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Bright lights had shunned across my eyes as if looking at a train passing by. Everything was dark and blurry except for repeating bursts of light that whizzed by my face. I could not make out at all where I was, or what I have awoken in. A cold breeze passed by and I could feel my skin tighten up. Just as things began to come into focus a sharp and painful ringing had passed though my ears like someone had just stabbed a large sword through the side of my head. All the sudden a man had walked into the room and the blurry darkness that had surrounded me had made its form into a cave.

“Who are you!? Where am I!?” I demanded.

Last thing I remember I was in the middle of a lecture class.
“I am the ghost of Christmas past Ebenezer, walk with me as I show you all of the mistakes in your life. Haha no just kidding kid I’m here to take you on a journey across the history of the art world, to expand your mind to new horizons! Ooooh chilling isn’t it?”
Still delirious with my butt cheeks soaking wet, I tried to gather enough strength to stand up. I slowly lifted my head. All the sudden men seamlessly appeared out of my peripheral vision walking in time lapse speed. The blurred men walked back and fourth and even through me as if I were a ghost myself.


“Do you see these guys kid? They’re your ancestors and they are going to indirectly inspire you to do what you do. Take a closer look kid you might learn something from these people.” The apparition-like man standing in front of me said.

As I began to finally regain focus the men suddenly slowed down. I could not believe my eyes I was in Lascaux Cave, France witnessing some of the first cave paintings being painted.

“That’s right, you’re in Lascaux Cave.” The man said.

I stood there in astonishment, is this some kind of dream? I thought to myself.


“No this is no dream kid. Now come on lets go we’ve got a lot of ground to cover” The man said.

“But who – “I tried to get a word in.


“Shut up, who I am is not important. Now let’s go.” The man said.

I began to brush off the cave rubble and dirt that I had been covered in. As I looked down to brush off my legs I blinked and suddenly the scene had changed. That dark cave had quickly changed to a bright scene of clouds. The cave men were replaced by beautiful naked women with cloth draping across their bodies as they gracefully flowed across a cloud filled church like architecture. I felt my eyes, and soon my feet, following these beautifully soft bodied women with cupid like creatures surrounding them.


“Ooh I like this. I think I’m going to stay here” I said while approaching the beautiful women.

A quick crack came across my face.


“Oww, what was that for?” I said in response to just getting slapped by my new ghost-man friend.


“You fool! Do you really think all of this is real?” He said.


“But you just said this wasn’t a – “.


“Silence, don’t you kids ever learn. Do you even know where you are? Of course you don’t, because you fell asleep in class. You’re in the middle of the Renaissance art movement.” He snapped at me.


“Wait so I am in a dream? And how can I possibly be in an art movement?” I questioned in response.


“Questions, questions, details, details. You’re hopeless, no just kidding again kid. Look you’re in an art movement ok, and it’s not the last one either you are surrounded by some of the greatest works by Raphael, Michelangelo, da Vinci, those women you’re chasing after, they’re parts of these historical pieces, look you’re not even standing on real ground.” The apparition man said.
I looked down at my feet impulsively to see if what he said was true. Sure enough I was not standing on anything. Suddenly I found myself free falling hundreds of miles. As I fell with clouds whizzing by me at incredible speeds and quick whooshes followed by a complete silence after breaking the sound barrier, I could only think of how stupid I felt like the Wiley coyote fooled into walking into a wall with a tunnel painted over it. My Looney Toons induced self doubt was abruptly ended by the splash of my fall into a large body of water. I gasped for air as I finally made my way to the surface.


“Ugh, what is this supposed to be the seascape movement or something? Where am I now, the ocean?” I said coughing the water out of my lungs.


“Oh wouldn’t you love that luxury.” the apparition man said to me.

Then a giant shadow had started to appear over the water. It appeared as if a giant planet was slowly eclipsing the body of water I floated in. The noise of whispers had started to surround me, although these were not quiet like whispers. No these whispers were ear shatteringly loud and consumed my ears. I could hardly hear myself think.


“What is this!? Can you please turn the volume down I’m about to go deaf!” I yelled out to the apparition now mockingly dancing on the water above me.

The man just put his hand to his ear while raising his eyebrow. He looked at me and shook his head then shrugged and continued to dance. The loud whispers continued to whip by me as if I were in the middle of a hurricane. The rushing sounds of conversation finally faded away and the dark eclipse sub ceded.

“Ok now can you please tell me what all that was about, are we moving into the interactive art movement or something? I’ve had enough of this!” I said to the dancing man.


“Well no actually that’s O for two on actual art movement names.  Although speaking of interactive art there was this interesting set up somewhere in Mexico where a computer program tracked your movements and played sounds in response to it. You should have seen the little kids hopping across the gallery floor, so cute.” The apparition man said.


“Ok this isn’t fucking funny anymore! Where the hell am I!? Wake up! Wake up! Let me out of here!” I desperately tried to yell to myself as my voice echoed.

“Calm down kid, that’s not going to help. If you really must know where you are, you’re in a marvelous Duchamp piece, apart of the Dadaism movement.” The man said.


“Who and what is that?” I replied.


