A Critique of Pure Art


So what is this thing they call art?  Some guy throws a can of paint against the wall, and voilá, you have art.  I mean, is there really anything metaphysical, or quintessential about the human nature in throwing that can of paint onto a perfectly good wall?  There are so many better ways to use that can of paint.  You can use it as washing fluid (dirty dishes become pearly-white when you dump them in white paint); you can use it for mind-enlightening purposes (“huffing” is such a negative term), and well, if you get bored, you can always use it for redecorating purposes.  You can paint your house, your car, your wife’s car, and heck, once you’re done with that, you can even paint your neighbor’s house.  You know, especially that neighbor with that perfect family, who goes to church every Sunday, who bought the Mercedes and smiles at you when you drive your old beaten-up Volkswagen.  Well, you simply pick a day when your wonderful neighbor leaves for work, take your can of paint and throw across his house.  Not only have you redecorated his house, you’ve made art, and when he comes back, you can sell it to him.


But that’s getting beside the point, which is that I can’t understand why anyone would ever be an artist.  Think about it, you’re poor, you’ll have no friends because you’re poor, and you’ll stay poor because your art is worth nothing until you die.  It often takes years, and even decades for the really great art to be appreciated by the public.  That’s because some people are very slow, not stupid or thick, but just slow when it comes to absorbing art.


Oh, but art is done for expression of the soul, you say.  Well, we all express ourselves.  Most people can do it by talking, so I guess what makes those special individuals artists is that they can’t, and they literally have to draw a picture for you.  Well, I guess I shouldn’t make fun of artists.  I’m one too, and I must say, my art doesn’t take years or even days to appreciate.  I mean, when I splashed a can of paint onto my dad’s car, I got an immediate response.

