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Baltimore: A Mural of Diversity

By Caitlyn Coady

feel like a stranger to this city that I have been living in for two months now.

We walk past a grassy hill, which incidentally is the hill that this area is
named after. The hill just off of Key Highway overlooking the harbor has a path that
circles up around it leading to the small park at the top. At the peak of Federal Hill
you can look out across the harbor, getting one of the best views of the city you will
ever see. With my map in hand, I attempt to guide my two companions, Paul and
Ashley, and myself past this hill to the American Visionary Art Museum. It comes
more suddenly than I expect. A brick building stands on the right of Key Highway
just before it begins to bend around the harbor. A large blue eye and the word
"museum" placed vertically underneath it shout out to me. There is a leafless tree
decorated with small glass ornaments between the busy highway and the sidewalk
that we are walking down. "This must be the place," I say to myself. My
assumptions are confirmed as we walk around to the other side of the building; I am
speechless. A beautiful mural made of broken plates, bottles, and glass covers the
entire side of the building. When carefully placed together, simple items such as
these can create something so eccentric and beautiful. Each piece is placed on the
wall carefully so that every time you look at it you see something different. As we
walk by, my face becomes distorted in the broken glass. This mural paints a picture
of my entire experience in the city that day.

ﬁ s I walk up Light Street, it is evident that I have no clue where I am going. I
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10:30 a.m.: Getting on the bus. Okay, so it doesn't seem like that big of a deal, but if
you have never ridden the buses in Baltimore before, then you would be shocked as
well. Loyola is familiar. I became comfortable here within days. Getting on the bus
is a completely different story. After waiting an hour at the “comes every thirty
minutes" bus stop on the corner of North Charles Street and Cold Spring Lane, we
finally climb up the stairs onto the number eleven bus. The first few stops are
uneventful; Paul, Ashley and I are nearly the only riders of the bus this far out of the
city. As we begin making more frequent stops and getting deeper into the center of
Baltimore, people begin flooding into the area and creating the most cramped,
uncomfortable ride I have ever experienced. It isn't a sea of unknown faces, however.
Everyone seems to know each other, but I am out of place. "I stick out like a sore
thumb," I think to myself. I take out my journal to jot down some notes and, almost
simultaneously, the man sitting across from me compliments me and attempts to talk
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with me: "You look nice," he says. "What are you writing for? I like your
handwriting." T smile and open my mouth to thank the man when I glance behind
him and see two ladies shaking their heads and mouthing, "He's crazy." I slowly turn
my head and pretend like I had not heard him. I feel so insecure and vulnerable as I
sit there just watching, taking everything in, and writing in my journal. By the look
on Paul's and Ashley's faces, they are feeling the same way. I am overwhelmed and,
for the first time since I've been here in Baltimore, a bit intimidated. The unfamiliar
smell of cheap perfume and old laundry fill my head, leaving me a bit off balance as
we get off at the Light Street stop.

11:30 a.m.: The American Visionary Art Museum. Everything here is comprised of
the simplest objects put together to form a unique, interesting piece of art. As I walk
into the first exhibit, I see a painting that covers the entire wall with an arrangement
of oranges, reds, and browns. As I walk up closer, I notice that it is a painting of
thousands of people all doing different things. Each face is so detailed; when I read
the description on the side I am not surprised to learn that it had taken the artist years
to complete. I proceed around the room to look at the other paintings, but find myself
continually glancing back to the far wall. Something about it keeps drawing my
attention. It isn't until I am on the opposite side of the room, almost to the last
painting, that I notice the actual purpose of all those small people. They all work
together to form an outline of a much larger person. As I look at the "big picture," I
think to myself, "Wow, that is amazing."”

2:00 p.m.: A snack at the Cross Street Market. We stop at "Mama's One Stop
Bakery" where I purchase my first-ever piece of sweet potato pie. It is amazing, to
say the least. Varsha, the Indian owner of the bakery, is the type of person whom you
can talk to for hours and feel as if it has been merely minutes.