“Oh come on you haven’t heard of Duchamp. You are more lost then I had originally speculated. The urinal in the museum? Come on, Dadaism, the anti-art movement, a big F U to art rules and standards.” The man explained.

I looked around and realized the white background was not the vanishing haze of a distant ocean horizon but actually the white walls of the urinal.


“What!? You put me in a freakin toilet! There wasn’t nasty toilet water in Duchamp’s urinal, what the hell is this!?” I yelled with shock.


“Haha you like that kid, I added the water just for you. Oh come on at least I didn’t continue with the urine theme and decide to show you Andres Serrano’s infamous work. I was about to put you in some of Steve Reinke’s work but now I just don’t think your puny little self could handle it.” The apparition said.


“Oh come on, alright fine maybe I am getting a little upset but now I’m interested what is this Reinke’s work like?” I questioned.


“Are you sure you can handle this kid? I mean come on a little bath water and your panties begin to scrunch up.” The man replied.


“No I can handle it. Come on, it can’t be that bad.” I said.


“Fine, I’ll just give you glimpse, that’s all you get for being so rude to me. Hmph no respect.” The apparition said.
Suddenly in a flash of half a second I was surrounded by the scene of a large group of naked men. The quick stench of sweat and semen and sharp sound of grunts and skin flapping filled my nose and ears. Just as one of the men was about to blow his load in my face I was thrown back into the body of water. I floated in the water for several minutes still starting straight ahead without so much as a blink. After a long pause I spoke.


“Ok I’m ready for the next movement.” I said in a soft tone.


“Then off we go!” The apparition exclaimed.
The toilet I was in flushed and I swirled down pipes popping out into a scene full of people with disproportional and geometric faces, this was obviously the work of Picasso and the apparition began to explain cubism to me. We continued throughout various art movements, each one a new environment. A scene of clocks melting to show surrealism, a battering of paint being splattered across me to show Pollack’s example of Abstract Expressionism, even a ride into a comic book and trippy scene of Marilyn Monroe and Campbell soup images in different colors to show Lichtenstein and Warhol’s example of Pop Art.
The apparition continued to show me works of film, computer animation, and new media art. Films of Eskimo culture to show the beginning of documentary, Citizen Kane to show story telling, Avant Guarde film, and even modern movies of Harry Potter and the Incredible Hulk were flashed by me as I took part in every one.

I was exhausted from all the exposure and curiously fell asleep. In the faint distance of my ear I could hear a very familiar sound. I was sure I had heard this music before it was just too faint to make out.

“Hey!” I heard that now haunting voice of the man who put me in this mess. “Hey man wake up he’s coming.”

“What now, who’s coming” I said.

“The man in red, he’s coming he’s going to stomp on you if you don’t get up and move!” The apparition man said to me.

I figured out what that music was now. Yes it was the Super Mario Brother’s theme song, and its faintness had turned into a very apparent ensemble.

“Come on man, start moving back and forth. I was going to explain the relationship triangle between you, the homosexual gamer, Mario, and the princess. But now you got to start moving, quick he might miss us and go for the 1up if we move back and forth.” The apparition man now with a koopa troopa helmet on.

“This is ridiculous, why am I in a video game now? Why are you showing me all these videos, movies, why!?” I said.

The man paused for a second and gave me a look I had not seen on his face before, a serious look like he actually meant what he was about to say.
“Why do you make art? You’re an art student, what motivates you to become one of these people who made any of the works I showed you?” The apparition asked.

“Well I’ve always liked to draw ever since watching anime cartoons as a little kid I’ve wanted to become an animator.”

“Well kid whether you’re just drawing cartoons for Dragonball Z, or the next big director for the latest blockbuster movie you influence everyone who sees your work. You are responsible for the messages conveyed in the movie theaters, comic books, art galleries, and video games everywhere. Artists like you are sending messages that impact the people who view your work. It’s your responsibility to learn from the history of art, to change the world with your pieces. To break down gender roles in films and stop the women from being pathetic pretty damsels in distress to the tough ass kicking bill-killers that they have the potential to be. To make a unique storytelling and visual style never before approached. To make political and social change by the impact of your art. Kid, you have this power and I’m just here to make sure you don’t fuck it up.”
The apparation man’s chest stiffened while his eyes looked directly at mine. He then looked back to his koopa troppa helmet. He put his helmet back on and began shuffling back and forth. All the sudden the loud music had faded into the back of my head and I stood there thinking of what the man said, and everything I had just experienced.
The bleeping noise of Mario jumping grew louder and all of the sudden the boot of the plumber came crashing down on my head.

“Ow! You know I’m getting really sick of this whole falling into toilets, getting jumped on by Mario thing.” I exclaimed.

“Haha, dude what are you talking about, you were sleeping so I woke you up. The visiting artists is coming and Emily is gonna freak if you don’t wake up for him.” My friend behind me said.

I wiped my eyes and responded “ehh, thanks.”

I put my notebook away and got ready to see the new visiting artist. The man walked in and looked oddly familiar. The visiting artist set up his laptop at the pedestal.


He began, “I’m here to take you on a journey across the history of the art world, to expand your mind to new horizons! Ooooh chilling isn’t it?”

