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So I’ve thought long and hard about what I could do for my final essay for my favorite class of freshmen year. I thought to myself I must do something moving, I must do something funny and moving, something that will make you laugh and cry and enlighten you all at the same time. Or just something creative and insightful to what we’ve learned in class. Maybe a beautiful narrative story that involves deeply developed characters who learn a valuable lesson along a wild journey. Or something that involves making clever stabs at material and artists we’ve come along, all the while revealing a greater understanding about the purpose of classes like colloquium and being an artist in general.

But hark I have not come up with that idea and the due date quickly approaches me so I have come to the only thing left, a last resort that may be the obvious cop-out for some. I have come to answer the perpetual question that seems to be asked but never answered. One that will constantly pop its head in to any class in the Shaeffer building regardless if it is Video Art History or even an intro to 3d Modeling studio. One that has been challenged and re-challenged through out history, and one that is the essence of my existence in my major and part of my life. I have come to answer the question: What is Art…

In the form of epic poem.

My Awesome Epic Colloqium Poem Paper
There once was a lad, a lonely ol’ lad, who drew in his notebooks all day
History, Math, Science, and Gym had no interest to this loley’ ol’ lad’s way

But then came a gem, and shiny bright gem that made it all worth his stay

Drawing and Painting had served this lads escape form the normal and the mundane
The lad scribbled and scratched on his clean white parchment to spew all the ideas that bloomed in his tiny ol’ head.

This lad loved his class and never lifted his hand till the clock struck time to depart.

He grew and he grew, he drew and he drew, constantly developing his art.

This lad had grew to a size which he could grow no more, and no longer could his doodles pass off as great pieces.
Once a loley ol’ lad who liked pretty books of comic, now grown to be dubbed as an Artistes.

“An Artist!?” he cried ever so confused and intrigued. “What does it mean, what do I do? I just like to draw things that look all pretty and coo.”
A great dark force had creeped from behind this grown lad’s back, and soon the young man was surrounded by beings, big and with gleeing faces of intimidation.

“You boy must understand your purpose as an Artist” they boomed as they danced around the boy’s feet.

“Your doodles are nice and pretty and stylish and such but you must understand there are people to touch, and you must make something with meaning!”

“Meaning!?” the lad cried, “but I am no preacher, I am no prophet, no politician, nor am I a teacher! I just like to sketch in my book I don’t know why, it just makes me happy. He let out with a cry.”
The dark figures continued to hound the boy “Laddy oh laddy you are no longer a boy in your little art class. If you want your work to be significant and pass, you need to make something that makes change or no one will care when you’re old and deranged. Machines and magic inside of boxes can make things look pretty so you little human laddy must think of something that moves and persuades the masses to think to your likeness.”

“But how do I do that oh great and mysterious? I want to make meaning and move people’s thought so I can be great and make wonderful art.” The lad asked.

The three figures swirled together and whispered to the fellow, “Well little man, you must take with you a magic brush and sash, and head to The Mountain of The Golden Canvass. There you will place your brush and become the greatest artist of the land.”

So the lad took the brush in hand, and trotted off to the magical Mountain of the Golden Canvas to become the greatest artist of all of the land.
He skipped and he trotted across great distance, until the lad came across two people in combat and resistance. One dressed in suit the other in rags of strange pattern.

The one in strange pattern had lifted their large glowing brush and swiped a great swing followed by a great thrust.

“You shame yourself, calling yourself an artist, pockets flowing with paper by the pigs in their suits. There is nothing creative about your creation it is bland and commercial from its head to its boots.”

The ragged one yelped “Your celebrity flagships and songs of Coldplay do not fool me, there is nothing deep or meaningful just a cheap shot at emotion that feeds the whole country.”
The man in the suit replied “If you were so great oh dirty and wise, then why is it that your work no one buys? Maybe the paper by the ‘pigs’ in their suits that plump up the pockets from my head to my boots is what validates my work as something so great that people throw paper at it to celebrate.” 

The two stared at each other in great hostility as the lad almost just walked right on by. But then the two noticed his brush in his hand.
“Halt there lad, what is it you hold. Only one that is so big and so bold could carry that out in the plain sight. A great powerful force has deemed you to be right.” The suited man said.
“I am off to The Mountain of The Golden Canvas to plant this brush and become a great artist.” The lad said.
The ragged one and suited one said at once in perfect synchronization “Artist you say? Ha! Your looks are hardly but that, you seem too common to be so great, as to hold the brush that will determine your fate.”