"Baltimore is always changing," she tells us. "Twenty years ago, you
wouldn't feel safe walking down these streets, but now, [Federal Hill] is developing
and changing, so you can even walk at night and nothing happens to you."

After we comment that we like the feel of the market place, she continues to
tell us a bit of its history: "This market used to be all wooden...it burned down in
1947 and in 1957 they rebuilt it to what it is today." The huge smile on her face
shows her excitement to share this with us. She points us to some pamphlets on the
area, and gives us the feeling of the types of people that we might run into around this
part of the city. "Come back soon!" she exclaims as we prepare to continue on our
adventure. As opposed to being on the bus, I feel comfortable and welcome here. It
doesn't take long for us to decide that we will be visiting here regularly after this
excursion-even if it means taking the bus.

2:30 p.m.: A small but noteworthy detour. As we leave the market, we begin to
make our way back to Loyola, but end up walking in the wrong direction. We are on
South Charles Street, and it takes a good ten minutes before we realize that we are
getting further away from our school. As we turn around, I discover the city for the
first time. People are coming in and out of apartment buildings, walking their dogs,
talking to neighbors and friends, and simply going about their daily lives. I try to
imagine this area twenty or thirty years ago as Varsha was trying to describe it. I'm
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sure I would not feel as comfortable as I do now, and probably would not have
enjoyed my visit to Federal Hill at all. Throughout most of the 20" century, Federal
Hill had been primarily composed of working class residents and was an area of high
crime, racial problems, and low property values. According to residents in the area,
by the 1980's and 90's, a new wave of young professionals crashed onto area,
investing in the housing and businesses, and transforming the neighborhood into what
it is today.

5:30 p.m.: Home at last. It is a long seven hours later and we finally make it back to
Loyola. I am still taking in everything that has happened throughout the day. There
are so many people, so many places, and so many feelings that are overwhelming my
mind. I need to take a moment to let them sink in. I say goodbye to my friends and
walk up the Newman Towers steps to my ninth floor apartment suite. My roommates
are all out, so this is a great chance to relax and reflect.

sk sk skok skokok sk

I came to Loyola thinking it would be a great opportunity to get to know people, a
place, or just anything new that I am not familiar with. It was a great idea, but within
a few days Loyola had become very familiar to me; it didn't take long to get used to.
The campus was small, so within the first week I knew my way around. The people I
met were all different, but I grew accustomed to expecting the answer "Long Island"
or "New Jersey" when I asked people where they were from. The city of Baltimore is
so diverse; it is like a whole different world-or a universe rather-composed of many
different, always-changing places. Each piece is different, a unique piece of broken
glass, bottle, or plate, formed together to create one giant picture. I want to see this
big picture.

In Loyola I see a small section, but by moving away, I can look at all the
aspects of this mural and piece them together to get the complete image. Loyola can
only give me so much. If I really want to learn something, I know now that it is only
a bus ride away.



Good to Be Crabby

by Marie Gause

'y ‘ If you're going to Baltimore, you've got to know how to peel a crab."

Mr. Binnix, a Marylander and close friend of my grandmother's, said this to me

last summer as we sat down at a newspaper-covered table to enjoy a bushel of
freshly steamed crabs. If it wasn't for my natural affinity for tedious tasks (like
untying stubborn knots, for example), I would surely detest the involved process of
crab picking. To the impatient hardshell crab eater, the amount of food per crab is
vastly disproportionate to the amount of effort required to get it. However, according
to Mr. Binnix, no self-respecting Baltimorean would dream of claiming that crabs
aren't worth it. When I came to Baltimore for college, I began to see just how right
he was.

Driving down North Charles Street at the beginning of the school year, I
noticed a vendor selling live blue crabs from the back of his truck along with a
poorly-fashioned cardboard sign boasting the words "Live Crabs." Late August and
early September is right at the prime of crab season for the city; locals assured me that
these truck vendors are commonplace. The crabs followed me all the way to Loyola
College—well, not literally. Initium Week, an annual September event sponsored by
the Resident Affairs Council at Loyola, holds the promise of the $10 steamed crab
feast. The trick for all the out-of-state kids is figuring out how to peel them; lucky for
me, I had gotten tips ahead of time. For Baltimore natives, it's second nature.

