
BITING THE DUST
 

In a moment of plaIn bore I calculated I have been attendIng school for 20 
years. how much and In whIch ways have I been traIned?

This question made me think of the processes that, in the course of their 
development and building up, simultaneously collapse. Being freshly out of an art 
research institute, I will take a look at what struck me there.

 An art school education is based on the inter-human contact. One opens the 
way for the other to walk on it. That is the way I imagined it to be. And yet, there is 
something absolutely fake, gorgeously deceiving about art programmes, especially 
when it comes to small communities of strangers, such as Piet Zwart Institute. 
What is it that makes me feel some kind of restlessness and an anxiety when my 
time in the institute has come to past? Is it because there will be no one to facilitate 
my confusion any more?

In the life of a student you are the one who is the receiver and the professor/
tutor is the one who bestows his or her knowledge upon you. The power relations 
are symptomatic. But it might be that they are also unavoidable, one way or anoth-
er. How hard would the effort be for either of the sides of the power-equation to go 
beyond the comfort of the accepted, and for the most - how necessary? 

The power positions in the art school is like the one of conquistadors of new 
territories on behalf of the royalties, i.e. H.R.H. Art. The power in question is the 
power of giving the comprehension about what is outside of its parameter of influ-
ence. Teaching is one thing, producing works is another, but how and when do 
things become ‘for real’ occurs detached from these two. In whose head does the 
work advance into ‘a piece of art”?

Within the art school all appreciation is focussed on delving inwards, question-
ing all the relevant issues that become invisible once the work/statement is made. 
On the other side, when the school finishes one must shift swiftly to the mode of 
building outwards, to the world. Building this balance in advance is rarely truly 
appreciated in the realm of the school; it is like ocean and terra firma, the modes of 
setting things in motion on either side are poles apart. Where does the membrane of 
the art-school ghetto establish itself and how porous is it?

 Although the student-professor relation is an inseparable one, it takes many 
love-hate moments. For indeed, how much time and effort do professors spend on 
‘packing’ their knowledge and ‘serving’ it to their auditorium and just how much 
time did each of us spend listening to all that there was to be told to us as students. 
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Further on, how often does it happen that it is the student who refines the professor? 
Although being there for each other, how rare it is that the two sides form a unity, a 
symbiotic interaction?

For example, when a student receives a ‘package’ of information and especially 
if this ‘package’ is not only data based but also contains attitudes and readings, the 
student faces a task of ‘decoding’ the received information. Getting to know the profes-
sor helps open one or another statement, this or that opinion. There is a crucial point 
– besides providing ‘the package’ that delivers information, the professor also needs to 
provide a key to it in order for ‘the package’ to be actually received. If the student fails 
to open ‘the package’ within own terms, if the idea performed in someone else’s head 
seduces the student, the package can block student’s flow of thinking and acting. Su-
perimposing transparencies is the gist; colouring the thoughts and acts is the ultimate 
goal. Who said it is easy to receive and employ information?

Teach-student tension that might arise can be devastating for the symbiotic rela-
tion, but exceptionally it can also open unexpected prospects. What is the right mea-
sure of the give-take relation? When is affirmative tutorial not productive, and when 
are resistance and opposition productive and for whom?

The difference between good and bad education is a lot about building attitudes, 
building positions. In good education one as a student gets to meet professors, tutors 
and lecturers who themselves have positively well defined and articulated standpoints, 
whichever they might be. In relation to them the student is in a much more thriving 
position to look for own attitudes by looking up to, comparing or even opposing the 
ones that are available at hand. The references become of crucial importance.

By the same token, is it possible to object one way of thinking by appropriating it 
and using it as a shield? What diversity is it to be expected if this is the case? Manner-
ism of this kind leads to a harmonica zigzag development, that indicates linear think-
ing, and the heredity of thought is clear. But that just isn’t enough for me. I expect 
of thinking to develop directions other than simple oppositions. Funny enough, I will 
never be sure if this is something I was also taught to think too. :)

Listening is one of the crucial moments in the communication between the pro-
fessor and the student. And often it is not when the student listens to the tutor, but 
the other way around. It is remarkable how things can clear out for the student by 
having them said out loud to a responsive ear. Telling even the confusing, or incom-
prehensible bits of thoughts to a wide-open ear can lead to a recharge of perspective. 
Words can echo ideas in a tangible way. The fragility of the provisional meaning can 
be established between two people in conversation; together they build a network of 
words with an idea-breeding connection.

In exceptional cases, if you are lucky enough, one tutor or another might give you 
back yourself, without boosting anyone’s ego. If you are really, really lucky you might 
even get a glimpse of a better you. I can imagine it also works the other way around.

At some point killing the ideological and educational ‘fathers’ and ‘mothers’ 
doesn’t give as much pleasure as having a dialogue. But this can happen if the elders 
don’t vacuum pack their work but leave a leach possibility for the newcomers to attach 
to. In a manner of speaking, the perfection of the pose kills itself in the end.
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