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It is about 10:00 p.m. on a hot summer night in a neighborhood
adjacent to the University - trendy cafes, pretentious coffee shops,
sanctioned condos and in-fills, and frat-house arrangements. On a
street, a safe stroll from the tensions between Starbucks and Second
Cup, there is a pleasant zero-lot in-fill. As an elderly couple walks by,
they stride in to and out of the vibrations of a party at No. 7, Arts-
Based Drive.

Sitting beside an open window next door to the party Samantha,
a 17-year-old high school student, picks up her ringing phone.
“Hello,” she whispers. Samantha does not seek to draw attention to
herself. She is a party voyeur.

“Hello, Sam. Carey here. Man, are you reading the stuff old
Prosyhzrenksi assigned. It is weird.”

“No, I forgot it at school. Say, aren’t we going to be asked to
personally respond to that stuff tomorrow. Could you read it to me,
sweety?”

“0.K.,” responds Carey reluctantly:

Robin Moore (1986) writing in ‘Childhood’s Domain’ about
creativity and the child indicates: ‘The indeterminacy of rough
ground allows it to become a play partner, like other forms of
creative partnership: actress-audience, potter-clay, photographer-
subject, painter-canvas. The exploring/creating child is not making
‘art’ so much as using the landscape as a medium for understanding
the world by continually deconstructing it. Where is this vital
activity to be carried on if every part of the child’s environment is
spoken for to meet the economic, social, and cultural needs of the
adult community? Rip up some of the asphalt, surround it with a
study enclosure, add some fertile soil and leave it alone. In other
words, make it a building site: a leaderless, do-it-yourself adventure
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by Diamond and Mullen is nothing but modernist mind-candy in a
pseudo-postmodern wrapper. The authors, except for a graduate
student’s dissertation, a puppet piece, and a piece about animals and
curriculum masters dominate every chapter. Co-editors my foot! Like
many recent others, all seeking a modernist best seller, these authors
have heaped so much misunderstanding upon the postmodern
condition under the banner of doing-things-differently that it
becomes meaningless. The text is P.M.-light used within a yippified,
artsy, modernist agenda. [ believe every chapter shows that the
authors are susceptible to the modernist hyper-rush to liberate a
reader/teacher/artist/inquirer from that which is (mis)understood
in only the most superficial way into something equally
(mis)understood in only the most superficial way. These authors
never really face the task-at-hand with any conviction in terms of
what it is they seek to liberate us (readers/doers/appreciators of
inquiry art/aesthetics) from and towards. And, why? Perhaps, in
trying too hard to liberate us and to set us free to inquire, they do
not wish to replace the modernist oppressor. But, the book becomes
a tribute to modernist hyper-activism. It unquestioningly places
people as inquirers in inter- intra-personal activities that drive them
into deeply authorized, but relativistic, autobiographic spins. Spins
that pretend to be mentorship experiences. Spins that pretend to be
adventures into re-defining self as cross-bordering such that each of
us is able to locate herself as an emergent ‘poem.’ As a ‘poem’ she
somehow intuitively understands the multicultural, poly-vocal world.
And, all this through art-based research. Still, the kicker is she can
do all of this discovering and never have to consider, and never have
to imagine, the ethical dilemmas of being accused of having been
engaged in nothing but a narcissistic, self-indulgent, hedonistic, and
self-centered monologue.”

“Ouch,” commented Bruce trying to suppress his desire to speak
poetically. “So, you didn’t like the book?” Bruce realized that was the
stupidest thing he had said in months (but recently no one had asked
his students).

“Duuuu, Cyclops! In the land of the blind; the one-eyed is
Queen,” snorted Rachel as she downed the last of her Rusty Nail
(Scotch and Vermouth - in case anyone needed one themselves right
about now).

“But the Diamond and Mullen book is a good academic text,”
noted Bruce. He needed to recover quickly here or any chance with
this opinionated challenge dressed in hot pink would turn limp. “As
you know, aesthetics — as music, art, sculpture, painting, drama,
drawing, and so on - is a representation of humankind’s thinking,