"No mallets or butter knives!" warns Kristin Abt, Baltimorean and Loyola
student. She recommends a good steak knife to get in all the crevices. "The best way
to peel it is to pull off the top and scrape all the devil and other bits off. Pull off the
claws and save them for later. Cut off the rest of the legs and break each half in two."
Aside from living in Baltimore, Kristin also happens to be the daughter of a
commercial crab harvester, so it has always been a big part of her diet. "My parents
taught my two sisters and me how to peel crabs when we were in high chairs," she
says. "Crabs are a regular staple during the season. Leftovers are always in the fridge
and we have them for dinner at least once or twice a week-making crab cakes and
soup out of what doesn't get eaten."

Callinectes sapidus, the binomial nomenclature for the Atlantic Blue Crab, is
literally translated "beautiful swimmer that is savory." Stalked compound eyes give
these crabs 360 degree vision. It may have a forward blind spot at a certain point
between its eyes, which would explain the species' inclination to move side to side.
Sometimes they can be belligerent for no reason, giving insight to the epistemology of
the term "crabby." While not a generally cannibalistic species, Callinectes sapidus
can be seen as opportunistic cannibals. In fighting situations, when one crab



successfully breaks off one of its opponents' limbs, it will eat the limb. These
crustaceans were built for speed. They have a fifth pair of appendages known as
"swimming legs" used for hovering and speedy escapes.'

Swimming ability aside, the "savory" part of the translation cannot be
ignored. The large cartilage-free muscles located above each crab's rear fins are used
for the most top-of-the-line crab cakes. In an interview for the travel section of San
Diego's Union-Tribune. Faidley's Seafood owner Nancy Devine describes her 6-
ounce jumbo-lump crab cakes as "bigger than a baseball but smaller than a softball,"
with a fried golden exterior to seal in all the juices and flavors. The marketplace,
which is located at the heart of Baltimore's historic Fells Point, features a sign which
reads "Do Not Poke the Crab." This sign is intended to promote crab safety and well-
being first, human safety second.”

Baltimore and crabs go together like Dallas and a 32-ounce steak. Tourists
can expect not to have to search too hard to find a restaurant serving up hard shell
crabs smothered in Old Bay seasoning or the Baltimore favorite, crab cakes. The
Inner Harbor alone boasts a number of restaurants claiming to do the job optimally,
including The Rusty Scupper and the famous Phillips Restaurant. The tourist trap is
fully stocked with crab memorabilia. Entire shops are dedicated to the sale of items
linking Baltimore with the symbol and, occasionally, with a fun slogan like "Don't
Bother Me, I'm Crabby." Baltimoreans and tourists alike anticipate the all-you-can-
eat steamed Atlantic Blue Crabs and all-you-can-drink Clipper City beer at the annual
Baltimore Crab and Beer Festival in Fells Point.?

In the Chesapeake Bay area, crabs are as historical as they are flavorful.
Chesapeake Bay catch records for blue crab date back to 1890. Centuries prior to
record-keeping, Native Americans led European settlers to the prime crabbing
locations while taking care to include provisions in all treaties to safeguard their
fishing and crabbing rights. The region has long been heralded for producing the
largest and tastiest specimens of blue crab anywhere in America. Today, the blue
crab has the highest value of any commercial fishery in the Chesapeake Bay. In
2005, 60 million pounds of soft shell and peeler blue crabs were harvested. However,
do not be misled by this large number: there are strict limits present on the days and
times when watermen can crab, and it is illegal to harvest any crab smaller than 5 4
inches in diameter.*

In Fall 2000, the Crab Restoration and the Bay project, or C.R.A.B., began
as a learning cooperative between the Maryland Watermen's Association, University
of Maryland's Center of Marine Biology, Phillips Foods and Seafood Restaurants and

"Warner, William. Beautiful Swimmers: Watermen. Crabs and the Chesapeake Bay. 147-
149. New York: Back Bay Books, 1976.

