today, and I’m glad that music today allows such a diversity of feelings, opinions, and musical styles to be expressed, and that this free expression influences and provides for the sharing and creation of thoughts and ideas. Of course, that said, it doesn’t always mean that I am going to love everything or gain any meaning from the music and songs that I am exposed to. I still have my personal taste or perceptions regarding quality, presentation, and performance to contend with when I listen to any form of music. It’s what it means to the “one” and not the “many”, to paraphrase Star Trek’s Mr. Spock. No matter what the message or the style of the music and presentation and performance may be, it has to have something in it that I personally find memorable or insightful for me in order for me to accept and admire the work of the artist. 
   My case and point for this exercise is the street musician, who plays his or her music in public places, inviting, or really forcing everyone within earshot to hear, evaluate, and to form opinions about this exposure. It can work well, or it can fail miserably, I feel. I trust my own evaluations about what I see and hear because I have a background of exposure to many artists and styles in folk, singer/songwriter, and rock and roll. I think that my taste and appreciation for music was developed in my youth and is now firmly rooted in my mind, and as such, is always searching for new ideas and opinions in lyrics and song to add to my hopefully broadening social and cultural understanding.

   Recently, I was ‘forced’ to take in this kind of musical expression while walking through campus in the area of Kincaid Street and 15th Avenue. A young man was heard loudly by hundreds of people, singing out a repetitive barrage of his likely original lyrics. His raspy-voiced, near shouting singing was like a beacon. You could hear his voice so loudly above all else that you could plot its source location, and thus, the direction you might also wish to take at that time would also come into play. Is it drawing people in to get closer or is it sending a message to the listeners to steer clear? Heads turned, people noticed, but I observed no one who chose to get closer. A pathway through two buildings inside campus was surely one way to arrive at the stage chose by the youth, but people were recognizing this and choosing to walk past to the next area where they could pass unfettered by whatever may be waiting where the unknown singer was performing.
   Generally, I am interested in street performers, and I respect their daring nature to expose themselves to ridicule, review, and whatever outcomes might occur during their street residence. I think they have real courage, and such desires to find outlets for what they are feeling inside, and that they are so bold and compelled to broadcast it in what are otherwise quiet public settings. They are exercising personal freedom knowingly, feeling that they have a societal right of expression and a want to share their talents or messages. This I respect greatly, and at times have enjoyed immensely. I have paid mind and even money at times when I have stopped to hear someone’s songs being publicly preformed. But it all comes down to my personal taste and acceptance for everything that is being presented by the artist in his performance. The beacon does not always call to me.

   This singer was not tuneful, or pretty sounding at all, he was just loud, as if purposefully trying to call attention to him. He just wasn’t very good, in sound or words, to gain any attention from myself or anyone that I observed. If anything, he seemed to be something to avoid, and I saw not one listener traverse over to find this singer. Maybe it sounded kind of scary or intrusive to some. Perhaps people didn’t want to be accosted up close by anything that they may envision being possible by getting closer to the singer. Maybe the singer would get in our face, or make demands or insults, or maybe he would be observed as ‘mental’, or imbalanced, or even deranged in some way. This is what I thought in just hearing his quavering, rough, and plaintive voice. 
   I did get closer, I knew this might play into my writing assignment, so, after choosing to not walk directly upon the scene using the nearby path, I walked around the next building to arrive upon the scene more discreetly. Most people were walking this way too, not to get closer to the ‘scene of the rhyme’, but to just go about their own travels in the area and avoid the tonal distraction taking place. I walked across Kincaid to the bus stop area where I and other people were given a full view of the singer and his now apparent tribe of accompanists. I had never heard any instruments being played until this time, the singer’s voice just bellowed so loudly, and even when I noticed two other guitarists adding their sounds to the ‘songs’, it was very hard to hear their contributions. Center stage was taken by the very slightly built and below average height young singer.             He was dressed in a simple blue jean and t-shirt outfit, and his hair was tussled and curly, but not overly long or short. He seemed a bit scruffy, perhaps fairly poor, but he gave off an air of confidence and dedication about his desire to be seen and to be heard. He may be the next Kurt Cobain, John Mayer, or Hootie, for all I know, and maybe he feels that his impromptu performances will only aid him in being recognized, heard, accepted, and ultimately fulfilled as a musician or songwriter.
   He was obviously the right age to be a young college student, and I’m sure he was aware of the environment he had chosen for his performance. He is likely aware or feels that he can be heard and accepted best by those of his own age group, and so he chooses a setting mostly filled with young people gravitating around a center of learning, free expression, curiousness, and learning. However, I do not measure his performance, words, or message to be anything unique or meaningful, and even his guitar mates seemed to be a bit disinterested in the art coming out of the singer’s mouth. Maybe they were just helping a friend out, or maybe they were not that seriously minded about the current state of their band or music, or maybe they were evaluating the singer just as us passerby listeners were also, trying to understand for ourselves if anything important or meaningful was here to discover.
   I stayed around for a few of his ‘songs’, but didn’t find anything in the words he was singing or the voice he was using to be of significance for me. His already forgotten lyrics about teenage-type angst and the restlessness of youth have all been well heard by me from other artists. Many artists and performers have passed my personal taste test as to what I find memorable, meaningful and creative enough to place in my mind as valuable contributions to my thinking and enjoyment of musical artists. But not this guy, at least not yet.
   Still, it’s bold to take a posture of a street shouting man of music in any setting, and I at least respected, and in a small way, was jealous of his ability to be so free, uninhibited, and un-intimidated in this surrounding. His dedication to his desire to do what he is doing seems to outweigh all other considerations at this time, and I do find that aspect appealing and revealing about what lies within the thinking and the nature of artists of all types. This experience may guide the street singer to hone his skills and become better at what he does. He may become aware of the reactions or notice given, and he may find in himself a new way to go about his art to fulfill his particular desires. Maybe too, he doesn’t care about all that and will just go about it in similar ways that he’s doing now. Maybe he’s already satisfied that he put the words out there, and that his real ambitions are in other areas. 
   This is the artist’s struggle, to me: first to find the voice or the medium, then to have a message and the courage to portray it, and finally to be comfortable with working toward the degree of acceptance you desire versus the acceptance you actually receive. These are all courageous acts, and this desire to be heard is also very admirable, though there are countless examples where the struggle to artistically achieve has led to the downfall of artist, sometimes literally. 
   While not every attempt at street performance is affecting or successful for the artist or the viewer, it is an important and valid artistic medium where things can be learned. We may just learn that as viewers we have just seen something we don’t like so much, but it still adds to how we will process and review events or artists in the future. We refine our thinking this way, and the artists too refine their own thinking with each step they take in making and presenting their art. Creativity can be nurtured, tested, examined, and hopefully appreciated by artists and observers alike, regardless of particular settings, and all of the participants stand a good chance of benefiting from the experience in some way or other.   