The two looked back at each other with scolding eyes immediately following their conveniently synchronized statement. 
The ragged one said “This suited one is sold and confused he would put a swastika in his work if it make him some cash. Let me join your journey ol’ lad, I will show you the ways of a great artist. You must be unique and defiant, not letting the money determine your client. A great artist is different from the next, a great artist is undiscovered when at their best.”

The suited one followed “Don’t let this pauper fool determine your ways, to be great is to be paid, at least in these days. Hundreds of folks work together to make something great is better then one despite that it’s a coke can that we all had to create. Companies and masses can agree that as an artist you will want to pick me.”
So the lad thought hard a long, then continued to move not making a decision as to who was to follow. It wasn’t long though until both artists had to swallow, their pride as they marched to the tune of the magical brush making their way to the mountain soon.

The three traveled for a long hard time. And eventually they reached their destination of The Mountain of The Golden Canvas.

Harsh winds swirled and bellowed and the three climbed until they reached a strange fellow.

“Give me the brush laddy and I will make your dreams to become a great artist hady” the fellow snickered.
The lad in great excitement reached out to give the brush and just then the fellow snickered again as he took the brush. Promptly the fellow threw the brush down the mountain for miles, it jumped and broke as it stuttered down for whiles.

“You idiot fool do you realize what you’ve done, now this great lad will never become one!” The suited and ragged man said in synchronization again, followed by another harsh stare at each other.

The man snickered once more, “har har har you silly chaps I have only threw a dupe across that gap, the real brush is but yet still here. You see you lame ones it was a joke to be had. What a great showing of my incredible talents a piece of art I admire. Has gotten you to react so dire. I see you seek to become the great artist, well there is one thing you must not forget and that is to challenge that notion, a toilet bowl is just as valid as a Mona Lisa or landscape of an ocean. Now if you wish to become a true artist ol’ lad, you must discover the meaning of art to be had, and only then can you finish the climb of this great mountain and strike that brush across the great golden canvas atop the peak. Then you will become the great artist you seek.”

The suited one grabbed the fellow and held him back, as the ragged one stole the brush from his sack and they promptly pushed the man over to proceed to the top of The Mountain of the Golden Canvas.

The trickster fellow followed the three, when they finally made it to the top of the peak.

There it stood bright and in glimmer, a golden beauty with all its shine and its shimmer. The lad had made a big draw of his arm and aimed steady and true to the canvas ahead, then just as he swung something had struck him dead, center in his view the booming dark figures that had approached him at first had told him something very perverse.
“You have not yet realized the meaning of Art laddy, and your time to be great is not ready and you have not yet realized what it means to be an artist, or for that matter even what art is.”

Then suddenly the ground had erupted in to a purple vortex and the lad had spiraled and swirled in circles. Faces and words had pierced the lads ears as he drew ‘round in spirals like rotating gears. Back and forth these faces presented new ideas of what art could be, should be, would be, was and will be but not until the lad understood what art was can he be freed of the purple grasp.

Every time the lad thought he knew the answer the lad was presented with another question that threw him further in to spiral. Now tired and exhausted, still new ideas of art being taught, the lad had been tortured with fraught. The lad screamed out in a crying pain.

“I don’t care what art is! I don’t want to be an artist! I just want to go back to my sketch book and pencil! I make what I want because I just want to and I don’t want to have deep meaning, or be different, or be successful in other peoples eyes, or challenge the art world, I just do what I want to do because its one of the few thing I care enough to do!”

The vortex then stopped and out the lad plopped battered and beaten, torn and defeaten. The three followers mumbled behind him as the dark booming figures swirled together and collided, their voices boomed once more to make the statement:

“Well then you have learned, art is never really defined and hard to determine but one thing shall always remain certain. If you do not care about your art then you have not made anything worthy. At least that shall be concretely true when nothing else could be.

Now strike your brush straight and true and declare what is rightfully you.”

…

And so the lad had stricken his brush hard across the golden canvas and for all the trial and hardship he endured he changed not a wink but in his mind he matured. 

This lad grew up to have a great life with a house and family. Its just a shame that with all his knowledge of art he had learned his dream in life ended to be the plumber he yearned.