% Scaglione, Cecil. "Shell Game: Finding the flavor of Baltimore while in search for the
consummate crab cake." The Union-Tribune. 2 May 2004. 1 April 2007.
<http://www.signonsandiego.coni/travel/040502baltimore.html>
Baltimore Crab and Beer Festival. 21 Feb. 2007. Baltimore Crab and Beer Festival. 20
April 2007. http://www.mdcrabfest.com/
"The Maryland Blue Crab." History and Lore. Skipjack.net. 26 March 2007.
<http://www.skipjack.net/le_shore/crab/history.htm>.
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the State of Maryland. The idea behind the project was that with improved
knowledge of the crab's life cycle and needs, managers of fisheries will be more
inclined to make far-sighted decisions. This would promote a sustainable supply of
crabs in the Bay, meaning more Baltimore residents could enjoy the finest local crabs.
Fertilized females were gathered and placed in confinement until they spawned
larvae. The researchers tested the larvae in different environments to see which was
the best suited for their survival. At the next phase of their lives, they are relocated to
stapled rings with continuously flowing water and nutrients. The shape of the homes
protects them from consuming one another. Eventually, there could be a large scale
creation of similar state-funded hatcheries.

As one waterman stated on the Maryland Waterman official site, "Everyone
seems to have a stake in finding out more about our beautiful swimmer: watermen-
whose livelihood is nearly 50% derived from crab harvesting, the Chesapeake
residents who consider blue crabs to be part of the Maryland experience,
tourists...and all the Bay species whose lives depend on the delicate food web in
which the Chesapeake's Callinectes sapidus is so perfectly intertwined."

Even with upwards of sixty million pounds of crab per annum, the net yield
is not large enough to meet demand. To compensate, crabs are shipped to the area
from North Carolina, Louisiana, and Florida.’ It is no surprise that demand for crabs
outweighs supply in a city whose name is so widely linked with the lively creature.
Baltimoreans take pride in their city's identification with this crustacean, proven by
the effort made to promote its living and symbolic presence.

Recently, a crab craving could be fulfilled aesthetically as well as
gastronomically in Baltimore. The Crabtown Project was launched in 2005 as part of
the Believe in Our Schools campaign. Over 400 design ideas for 6-foot by 6-foot
fiberglass crab sculptures were submitted to a committee who selected the best
designs to post on the project's official website.” From there, businesses or even
individuals could designate a design to sponsor for three thousand dollars.® This
amount was put toward project materials and a stipend for the artist; the money for
Baltimore City public schools came from the auction of the crabs and direct donations
from corporations. Noteworthy designs include "Baltimore TaxiCrab," a checkered,
yellow specimen reminiscent of the city's Checker cabs and "Crab and Gown," a
tribute to higher education sponsored by Loyola College.’

*Madison, Mary. "Bay crabs growing up in the big city." Waterman's Gazette. August
2001. 23 March 2007. http://www.marylandwatermen.com/CRAB.htm

“"Blue Crab Facts." Maryland State Website. 28 Aug. 2002. 25 March 2007.
<http:/www.dnr.state.md.us/fisheries/education/crab/bluecrabfacts.html>.

""Welcome to Crabtown!" Baltimore City Website.
<http://www.ci.baltimore.md.us/government/cinvestment/crabtown.html>.

8Guynn, Susan. "Local artists take part in fundraising project.” Frederick News-Post. 17
July 2005. 28 March 2007.

%Kent, Sari. "Baltimore crabs crawl off streets." The Towerlight. 14 Nov. 2005. 22 March

2007 <http:/media.www.thetowerlight.convmedia/storage/paper957/news/2005/11/14/Arts/
Baltimore.Crabs.Crawl.Off. Streets-2203415.shtml>.
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"They really brightened up the city," Natasha Hochlowski, Loyola College
student and Marylander who frequents the city of Baltimore, said. "They reminded
me of those dog statues you see around other big cities because of their placement and
variety."

