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THE FIRST PAGE 

We are new at publishing a periodical, and in our innocence we have 
been surprised by the voracious appetite with which OUTLOOK seems to have 
been born. It fairly devours articles. While we don't, of course, want a 
fat and flabby magazine, we do want a robust one, and we cannot feed OUTLOOK 
without help. 

"Circumstances beyond our control" may have prevented some contributions 
intended for this issue of OUTLOOK from reaching us. Deep in the British 
postal system there may be a fine article by one of our forty-odd British 
readers and, if so, it is no doubt just now being postmarked and dispatched. 
There also seems to have been an unduly long interval between the mailing 
of Issue One in Boulder and its delivery in cities around the United States. 
Many would-be contributors may only recently have learned that there is 
something to contribute to. 

As we said in our introduction to the first issue, only time and articles 
can define OUTLOOK's scope. With this second issue the scope is broadened. 
We print: reflections on art teaching by an art teacher; a fragment of con­
versation with a small boy encountered at a bus stop; a word-and-picture re­
port on a learning center in Manderson, South Dakota, on the Pine Ridge 
Sioux Reservation; a non-ornithological discussion of a bird; a biassed and 
biting reflection on elementary education by a writer for whom the topic 
has not slipped hopelessly far into the past; some suggestions for getting 
more fun out of the English language; a timely contribution by Plato, who 
shares his thoughts on knowledge and the written word; and a review of one 
of the best books about a large subject to have appeared in a long time. 

There are at least three kinds of contributions from readers that we 
would especially like to solicit for future issues of OUTLOOK, in addition 
to material of the sort we have already published and material we have not 
yet thought of. First, we would like to print articles which deal, in lay­
man's terms, with any of the areas of study represented by our readers, 
among whom are artists, mathematicians, biologists, physicists, philosophers 
and, of course, teachers of children. Such articles, which should be of 
general interest, of course, need not have a specifically educational cast. 
An example of what we have in mind is "The Effect of Size on the Equipment," 
which we published in our first issue, and which was a general and highly 
entertaining discussion of scaling. We hope that our readers in the arts 
and sciences will not be chary of sharing their thoughts with us simply be­
cause the last word in our name is "Education." This is, after all, a very 
broad term. 

Second, we would like to print letters from readers on any topics of 
general interest, whether they arise out of material which has appeared in 
OUTLOOK or whether they raise new subjects for discussion. 

Finally, we would also like either suggestions of books, films, or 
other material which we might review or the reviews themselves. We are 
most interested in reviews of items which might slip by our readers' at­
tention and should not. 



NOTES ON THE CONTRIBUTORS 

Brenda S. Engel teaches art and related subjects at Hanscom Primary School 
in Lincoln, Massachusetts. Mrs. Engel is herself a water-colorist and 
ceramist. She is married to the novelist Monroe Engel, who also teaches 
English at Harvard. 

Howard Goldsmith is an editorial writer in New York City, with a background 
in clinical psychology. He has had a long-standing interest in observing, 
studying, and writing about children. 

David Hawkins is Professor of Philosophy at the University of Colorado and 
Director of the Mountain View Center. For two years he was director of the 
Elementary Science Study and he has written many articles on primary educa­
tion. He is the author of The Language of Nature, essays in the philosophy 
of science. 

Barry Sevett is a freshman enrolled in the Sewell Hall Residential Academic 
Program at the University of Colorado. His essay was written as a term 
paper for a course, "The World of Childhood," offered last autumn by the 
staff of the Mountain View Center. 

Tony Kallet is on the staff of the Mountain View Center. His work is mainly 
in music, but he also takes charge of fun and games with the English lan­
guage which means, primarily, puns. 

John Paull is on leave this year from his job as Field Study Adviser in 
Leicestershire, England. He is on the staff of the Mountain View Center 
and will return to England in the summer. 



TEACHING ART IN A PUBLIC SCHOOL 

Brenda S. Engel 

After many years of attending private schools, an even greater number 
of years of sending my children to private schools, and then five years of 
teaching art in a private school, I felt a strong need to dissociate myself 
from the special privileges of what is now called, in an attempt to sound 
more positive, "independent school education," and to teach in a public 
school. I was armed with a fair'amount of practical know-how, and some ex­
perience with gentle, responsive children at the Cambridge Friends School. 
I also had a set of innocent prejudices, some of which turned out to be 
reasonably accurate and some of which did not. I wanted to get out from 
behind the ivy and deal with "real" people, "real" meaning representative 
of larger rather than smaller segments of society. 

