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We met in our normal class room, second floor of Beacon Hall. We shared a few laughs 

and slid right into the word order plan for today’s class. Teacher answered a few questions, and 

then a couple more.  

“Today we are walking over to the gallery, and writing about a piece belonging to the 

new exhibit” was really all I heard. The beauty and I (night crawler) already bolted out of the 

classroom and rounded the corner in the hall toward the stairs before most of the class left the 

room.  

Outside we giggled as we lit our cigarettes (I know they’re bad for me) and slowly 

meandered to the old building, Lafayette Hall and the art gallery. I didn’t quite get why we were 

doing this, but so be it. A couple more drags and a brief scolding from teacher for smoking and 

class resumed, and I found a piece. Grabbing a spot on the floor like some squatter grabbing a 

restless night’s sleep. With my blue Bic ball point pen and a couple of pieces of paper in my 

hand I stared into my chosen work of art. 

A bland pedestal was placed almost in the corner of the gallery. Bland and dull just 

camouflage in off white like the wall. Upon it sat a 70’s generation German telephone. Smooth 

orange with a black chord and simple defined lines. Nothing special really. Picking up the cool 

orange receiver and placing it to my ear, I could tell what played was the scratchy fuzzed up 

recordings from an old analog answering machine, some cat named Al Hansen, presumably a 

friend of the artist. Ninety-nine recordings to be exact, ninety-nine slices of time recorded and 



archived. But I really didn’t get it; it’s still just a stupid telephone. I finished my creative writing 

assignment and went on with my life.  

Class had ended and a night had passed typically sitting on a bar stood at Little Joe’s 

Café, with the same highly stimulating shenanigans and a refreshing walk home… thinking 

about that stupid orange telephone… and Al Hansen. 

The History Channel was on, a favorite just before bed. Aliens a perfect nighttime topic. 

Did they come here in peace, or for war? Did they lend a helping hand to our brothers and sisters 

from the past, boosting our technology to an all time high? They gave evidence of ancient 

astronauts, alien craftsmanship, and interactions with the human tribe. Robust and the skeptical 

alike all have their day, but did they make the telephone? I wonder what Al Hansen would think 

about all this? 

It was just before noon, and I found myself spending time with the Al Hansen recordings 

and that damn orange telephone. I felt like I was in that moment when you suddenly come back 

from a dream. Hazy and a tad bit lost, I looked around the gallery and I was alone. I was free to 

roam the gallery and spend time with each artwork, exchanging matter with each in my own way 

and with a personal intimacy. Each piece of the exhibit look almost foreign, containing new life, 

meaning and purpose, attributes that had been ghostly hidden to me during my first visit to the 

gallery that other day. The dull flatness of the orange telephone was alive with new purpose, 

along with Al Hansen. The collection came to me in a new light, shining a path of realization 

within my own creative endeavors. Breaking the limitations previously chained to me by my 

own artful flaws…  

 

 



 

FEAR JUDGEMENT SELF DOUBT PEER APPROVAL 

Though the exact colors of each artist’s imaginative message may not have been realized, 

I certainly had no problem seeing the soothing layers of creativity and passion embedded within 

each piece -- patterns and conflicting ideas of random images of random life creating massive 

stories for viewers. The blending of technology and the human condition, take what you may 

from any of them, a warning or a message, a joke or a prayer. The universal understanding of 

how we, as humans, interact and use the fabrications we take for granted… that is the art. Life is 

art. The creation of that which stirs emotion, good and bad, and I got this message loud and clear 

from a simple orange telephone dull and plain, sitting upon an off-white pedestal and playing the 

ninety-nine recordings of Al Hanson.  

The exhibit will end, and the pieces dismantled and packed away, shipped off to their 

next, maybe final destination. A new collection from different artists, with a different theme, 

sending different tales, and tones, and thoughts to debate, but my handy little lesson should prove 

to be a permanent presence within my head. 