Living in Baltimore has helped me come to a better appreciation of crabs in
all forms. My first taste of softshell crab sandwich I made me wonder how I had
managed to live without it for so long. I admit to being taken aback by the fact that
the crab was still in its proper form sitting on the bun, though I probably should have
expected it (they don't call it softshell crab for nothing). I have lived here for close to
a year; it is clear that Baltimoreans would strongly feel the absence of this beloved
amphibious crustacean. Initiatives like the C.R.A.B. and Crabtown project are
important to securing its presence in the stomachs, and hearts, of citizens and visitors.
As Aristophanes once said, "You cannot teach a crab to walk straight." However, in
Baltimore, crabs are moving forward.
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| Bring Tha Meat, He Bring Tha Fish

by Pierce Pahlow

South Hanover Street until I came upon the corner of East Cross Street. Once
here, I went inside a large building with a collage of signs and advertisements.
This place, this building, which has no name, provides a place for many to sell their
wares and their foods. Behind the slimy fish, the sweet scent of lavender, and the heat
from the meat stand is the underlying idea that Baltimore is a community. This sense
of community comes from a diversity of people, a necessity for strong community,
and a strong sense that a community in Baltimore is inevitable. In other cities such as

New York City, people keep their heads down, never talking to anyone, but in
Baltimore, people talk and you can't help but feel welcomed into the Baltimore
community.

Chu Ming, a wrinkly man from Taiwan, perches at his meat stand, enjoying
the same bowl of rice and sweet tea that he indulges in every day. Of all of the
vendors in the tall ceiling market, Ming caught my eye. Whether it was his assortment
of meats, with names I couldn't pronounce, or the fact that he only knew how to
scowl like a vulture looking for its prey, I was immediately drawn to him. I couldn't
help but ask Ming how he felt about the other vendors, and shortly after my lips
stopped moving, I got an insightful response. Ming blurted out, "I bring tha meats, he
bring tha fish an' crabs, he bring tha vegetables, and that woman all tha way down
there bring flowers and spices. It's very simple and it works." This straightforward
answer perfectly illustrated the sense of unity that pertains to our city. In Baltimore,
everyone brings something to the table; everyone is needed.

After listening to Ming's answer, I once again couldn't resist asking, "So do
you like these people? Are they your friends?"

Just as before, he quickly replied, "Friends... no they are not my friends, we
just work together. I need them because you can't just have meat. Who eats just meat?
You need tha vegetables and tha spices to make it complete."

Walking into the "Veterans Watering Hole," a small bar not far from Fort
McHenry, I never expected at 2:30 in the afternoon to find a man like Ed. Ed is a 50-
year-old painter in Federal Hill who spoke very eloquently. He sat across from the
jukebox, which was blasting ACDC's "Back in Black," and a dozen buzzed veterans
and other happy-hour-goers surrounded him. Through the smells of stale beer and
Aqua Velva, Ed described his sentiments: "I have lived in Baltimore a long time, and
the reason the city thrives is because we are all so different. Now that's not to say we
don't fight, but, for the most part, our city grows and allows everyone to learn
because we all bring something different to the table." At first it seemed odd that
both Ed and Ming paralleled Baltimore's community to "bringing something to the
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table," but, upon further revelation, it became clear. Just as Ed and Ming said, we are
all important, we all have a purpose, and we all have a place in the jigsaw puzzle that
is Baltimore. Baltimore is a community driven by its diversity.