The first public school job I was offered which seemed to allow the 
possibility of innovation was in a school run by the town of Lincoln (a sub­
urb of Boston) for the children of personnel at the Hanscom Air Force Base. 
I sensed that there I might be able to have an effect on the system, and 
not remain indefinitely boxed into a tight, formal situation. And this 
feeling turned out to be accurate» 

When, years before, I accepted the job at The Cambridge Friends School 
I was concerned about my ability to manage groups of children. I wrote the 
director of the school to this effect, and got back from him a letter which 
said, "Mary /the other art teacher/ asked me when she first started teach­
ing art, 'What about discipline?1 I said to her, 'Don't worry about disci­
pline. I'll be teaching in the next room and in case there is any trouble 
I'll be there to help.'" In fact, everyone was there to help, and one felt 
supported, liked, encouraged to participate in the making of a good school. 
It was a pleasant and at times exciting job. But I wanted to do two things. 
First of all, I wanted to teach a group of children as well and imaginative­
ly as I could, The Cambridge Friends School was an ideal place for this. 
But second, I also wanted to be able to make general statements about art 
education, and here my experience was inadequate. People too often said 
such things as, "That's an interesting idea, but it would never be feasible 
in a public school," Public school children took on all kinds of frighten­
ing qualities in my mind. Not only were there always more of them in any 
class, room, school, or area, but they were also less bright, more aggres­
sive, more destructive, less responsive, and less responsible. 

In the fall of 1969 I went to teach art three days a week at Hanscom 
Primary School. My schedule is described in the following notes which I 
made in November of that year: 

I teach art three days a week, four classes each day. Each 
class is scheduled for one hour in the art room and there 
are from fifteen to forty-five minutes between classes. The 
classes average about twenty-five children. I arrive at the 
school about eight o'clock, in order to prepare for the first 
class at eight forty-five, and I leave at about a quarter to 
four in the afternoon. In the time between classes I finish 
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any necessary cleaning up, wash paint brushes (there is 
only one small sink in the room) and straighten supplies. 
I also make notes on the class that has just left and 
read over notes on the one that is about to arrive." 

This schedule meant that in one day about one hundred children worked 
in the art room and in three days, three hundred. It took me a long time 
before I could tell them apart; they all seemed to have the same names. 
This experience is not at all unusual and many art teachers, indeed, handle 
six or seven such classes in one day. But I hated the tight scheduling, 
hated turning the kids on at the beginning and then forcing them to stop 
early enough to clean up toward the end. 

Because of space problems the art room was isolated from the rest of 
the school. The children were conducted to my domain, neatly lined up and 
not talking, by their homeroom teacher. These one-minute glimpses of teach­
ers cautioning the children as they brought them into the room and admiring 
their work when they came to collect them an hour later were virtually my 
only adult human contacts. If I had time to eat lunch at all I certainly 
didn't have time to go to the faculty room and sit down to eat with the 
other teachers. And, perhaps worst of all, instead of friendly, supportive 
conversation with colleagues, I received a daily bulletin, mimeographed in 
blue. Nevertheless, in addition to the satisfaction of finally dealing with 
a wider range of children, I was also happy that I could, despite the limi­
tations, run an individualized program, with a choice of many activities. 
And the children began to respond to the choices. I could have clay, paint­
ing, construction, typewriting, sewing, and printing all going on simultan­
eously, and much good and interesting work was being done. The children, 
by and large, enjoyed art although I continued to have probelms with disci­
pline, particularly with first grade classes which were brought in the after­
noon from a different building by bus, and were keyed up to the point where 
I could control them only by abandoning my natural style of teaching and 
forcing myself to become someone quite different. Even when I tried, in des­
peration, to do this, I wasn't very successful. The first graders continued 
to run around the room, screech, throw clay, paint each other. I dreaded 
those classes. 

But, oddly enough, I was enjoying guilt-free spending of money on sup­
plies. I had had less money per pupil to spend at Friends, and there had 
felt vaguely uncomfortable at what I did spend. This feeling was, I suppose, 
illogical; parents willing and able to pay for private schools generally do 
so at no great sacrifice, and one should be able to spend their money with 
pleasure. But in Lincoln the impersonality of the public school system 
helped rather than chilled, and I happily converted anonymous tax payers' 
money into paper, paint, clay, and even luxury items like magic markers. 

Around November of that first year I began to make notes, in order to 
relieve myself of feelings and frustrations that my husband had to listen to 
nightly. At the same time, I issued frequent communiques to both the super­
intendent and the principal of my school about possible changes that could 
be made in the art program. I tried to keep these unasked-for essays objec­
tive, uncomplaining in tone and, above all, hopeful and optimistic. I felt 
hopeful because of the feedback from the children, a sense that the school 