As I left Ming and Ed, I began to apply their perspectives not only to their
communities, "the market with no name" and "The Veterans Watering Hole," but
also to the city of Baltimore as a whole. Baltimore, from my experience, is composed
of a diverse people. As Ming said, "You can't just have meat." For Baltimore it is not
only food that must be diversified, but the people as well. You need, "tha meat," you
need, "tha vegetables." Like most who have ridden in a Baltimore cab, I have met
some very interesting cab drivers. Eddie, with whom I rode from Loyola to Towson,
knew all of the lyrics to Britney Spears' album. Sunday, named after the day of the
week, has numerous stories from his life in Sierra Leone. Both of these men, though
very different, create a bond with whoever rides in their automobile. For five, ten, or
fifteen minutes you are given a chance to learn something that you may not have
known if you hadn't stepped into their cab. These connections that you make when
you step into a cab bring you not only to your destination, but also into the
community because they create memories and experiences that you will remember
forever.

In Costa Rica life is very simple. Someone bakes bread and pastries while
others teach children to read and write. Everyone in the town has a specific purpose,
and the other people will fail if one job is not executed properly. The milkman drops
off milk for the bread maker at 4:30 a.m. Then, the bread maker produces food for the
rest of the town. If the milkman doesn't satisfy his purpose, however, the entire town
will be without their breakfast for the day. The same principle can be applied to
Baltimore, just as Ming said. Some people are cab drivers, bread makers, mechanics,
teachers, or storeowners. Diversity is key not only in Costa Rica, but in Baltimore as
well. Each person has a position, and unless each part is moving, the city engine will
stall. Baltimore is a community based on necessity.

I chose to go to school in Baltimore because of the urban lifestyle. A large
city, Baltimore creates a large variety of connections and interactions. If I had no
desire to become connected with my surroundings, I would have chosen to live in a
cave, completely exiled from others and their different perspectives. Being a
component of a city, however, provides me with an extensive community. People
choose to live in a city for the certainty of being bombarded with people every day.
At Ming's "market with no name," the same people buy his meats every day. Mary
Shell, a homemaker in Federal Hill, buys all of her meat and fresh produce from this
market. She said, "I come everyday and I always see the same people... and they see
me. I'm like a local here, a total regular." This market is an intricate part of Mary's
community. Mary depends on the vendors to sell her food, and the vendors depend on
Mary to buy their products. Baltimore is a community based on routine.

This year, 2007, is the "Year of the City" at Loyola; the students are
encouraged to go out and explore the city of Baltimore. By simply attending Loyola,
for purely academic reasons, you really don't become a part of the community. Most
people see the students of Loyola in some sort of "bubble"; they think that Loyola is
separate from the rest of the Baltimore. With Year of the City, however, that gap is
slowly being filled with adventurous and inspired students. In exploring, learning, and
experiencing what Baltimore has to offer, you truly begin to appreciate Baltimore as a
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city. Experience is the key to understanding and appreciating your community. Going
out into Baltimore, not knowing what to expect, may be frightening, but exploring the
city creates a bond; that bond is community. To fall in love with a city, to fall in love
with Baltimore, you must explore it. Baltimore is a community based on exploration.

Learning things outside of the "Loyola Bubble," I realized that I would need
to be more like a sponge; to experience the city for what it really is I would have to
take everything in, no matter how small. So instead of "taking in everything," could
you "taste everything" like a taste bud? People could either be viewed as sponges or
as tongues; either way the message is conveyed. For someone to fully experience a
city, he must be open to every sight, flavor, and texture of the city. Imagine someone
who only eats meat because it's "the only thing he likes." If he never tries anything
new, how does he know he doesn't like anything else? If Ming's market only sold
meat, where would the diversity come from? With only meat in the city of Baltimore,
no vegetables, spices, "fish an' crabs," the "nutrition" as well as the diversity of
Baltimore would decrease. Baltimore would merely fade away.

Baltimore is a community based on diversity, necessity, routine, and
exploration. More importantly, however, Baltimore is a community based on people
who know their roles. Ming's role is to sell tasty meats to those who wish to buy
them. Ming feeds the public not only with food, but with knowledge as well. Ed's role
is to paint houses to make Baltimore appealing to the eye, as well as teaching
freshmen students that Baltimore is a community where everyone contributes to the
greater good. The cab drivers provide the service of transportation; they act as
"ambassadors of Baltimore," showing their glowing and interesting personalities.
Mary Shell satisfies her role by keeping the city alive with her shopping at the
"market with no name." Lastly I, a student, satisfy my role by exploring, learning,
and experiencing Baltimore for what it truly is, an amazing city.

Webster's definition of community is "a group of interdependent organisms
growing and living together in a specified area." The key word of this definition is
"interdependent." Baltimore is like Costa Rica, the "market with no name," and the
bar that Ed drinks at, except that Baltimore is much bigger. Ming said, "I bring tha
meats, he bring the fish..." Ming knows his role in his community. Do you know
your role? You will never find out your purpose unless you go out and explore
Baltimore. If you are simply taking advantage of the city of Baltimore, but doing
nothing to enrich it or leave it better than when you came, then you are not a part of
the community. Living together in a city, like Baltimore, or any other place, doesn't
necessarily make you part of the community; it gives you the opportunity to explore,
experience, and, most of all, become a valuable asset to the community. Spend your
time not only taking advantage of the sights, smells, and sounds of Baltimore, but
take time out to find where, in the big jigsaw puzzle that is Baltimore, you fit because
without you the puzzle will remain incomplete and useless.
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Art at the Heart

by Brian Bakelaar

Life beats down and crushes the soul and art reminds you that you have one.
Stella Adler

Henry Walters, who were "driven by their interest of art and history to

assemble a diverse range of artwork from around the world."'® The two set up
an art gallery in downtown Baltimore at 600 North Charles Street that contained
thousands of pieces covering almost every element of man-made art. Nowadays, one
can find everything from early Islamic shields encrusted with jewels to transcripts of
famous speeches held inside the art gallery's doors. The Walters Art Museum is one
of the rare places in Baltimore that anyone can go—for free, mind you—and observe
the masterpieces of world-renowned artists, such as Gustave Courbet and Edgar
Degas, who have poured their lives and souls into their artwork.

r I Yhe Walters Art Museum was created by a father and son duo, William and

Merriam-Webster's Dictionary defines art as a "skill acquired by experience,
study, or observation." This first definition of the word "art" doesn't do it justice.
Paul O'Neill, the leader of the Trans-Siberian Orchestra, defines art in a more
appropriate way:

To me, there's three types of art—there's good art, there's bad art and there's

great art. Bad art is a painting on a wall that you don't even notice. You just

walk past it as if it was wallpaper. If s a song that you hear on the radio that
just becomes background noise. It's a movie that you go to that just becomes

a good excuse to eat buttered popcorn. Good art will elicit an emotional

response from the listener or viewer that they felt before. You see a picture

of forest, and you remember the last time you went fishing with your dad.

You hear a song about driving fast in your car, and you remember when you

were 16 and you got your driver's license and you went over the speed limit.

You hear a love song and remember the first time you fell in love. That’s

really, really hard to do. But great art-- and this is the hardest thing to do-

elicits an emotional response from the person who's exposed to it that they
never felt before."!

As I see it, the Walters Art Gallery isn't a home to art as much as it is a
home to emotion. To be honest, I have never really cared deeply about art. Sure, I
have taken art classes, written papers, and taken photographs, but none of those things

" For more information on the history of the Walters see Baltimore Art Gallery
" For information on O'Neill's quote see O'Neill
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really ever meant anything extraordinary to me until recently. Now, I won't lie, my
trip to the Walters Art Museum didn't open my eyes to some great art revolution.
Rather, my trip to the Walters Art Museum reaffirmed—to me— the beauty of my
one true masterpiece. This piece that I speak of is one of the only things that I have
ever created that I am proud enough to call a work of art of mine.

A two-page article that was set to be featured on the front page of The
Survey, Warwick Valley high school's student-run newspaper, is what I consider the
true work of art of my first eighteen years of life. I had worked on the article for a
week and it was damn near perfect, but it never reached the students—it was never
published. Now, how can I call this article that isn't featured in some great museum
or even, for that matter, something that was never published a work of art? It is
simple. I wouldn't allow my article to reach the masses. I pulled it upon my final
reading of what I had thought was perfection. It was too personal to me. It was too
soon to be pouring out emotions to those who may not have felt them. It was my
article about my best friend: a triumphant story of one of the most inspirational kids
ever, Don Rock.

It's weird to think that just two years ago Don was your average high school
junior. He was a great student, Warwick's best 800-meter runner, and an even better
friend. Nothing gravely eventful happened our junior year. I should have been
thankful for that. We were just living our lives one day at a time, not really thinking
about tomorrow, as if we were invincible. Then the unspeakable happened.

While driving home from a track meet, Don's car swerved off the road,
flipped over the highway divider right into oncoming traffic. His 2000 Jeep Cherokee
was crushed into an unrecognizable form, and the driver's side was dented all the way
in. A friend of mine, Chris Miles, a local EMS volunteer who was called to the scene,
told me, "At first we didn't know where his body was. We thought it was thrown out
of the car. Then, someone spotted him." His entire body was condensed and contorted
so that it fit in the little compartment of the car under the dashboard where the
driver's feet should be. Don was immediately taken to the hospital by a MEDEVAC. I
would come to find out later that week that Don would be paralyzed from his waist
down. He would never walk again; he said he could handle that. He told me what he
couldn't handle was that he could never run.

Paul O'Neill describes great art by the way it "elicit[s] an emotional
response,” in someone, and that is exactly what my article was. About a year after his
tragic accident, Don Rock, who had steered clear of the school's track, had finally
reemerged on its surface. Don had invited a group of his close friends down to the
track to watch him, as he put it, "run again." He was essentially the same kid that we
all knew and loved. He was the typical teenager. He was just as everyone remembered
him, except his accident had made him a lot skinnier and he was in a florescent pink
wheelchair. Beyond the appearance, I knew he was the same kid I grew up with. He
was the same friend to me. We thought he was crazy, but we showed up anyway, still
confused and a bit curious. What we saw was something that I will never forget. We
saw Don take to the 800-meter race again, but, before he started his personal race, he
turned to us and said, "...time me." That was one of the most spectacular moments to
have ever occurred on the track situated behind Warwick Valley High School. It
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wasn't so much that were glad to see him being active again; it was the notion that he
got out there and simply overcame a pretty big obstacle of his. Don wasn't happy with
his time. As he put it, "I ran faster than this with my feet. With wheels I should be
flying."

My article focused on the courage of seventeen-year-old Don Rock. It takes
a special type of person to try to take back a cherished part of his life after such a
setback. I know Don Rock will never be satisfied with his time on the track, just as I
will never be satisfied with my article about him. These are our two very different and
ongoing forms of art. He is living his art through human activity, and I am writing
mine out in forms of emotion. Our two art forms parallel and feed each other. Don's
love of being out there and being involved feeds my emotion for creating the perfect
essay for him.

When I sit down to write and rework my feelings in the article, everything
that I have written down has been, at one point, written by me before. Very few
original ideas come to mind when I am tossing around the strong emotion of my
friend's story. Postmodern artist Allison Hetter said that "Everything's been done" in
the world of postmodern art.'? Every new and original angle has already occurred, and
originality is not found in the postmodern art of today. Hetter also goes on to say that
"Everything's been redone already." Artists, much like Courbet and his students,'
have always slightly altered individual pieces of work. The minor changes put onto
these reflections of art can make these non-original ideas seem as completely original
as the piece on which they were based.

When I go back to think about my work of art, I can see how Hetter's words
relate to my piece. After Don's accident, many had the intense emotions that I felt; I
am just one of the few who put it on paper. My ideas are hardly original, but what is
original is the fact that I know that I will never consider myself done with the article.
My article has gone from being less than a page in length to well over ten full pages. I
usually sit down and work on it about once a week for a few minutes here and a few
minutes there. Over time, these little sessions add up. Most of the time, I am editing
an